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Chapter One

Late January


You never could predict how a job was
going to play out .

Jennifer Sebastiano was a forensic
sketch artist with a rare psychic gift for getting usable
information from even relatively traumatized victims. Only a
handful of people knew the true nature of her ability, and most of
those worked for a highly secretive government agency known as
Division P. That organization recruited, trained, and assigned
people with psychic Talents. Despite working for Division P for
nearly six months now, a fair number of Jennifer's forensic jobs
still came from the local police departments in and around
Baltimore and Washington D.C. She also did a certain amount of
sketching for the FBI. It was her work there that had originally
drawn Division P's attention.

Tonight's job wasn't for Division P,
however, it was for the Baltimore police department. It was past
ten in the evening, and Detective David Thompson noted how tired
Jennifer was. He ordered a squad car to drive her home. David
promised he would have her own car delivered to her in the
morning.

Jennifer glanced at the officer driving
her home. A forty-something black man; his focus was on the road.
Jennifer allowed her eyes to close, trying to think about her
lovers, Danny Valentine and Peter Vithoulkas, key members of the
Division P agency. The two men often took turns driving the
distance between Suffolk and Baltimore to see her. This weekend
Peter was coming. She had hopes that maybe he would be there when
she got home.

The victim interview had been brutal,
not because the woman Jennifer had interviewed was critically
injured; it had more to do with the situation. Jennifer had
received a request to a do a sketch for a rape victim. This wasn't
Jennifer's first sexual assault case, and she doubted it would be
her last, but this was disturbingly different. This time the victim
was a woman who had a trace of telepathic talent. The woman's
abilities were raw and untrained, essentially unacknowledged; she
probably thought of herself as merely an intuitive person. For
Jennifer, this trait colored the perceptions she saw as she plowed
through the visual memories of the rape victim. It was more
intense, more vicious, more frightening.

Jennifer thanked the officer who
dropped her off. She noted that he lingered to make sure she had
her front door unlocked before he drove away. That was probably
good, because the house was dark and empty.

***

An hour had passed since Jennifer got
home. Being alone, away from people, should have calmed her down.
It wasn't helping. She'd changed into a long-sleeved T-shirt and a
pair of yoga pants, thinking she would manage to unwind and be
nearly ready for sleep by the time Peter got there. It wasn't
working.

Here she was, roaming through the
house, unsettled, feeling anxious and creeped out. The clock
indicated it was heading toward midnight. Peter was obviously still
somewhere in transit. He and Danny often got to Jennifer's house
sometime around eleven on the weekends they drove to see her. It
seemed like he was running late, and she wondered how close he was.
She grabbed her cell phone and dialed.

"Hey Jen," Peter answered. "I'm about
twenty minutes away. Traffic bites."

"Um, all right. I'm glad you're getting
close."

"Are you okay?"

Jen thought about lying but figured
Peter would call her on it. "No."

"Are you physically okay?" Peter
amended his question.

"Yes."

"Talk to me, babe. Tell me what's going
on."

"I did a sketch for the Baltimore PD
tonight," she said.

"What crime?"

"Rape." Jennifer wandered around her
kitchen as she talked.

"Oh…Was the victim badly
injured?"

"No, not especially. She spent a few
hours in the ER."

"Okay. She wasn't your first rape case,
though…?" His tone was one of concern.

"No. I've done probably a dozen, maybe
more."

"What makes this one worse?"

"She's… she's psi, Peter. Not
particularly gifted, but she has a little."

"Jen hon, I'll be there soon. Are you
alone?"

"Yeah."

"Hang tight. I'll be there soon. I
promise. And Danny's flying into BWI from Tampa. His flight's
supposed to get in about five-thirty tomorrow morning. We'll all
get to spend most of the weekend together."

When Jennifer hung up, she looked at
where she was. She was sitting on the kitchen floor, her back
against the V of the cabinets in the corner, one arm wrapped around
her knees. And still she didn't feel safe. What the hell was wrong
with her? She usually managed to separate herself from the victims
within twenty to thirty minutes after finishing a sketching
session.

***

As Peter pulled his car up in front of
Jennifer's house, he worried. Her tone had been so strained on the
phone. He climbed the front steps and let himself in with his key,
glad to see that she had locked the door.

"Jen?" he called.

She came out of the kitchen and met him
halfway across the foyer, immediately wrapping both arms around
him. He let his small duffle bag fall to the floor and held her.
His healing Talent kicked on and began to assess her. She sighed
slightly, and he knew she sensed the concerned
examination.

"I'm okay, really," she murmured. "Just
feeling kind of rattled."

He found nothing physically wrong, but
that didn't completely allay his worries. "Come sit down and tell
me about it. Give me details." Peter drew her over to the sofa and
sat down with his back against the arm. He pulled her down to sit
between his legs, and she laid her head on his shoulder.

She gave him a description of what
she'd seen in the other woman's head. "And it's not like I haven't
dealt with rape victims before, but this feels like it hit closer
to home or something. I can only guess it's because she has a
little bit of psi Talent."

"Do they have any leads on the guy who
did it? Beyond the sketch you gave them."

"I don't know. David, that's the
detective I usually deal with, sometimes tells me information and
sometimes he doesn't. It was already so late when I was done, I
think he just figured I'd be better off going home."

"I don't have a good explanation for
you, or at least anything any better than what you've already
thought about." Peter rubbed his hand down her arm.

"I'm so tired," she said, burying her
face against the side of his neck.

"Then how 'bout we go to bed?" I think
we could both use some sleep."

***

In the bedroom, Jennifer picked up a
spray bottle and a rag and began to clean the huge sheet of plate
glass that covered a substantial chunk of one wall of the
room.

Behind her, Peter was undressing. "I
forgot for a moment that your job has a distinct
aftermath."

"Maybe once it gets out of my head,
I'll be done with it." Jennifer washed away the caricature she had
drawn in one corner of Danny sticking out his tongue. She'd never
figured out why, but after a session with a victim of violence she
usually had a sleepwalking episode. Actually, it was more of a
"sleep-drawing" thing. She'd get up in the middle of the night and
grab the nearest writing implements and draw horrific images that
were some insane mix of the emotions of the victim combined with
nightmare-like memories. In the early months of doing forensic
sketching, she'd ended up drawing on all of the walls of the
apartment she lived in. After having to repaint one too many times,
she'd turned to a psychologist friend who'd helped her with some
post-hypnotic suggestions to channel her "vent" to be more
specific. Any flat, slick surface was part of the cue, and drawing
on windows and mirrors with markers was a hell of a lot easier to
clean up. Eventually she'd installed an eight-foot square sheet of
glass in a frame on her bedroom wall.

Jennifer picked up a plastic tub of
markers and sat it on the corner of her dresser within easy reach
of the glass surface.

Peter stepped behind her and wrapped an
arm around her body, nuzzling against the side of her neck. "Come
lie down."

She nodded and let out a sigh, letting
Peter lead her over to the bed. Sliding under the sheets, she
snuggled against the heat of Peter's body. Even when he was relaxed
and not actively healing anyone, his body temperature ran warmer
than most. On a chilly January night in Baltimore, having that heat
to curl up to was very nice. His arms circled her body, and he
kissed her, soft and slow.

***

The motion of Jennifer climbing out of
bed woke Peter. For a moment, he assumed she was making a bathroom
run, but then he reconsidered. Her movements were slow and jerky.
When Peter extended his senses, he realized she wasn't awake. He'd
heard Danny describe what she did in the middle of the night after
drawing sketches for victims, but this didn't seem to be following
that pattern. She didn't reach for the bucket of markers or touch
the big sheet of glass on the wall. She wandered around the room
for a couple of minutes, almost as if she was lost, before she
shuffled out of the bedroom. Peter followed.

***

There was someone following her. Why?
She felt vulnerable and skittish. Why? Where was her car? The
parking lot was confusing in the dark. She stumbled over something,
but couldn't make out what it was. She needed to find the car and
then she'd be safe.

***

Peter watched Jennifer walk down the
hallway. The fact she was nearing the stairs made him uneasy. He
touched her arm lightly, hoping to steer her back toward the
bedroom. She spun and lashed out, striking the side of his face
with her fist. He staggered, but reached again to pull her back
away from the lip of the stairs. She kicked him in the chest, and
the force slammed him into the wall. He watched dizzily as she
bolted nimbly down the stairs but misjudged the landing turn near
the bottom and went sprawling and tumbling down the last three
steps.

***

Oh God! He was grabbing at her! He was
never going to touch her again! She hit him and kicked him as she
scrambled to get away. Down the slope of the parking lot…
Running…

Pain. Pain. Pain. Jennifer flailed to
stop her rolling fall. She landed in a flat sprawl and stared up in
darkness. She blinked. This was her house, not a parking lot. She
was looking at the ceiling of the foyer. The artsy, star-shaped
light on the ceiling reflected a stray beam of light from the
street outside. Ow. Why the fuck was she at the foot of the steps?
There had been an out of control tumble as she ran away. Dream
memory mixed chaotically with reality.

"Jen? Jen!"

She heard Peter's frantic tone as he
came down the stairs. He knelt beside her and immediately began
running his hands over her body. She could feel the frightened buzz
of his Talent racing through her.

"I'm okay. I just… I think I've just
got a few bruises." She slowly pushed herself into a sitting
position.

"Thank God. You started for the top of
the stairs, and I wasn't sure you had any idea where you were. I
reached for you, and that turned out to be a bad idea," said
Peter.

Jennifer heaved a deep breath and let
it out. The terror of the images still swirled at the edges of her
mind.

Peter hugged her close. She could feel
him in her head, calming the snarl of the nightmare as his Talent
soothed the aches of the fall.

Breathe slowly, in and out,
ground in me, he whispered in her
mind.

It took another few minutes before she
felt even halfway calmed, and even then she felt like her body was
hovering on the edge of shaking. Sitting on the floor in the foyer
with the icy draft that crept under the front door wasn't
helping.

"How 'bout we go somewhere warmer? The
kitchen maybe?" Peter suggested, and she could feel his presence
closely following her thoughts.

"A cup of tea would be good. I don't
think I can go back to sleep anytime soon."

Peter helped her up off the floor, and
they went into the kitchen. He turned on the low lighting that she
had had installed under the cabinets. Too many years of vicious
migraines had made her choose against sharp overhead lighting
whenever possible. She pulled out a chair at the kitchen table and
sat. Her legs were cold, as she only had on the long sleeve T-shirt
she slept in. Peter put a mug of water in the microwave to heat
before he turned to face her. There was a deep red mark along the
outer edge of his right eye socket that looked like it was
darkening into a bruise.

A knot of guilt clutched at Jen's
stomach. "Did I do that?" she asked, pointing at his
face.

"You weren't even awake."

"Shit, Peter, I am so sorry." She stood
up again and went to him, cupping his jaw in her hand to get a
better look.

"It's nothing. I'll fix it later." He
kissed her forehead. "Tell me what happened. I was expecting you to
start drawing on the glass when you got out of bed."

"I don't know. All I remember is these
really hyper-vivid scenes of being Heidi, or at least I think I was
being Heidi."

"She's the rape victim."

"Yeah. Part of it was about someone
following me, but another part was about getting away and fighting
back. Except that wasn't a memory."

Peter curled his hand around her elbow.
"What do you mean it wasn't a memory?"

"It was, and it wasn't. She did end up
getting away, but she never fought back, not really. After he hit
her a couple of times and waved a knife in her face, she mostly
just shut her eyes and tried to block out what he was doing." She
could feel the heat of Peter's hand radiating into the spot where
she'd slammed her elbow into a step.

"I followed you when you walked out of
the bedroom. It seems like that ended up being a bad plan. Maybe
you subconsciously felt me behind you. And I did try to pull you
away from the top of the stairs." The microwave beeped, and Peter
pulled the mug out. "Any preferences?"


"Raspberry Zinger, and I'm half tempted
to add a hefty shot of grappa."

Peter reached in the cabinet and pulled
out the box of tea, dropping a teabag into the mug. "Do you want me
to go raid your liquor cabinet?"

"No, not really. It was just a thought.
I don't need to mess my brain up any more than it already is." A
shiver ran through her body. She looked at him standing there in
nothing more than a pair of navy blue boxers.

"You're cold. Go wrap up in the afghan
on the sofa," he ordered. "I'll bring your tea as soon as it's
ready."

Jen wanted to protest that she didn't
need to be coddled, but in truth it felt good to have Peter there.
She walked back into the den, not bothering with turning on a
light. The room was getting some dim illumination from the kitchen,
and she wasn't in the mood for more. She pulled the afghan off the
back of the sofa and wrapped it around herself as she sat
down.

In a few minutes, Peter brought the mug
in. "Do you want it in your hands or on the coffee
table?"

"I'll take it." The heat of the cup
felt good as she took it from him. She sipped the hot liquid
gingerly. Peter sat beside her and put an arm around
her.

They sat in the near darkness in
silence for a while, with Peter holding her as she
drank.

"Why didn't she fight back?" asked
Jen.

"I don't know. Fear maybe? I've read
some accounts where a woman rationalizes that if she's just endures
it, she'll end up alive."

"If he'd had a gun, maybe, just maybe I
could wrap my head around it. But he had a knife. I don’t get it. I
just don’t get it. I would have done…something.”"

"I know that, but there's not a lot of
people who think that way. And she was terrified," said
Peter.

***

The taxi ride was long enough for Danny
to spend a good number of minutes staring blankly out the window.
He halfway wished he was going home, but then again maybe he was
going home, because home was about the people and not just the
place where you kept your stuff. Flying into BWI meant he'd get to
spend the better part of two days with both his lovers.

When the taxi pulled up in front of
Jennifer's, it was still dark, dawn being at least an hour off.
Danny paid the driver, grabbed his garment bag and laptop, and
walked up the steps. As he let himself in, he considered whether he
wanted a shower or just to slide into bed with Peter and Jen. There
was a light in the kitchen. That was unexpected.

"Danny?" Peter called out.

"Yeah, what are you doing up?" Danny
went into the den and set his bags on the floor, shrugging out of
his heavy coat. As his eyes adjusted, he could see Jen curled
against Peter on the sofa.

"Waiting for my brain to settle down,"
said Jen pithily.

"Migraine?" asked Danny. He went toward
them and knelt down in front of Jen.

"No, weirder," Jen admitted.

"Are you okay?" Danny took her hand. He
could tell instantly that she was shaken up, but beyond that he
wasn't sure.

"I did some sketch work for the
Baltimore PD tonight," she began, and spent a couple of minutes
telling him what had happened.

When she reached the part where she had
mistakenly believed Peter to be an attacker, Danny stopped her.
"Can I turn on the light?" he asked.

"Yeah, sure, I'll do it." Jen flipped
on the table lamp.

Danny rose up on his knees and cupped
Peter's face in his hands, tilting Peter's head a little toward the
light. The side of Peter's right eye socket was already darkening
into what would possibly prove to be a spectacular black
eye.

"Damn, babe, she really clocked you,"
said Danny. "Why didn't you at least put some ice on
it?"

Peter grimaced slightly. "Truthfully, I
forgot. I just shut off of the pain and figured I'd deal with it
later."

"Now would be good."

Peter gave him a mock snarl.

Jen added, "He has a point, as if I
don't feel guilty enough already for bashing you."

"It's not your fault," said Peter. He
kissed her on the forehead and hauled himself up off the sofa,
heading in the direction of the kitchen.

"Can I help?" asked Jen.

"No, I'm fine."

Danny touched Jen. "He'll be a royal
pain in the ass if you bug him when he's fixing himself." Danny had
never been able to figure out the difference, but knew Peter often
welcomed support when healing others but wanted isolation when
healing himself. "I, on the other hand, could really use a shower
and wouldn't mind some company."

He led Jen upstairs and stripped in the
bedroom while the water in the shower heated up. "Have you ever
sketched for someone with psi Talent before?"

"Not that I recall, or at least nothing
violent. I'm not counting training exercises down at Division P. I
know we're a pretty small segment of the population, but I guess I
was bound to run across someone like this eventually."

"But a mugging victim or a murder
witness would have been easier," he guessed.

"Yeah, I think so."

In the bathroom, he had to duck to get
his head fully under the spray. There were disadvantages to being
six foot four. "One of these days, we're gonna have to get you a
shower head that wasn't installed for midgets."

"Some of us aren't obscenely tall," she
teased, smacking him lightly across the ass.

He turned and lifted her, balancing her
against the wall. Her legs wound around his hips and her arm around
his neck. He kissed her tenderly. "I love you."

"Love you, too."

They messed around in the shower,
mostly sticking to the task at hand, but breaking it with a little
heavy petting. By the time they got out, Peter was coming back
upstairs.

"Let me see," said Danny. He tugged
Peter into the bathroom for a better view. Some of the blue-purple
bruise that had been under Peter's skin had faded away to greens
and yellows. There was still an area of darkness right at the edge
of Peter's cheekbone. "Better." Danny placed a kiss on Peter's
mouth, savoring the contrast between kissing him and kissing
Jennifer. He didn't want to consider a time when they both weren't
an intimate part of his life.

"Did you get any sleep on the flight?"
Peter asked.

"A little, not enough."

I think we need to take Jen
back to bed and see if we can smooth out some of what she dealt
with, and then let her get some rest, Peter
murmured inside Danny's head.

Danny nodded. Behind him, Jen was
hanging up her towel.

***

Lying in the king-sized bed, bracketed
by two male bodies, Jennifer felt safe. It wasn't like she often
felt "unsafe," but the events of the past night gave her an uneasy
feeling. Danny was pressed against her back and Peter to her front,
and both seemed intent on distracting her with kisses and soft
touches.

Danny petted her hip as he kissed the
nape of her neck. Peter traced the curves of her breasts as he
nibbled at her mouth. All the gentle caresses and kisses combined
with the warmth of skin on skin. It made a weirdly perfect sense
that as Danny's cock rubbed stiffly against her butt she wanted it
someplace more intimate. He scooted toward the foot of the bed a
little ways and carefully nudged her knees forward so his cock slid
between her thighs. He wasn't inside her, just thrusting slowly
back and forth, rubbing his cock against her labia, a gentle
friction that gradually took her from merely aroused to slickly
wet. Peter rubbed her clit periodically, but judging from the
sensation of where his hand was, he was devoting a certain amount
of his attention to stroking Danny, too.

As the ache of desire built in her
lower belly, she wanted someone inside her.

Arch your back
more, Danny mumbled in her mind.

It was kind of an awkward angle, but
extra hands were a boon. Peter carefully helped with guidance, and
Danny pushed up inside her, filling her, stretching all the right
places. She groped for Peter's cock where it poked at her thigh,
determined to add his pleasure to the mix. She rode that delirious
slope toward ecstasy for moments, or maybe it was minutes , before
the climax took over, pulsing through her nerves and sending
shuddering waves through her body. Danny groaned. A couple more
thrusts and he was coming hard within her. Peter splattered the
side of her leg moments later as she stroked him.

They lay basking in the afterglow for a
bit before Danny went to grab a washcloth.

***

Movement woke Peter. He was being
climbed over top of. He sleepily assumed Jen was heading off to the
bathroom but a second later adjusted his opinion. Her movements
were jerky and her steps a shuffle. Not again. He started to reach
for her. Danny grabbed his arm and restrained him.

"She has to get it out of her head,"
Danny whispered in Peter's ear. "Leave her be."

Peter watched, torn between worry and
curiosity, as Danny held him still.

Jen was already fumbling in the tub on
the corner of her dresser, pulling out markers. She rubbed one hand
along the glass for several seconds before beginning to draw. As
the images flowed, Peter was fascinated by the disturbing motifs.
There were monstrous, scowling faces and female body parts torn and
bleeding and hands with knives. It wasn't until the glass sheet was
nearly filled with graphic nightmare pictures that Jen finally
began to drop markers on the floor. She stood at an angle to the
glass, staring blankly, before she dropped slowly to her knees and
crawled toward the corner of the room, huddling against the wall
where it met the closet door.

"Is she done?" Peter asked
softly.

"Yeah, I think so."

Peter scrambled out of the bed and went
to her. She was making little snuffling sobs, her arms wrapped
around her knees. It just about broke his heart to see her like
this. As he picked her up, he could sense she wasn't awake, her
mind caught in whatever twilight state that relived the images from
the victim's mind in some twisted way.

He carried her the few steps back to
bed and eased her down beside Danny. "Will she do it
again?"

"I doubt it."

Peter slipped back into bed beside Jen,
her body once more sandwiched between him and Danny. Jen sniffled a
few more times before she began to go slack, back into a true
sleep.

***

Danny was the first one up, rolling out
of bed at the crack of noon. He retrieved a pair of sweat pants
from a drawer at the bottom of Jen's dresser and went downstairs.
He was in the kitchen firing up the coffee maker when he heard the
soft pad of footsteps. It was Peter.

"Jen's still sleeping. I feel vaguely
weird about leaving her upstairs alone," said Peter. His hair was
sticking up in odd directions, and it only got worse as he ran his
hands through it.

"She's in her own house; she'll be
okay. And if she gets up, we'll hear her anyway."

Peter nodded. He hitched up the baggy
boxers he was wearing.

"You gonna fix the black eye the rest
of way today? Otherwise, when we get back to P, you'll have to tell
people you got beat up by a girl," Danny teased. "And she was
asleep, too."

Peter flipped him the middle
finger.

Danny grinned, then he pulled Peter
into his arms. He brushed a thumb lightly across the remaining area
of the bruise along Peter's eye and then he kissed the spot. Danny
dipped his head a little further and nipped at Peter's mouth. He
backed Peter up until Peter was pinned against the refrigerator. "I
didn't get to touch you enough earlier. I was too worried about
Jen, and then we got sort of distracted."

"Mmm, I hope she's over the worst of
that." Peter cupped his hands against Danny's ass, kneading
gently.

Danny kissed along Peter's jaw line,
the roughness of beard stubble prickling at his lips. He made his
way down the side of Peter's neck, savoring Peter's scent, biting
softly when he hit the area where neck met shoulder.

Peter made a humming groan. "Damn…
You're kind of winding me up."

Danny moved lower, dragging his tongue
across one of Peter's nipples, then sucking at it. "And you're
complaining, why?" He rubbed his hand across Peter's crotch,
palming Peter's stiffening cock.

"'Cause… I don't know…" Peter fisted a
hand in Danny's hair.

Danny settled on his knees in front of
Peter, face pressed to Peter's belly, nipping at skin. He hooked a
few fingers in the waistband of Peter's boxers, pulling them down.
Peter's cock bobbed free, and Danny licked the tip.

"If you don't put that in your mouth,
I'm gonna stick it someplace else," threatened Peter, breathing
unevenly.

"I think that indicates that you need
to make a choice, babe." Danny leered up at Peter while fondling
Peter's balls.

"Fuck…" muttered Peter.

"If that's your choice, I would prefer
that there be some lube involved."

"There's coconut oil sitting on the
counter," Peter commented.

Danny raised an eyebrow. "You're
kidding."

"It's not like we use condoms any more.
It's organic."

"Oh, what the hell." Danny shoved down
his sweats and bent over the long, rectangular kitchen table. He
heard Peter opening the jar. "I better not regret this."

Peter's slick fingers breached him,
twisting a couple of times, lubing him and grazing past his
prostate with gut-tightening accuracy. Peter pushing into him was a
stretch, a pressure and a toe curling pleasure all in one go. Danny
had only been about half hard from his fooling around with Peter.
He suddenly felt almost light headed with the sudden rush of blood
to his groin.

Peter pulled back and thrust in again.
Unh, woo baby . Again and again. Peter nailed him at an angle that
stole his breath. Danny moaned, hands clenching in fists on the
tabletop. Peter slowed, and Danny regained a tiny measure of
control. Peter caressed Danny's hip, then his thigh.

Love you, Peter whispered. He drove into Danny slowly, bottoming out
as his groin hit Danny's ass. Danny blew his load in long, sticky
spurts that splattered the floor under the table. Peter lasted
another few thrusts before he came, too.

Peter leaned against Danny's back, his
breath gusting on Danny's skin. Danny's leg muscles twitched in
fatigue.

"I think we're gonna have to wipe the
floor up," Danny said with a chuckle of laughter. He stood up
straight as Peter stepped back.

***

When Jennifer poured herself a cup of
coffee, she noticed that the lid was off the jar of coconut oil
that she'd
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