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by Lilith Ember

Finn Calder had three rules when he took contract work in private clubs: keep the tools clean, keep the client’s secrets cleaner, and never stay past the final invoice. The Emberline broke the third rule before he finished unpacking his cases.

The building sat on the edge of the warehouse district, six stories of old brick and new black steel, no sign on the street, only a discrete keypad and a camera that tracked him from the moment he stepped out of the rideshare. The private entrance opened into a low-lit lobby that smelled of leather, cedar, and something darker underneath—sweat and expensive soap and the faint metallic edge of the training floors below. Members only. Men only. The kind of place that charged more for silence than for the facilities.

Rhys Thorne met him at the security desk. Tall, broad through the shoulders and chest, black hair shot with silver at the temples, jaw set like it had been carved and then left out in the weather. He wore a black henley pushed to the elbows and dark trousers that did nothing to hide the power in his legs. His eyes were a cold, clear gray that assessed Finn in one slow pass from boots to face and did not look away.

“Calder. You’re early.”

“Traffic was light.” Finn kept his voice even, the same tone he used on every job site. “You wanted the private-suite lighting and privacy systems finished before the end of the month. Two weeks is tight if you want it done right.”

A second man appeared from the corridor behind the desk. Mateo Ruiz. Olive skin, thick dark hair still damp from a shower, a white T-shirt stretched across a chest and shoulders that looked like they belonged to someone who spent more time under iron than under lights. His mouth was full, already curved in something that was not quite a smile, and his eyes—dark, warm, openly interested—tracked Finn with zero apology.

“This the tech?” Mateo’s voice was lower, rougher, the kind that carried heat without trying. “He looks like he can handle a long night.”

Rhys did not glance at him. “Show him the upper floors. Guest suite is on five. Tools and schematics are already in the workroom. Everything he needs is there.”

Mateo’s grin widened, slow and filthy. “Yes, sir.”

The guest suite was larger than Finn’s entire apartment. Floor-to-ceiling windows faced the dark river and the distant glow of the city, blackout shades already half-drawn. Heavy linens, a bathroom with a walk-in shower big enough for three, a king bed that looked like it could take damage. Finn set his bags down, opened the first case, and spent the rest of the afternoon mapping the existing wiring in the private wing. The systems were good—expensive, layered, the kind of privacy money bought when the members had things to hide. He worked until the light outside turned the color of old whiskey.

At dusk Mateo knocked once and came in without waiting. He carried a plate of grilled meat and roasted vegetables and set it on the desk beside Finn’s laptop.

“You eat while you work or you forget. Rhys does the same shit. I’ve learned to force the issue.”

Finn looked up. Mateo filled the doorway the way heat filled a room. The T-shirt clung to the hard lines of his chest and the thick muscle of his arms; the outline of his nipples was clear through the damp fabric. His gaze dropped to Finn’s mouth for a half-second and stayed there longer than politeness allowed.

“Thank you.”

“You always this quiet, or is it just the job?”

“Both.”

Mateo laughed under his breath, the sound low and pleased. “Fair. Door’s unlocked if you need anything after hours. We’re not big on formalities once the work day ends.” He left the plate and the invitation hanging in the air like smoke.

Finn worked until the schematics blurred. When he finally stood, the private floors were quiet. He found the kitchen by following the low light. Rhys was there, sleeves still rolled, reviewing a tablet. He looked up once, those gray eyes steady.

“The privacy layers on the observation suite,” Finn said. “They’re clean, but the fail-safes are older than the rest of the system. I can bring them up to current without flags. It’ll take most of the week.”

Rhys set the tablet down. “Do it. And stay for a drink. You’ve been on your feet since you walked in.”

It was not a question.

Finn followed him into the private lounge on the fourth floor. Dark leather, low lamps, a wall of glass that looked down over the empty training floor below. Mateo was already there, two fingers of something amber in a heavy glass, bare feet propped on the low table. He had changed into soft black pants that sat low on his hips and nothing else. The thick trail of dark hair down his stomach disappeared under the waistband. His chest was still bare, nipples tight in the cool air of the room.

Rhys poured without asking and handed Finn a glass. Their fingers brushed. The contact was brief and deliberate.

“You don’t talk much,” Rhys said.

“I listen better that way.”

Mateo’s mouth curved. “Useful skill in a place like this.”

They drank in silence for a while. The city lights moved beyond the glass. Finn was aware of every shift of muscle, every quiet breath. Rhys sat with the stillness of a man who had learned to wait; Mateo watched Finn like he was already deciding how he wanted him.

When Finn set the empty glass down, Rhys spoke again, voice low and controlled.

“The guest suite is yours for the duration. You’re not required to stay in it alone.”

Finn’s pulse kicked hard once. “Is that an offer or a test?”

Mateo’s laugh was soft and dirty. “Both. Always both.”

Rhys stood. He was bigger up close, the henley stretched across a chest that looked carved from something harder than muscle. He stopped in front of Finn and did not touch him yet.

“You’re here to work. That doesn’t change. But if you want more, you say so. Clear. No games.”

Finn looked from one man to the other. The quiet intensity in Rhys’s eyes. The open, hungry warmth in Mateo’s. He had spent years keeping the third rule. Tonight it felt like dead weight.

“I want more.”

Rhys’s hand came up and closed around the back of Finn’s neck, firm, possessive, the pressure exact. He leaned in until their mouths were a breath apart.

“Good.”

The kiss was not gentle. Rhys took his mouth like he had been waiting for permission and intended to use it thoroughly. Tongue, teeth, the controlled press of a man who knew exactly how much force to use. Finn opened for him, tasted whiskey and heat, and felt the second pair of hands slide under his shirt from behind.

Mateo’s palms were rough, warm, mapping the lean lines of Finn’s stomach and chest with open greed. He dragged the shirt up and off. Cool air hit Finn’s skin a second before Mateo’s mouth did—hot, open, teeth scraping over one nipple while his fingers pinched the other.

“Fuck,” Mateo muttered against his skin. “Look at you. Quiet little tech with a body like this under the clothes.”

Rhys broke the kiss long enough to strip his own henley. The chest underneath was broad, dusted with dark hair, nipples already tight. A thin scar cut across one pec, old and silver. He watched Mateo work Finn over with those cold gray eyes and did not look away when Finn’s head tipped back.

“Bed,” Rhys said. “Now.”

They moved as a unit. The private suite on the fifth floor was larger, darker, the bed already turned down. Mateo shoved Finn’s pants and underwear down in one motion and wrapped a big hand around his cock before Finn’s knees hit the mattress. He was already hard, leaking, the head flushed dark. Mateo stroked him once, slow, thumb spreading the wetness, and then dropped to his knees.

“Been thinking about this mouth since you walked in,” Mateo said, and took him deep.

Finn’s hands found Mateo’s hair. The heat and pressure were immediate, filthy, the wet sound of it loud in the quiet room. Mateo sucked like he meant it, tongue working the underside, throat opening on every downstroke. Rhys stood beside the bed, watching, one hand slowly working the button and zipper of his own trousers. When he pushed them down, his cock was thick, heavy, already fully hard, the head wet. He wrapped a hand around himself and stroked in the same rhythm Mateo was using on Finn.

“On the bed,” Rhys ordered quietly. “On your back. Legs open.”

Mateo pulled off with a wet sound and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Finn moved. The sheets were cool against his bare back. Rhys climbed up between his thighs, knees spreading them wider, and leaned down to take Finn’s mouth again while his hand wrapped both of their cocks together. The friction was slick and perfect. Mateo stretched out beside them, mouth finding Finn’s nipple again, fingers sliding lower to press behind Finn’s balls, rubbing the sensitive skin there in slow circles.

“You take cock before?” Rhys asked against his mouth, voice rough now.

“Yes.”

“Good. Because you’re going to take both of us before the night’s over.”

Finn’s cock jerked hard in Rhys’s grip. Mateo laughed softly against his chest.

“He likes that. Look at him leak.”

Rhys reached for the lube on the nightstand. The sound of the bottle opening was loud. He slicked his fingers and pressed one against Finn’s hole without teasing. The stretch burned for a second and then settled into heat. A second finger joined the first. Rhys worked him open with the same controlled focus he seemed to bring to everything, curling until he found the spot that made Finn’s back arch off the bed.

“Fuck—yes—”

“That’s it. Open up for us.”

Mateo shifted higher and fed his cock into Finn’s mouth. Thick, hot, the taste of
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