Three Little Birds 


Part 31 


By Zen&nancy 





Blair woke up draped half over Jim's shoulders, his cheek pressed to Jim's shoulder blade. One arm was stretched out over his head, holding onto the pillow he hadn't used, the other lay on Jim's leg. Pushing himself up on his elbow, he squinted at the clock. It said 5:25 a.m. 


//Christmas morning// Blair told himself, a slow smile spreading over his face as his eyes moved over his bed mates. //I got my present early// 


Jim was cuddled against Duncan's chest, really cuddled. Duncan was on his back, he had both arms wrapped around Jim, one hand holding Jim's head. They were both breathing deeply, Duncan snored very slightly, his face turned to the side over Jim's head. His Sentinel was flopped over Duncan's body, so that all he could see of his lover was the arm around Jim's back, one leg, a shoulder and his face. 


Blair laid perfectly still watching them, feeling a strong combination of love and possessiveness for both of them. They looked awfully sweet for a couple of tough guys; the way Duncan held Jim made Blair wonder if he looked as happy when he was in Duncan's arms. Blair couldn't resist the urge to reach out and touch Jim, his fingers stroking lightly up and down the back of his arm. Jim sighed in his sleep, his bicep twitching from Blair's feather light touch. 


Even his wildest fantasies didn't go this far, yet here he was, lying on top of Jim who was lying on top of Duncan. He lay back down on Jim, careful not to wake him. He was glad to have a little time to think, and try to figure out how they got here. The alpha male theory he had given Duncan earlier was the first thing that had popped into his head, but now he wasn't so sure. Last night there had been no struggle for dominance between Duncan and Jim, in fact, Jim had seemed very comfortable with letting Duncan take the lead. Now that he really thought about it, Jim was always submissive with him, too. Up until now Blair had chalked it up to Jim's inexperience and uncomfortableness with the situation, but maybe Jim was just naturally submissive. 


When it came down to it, Blair had no idea what kind of lover Jim was with the women in his life. The few times he'd caught Jim with a woman, or anything close to it, Jim had made sure the entire situation disappeared instantly. Blair thought about it a little longer, and finally decided he'd have to give them all time to adjust to the relationship. 


Blair shifted, pushing his arm underneath him to hold himself up a little higher. Jim slept soundly, but Duncan's eyes fluttered open at his slight movement. Blair's smile greeted him over Jim's head, tucked into his shoulder. Duncan met his lover's eyes, a slow smile of happiness and greeting spreading on his face. 


"I love you." Duncan whispered softly. 


"Merry Christmas." Blair answered, his voice hushed. Duncan thought that Blair's smile simply radiated joy. 


Jim stirred at the sound of Blair's whisper, one hand coming up groggily over his head. His spread fingers bumped Duncan's face and he grunted, pulling his hand back down. 


"Good morning." Duncan told him humorously, covering the hand that had almost poked him in the eye. 


"Hi." Jim craned his head back to look up at Duncan, pushing himself up a little higher on the mattress when Blair scooted back to make room for him. Rolling over onto his back he arched his spine, stretching like a big cat, flexing his leg muscles one at a time. 


Locking his hands behind his head, Jim turned to smile at Duncan. "No running on Christmas." 


"Good." Duncan told him decisively, brown eyes laughing. "Breakfast on Christmas?" 


"Definitely." Jim grinned back at him, somewhat amazed by how nice it was to wake up in Mac's bed. 


"Pancakes on Christmas?" Blair asked hopefully, flopping across Jim's chest to reach for Duncan. He kissed his lover, with considerable passion, and Jim watched, bracing Blair's weight on top of him and smiling. 


"Mmm, do I get one of those?" Jim asked him when they had parted. 


"Absolutely." Blair mumbled enthusiastically, leaning over to kiss his Sentinel. 


Jim wrapped his arms around Blair and squeezed. Full lips covered his and Jim felt Blair's rough, stubbly chin press against his face. As Blair slowly kissed him good morning Jim felt as if everything were right in his world. He was surprised that he felt so comfortable waking up naked and smelling of sex in Duncan's bed. He couldn't explain it, and he didn't understand it, but waking up on the broad expanse of Duncan's chest with Blair pressed against his back was possibly the best thing he had ever felt in his life. 


Jim's happiness overwhelmed him and he squeezed Blair tighter, causing his Guide to yelp. 


"Jim." Blair's voice was strained. "I can't breathe man." 


Jim immediately loosened his grip. "Sorry Chief." 


Blair smiled. "Don't get me wrong, a big Jim bear hug is a great way to wake up, I just don't want broken ribs for Christmas." 


Jim poked Blair playfully in the ribs and laughed. "It's your own fault for being so squishable, Sparky." 


Duncan laughed heartily, getting up on his knees. "You have more pet names for him than I can count. Do you want me to squish him for you, Blair?" 


"Oh yeah, squeeze him till he calls uncle." Blair was laughing, the fire of mischief in his bright blue eyes. 


"You got it, Caro." Duncan's arms wrapped around Jim from behind, getting him around his biceps with his elbows trapped against his sides. Blair scooted back into a corner of the mattress, watching Duncan's muscles bulge in the effort to fulfill his threat. 


For a moment, it looked like he had him, although Duncan looked as though every muscle in his body was straining to accomplish this feat. 


Jim laughed, shaking his head. "Not on your life, Mac. Not this morning." Jim's jaw clenched as he broke Duncan's hold, turning to flip Duncan onto his back all in one motion. They bounced on the mattress, laughing and panting from the exertion. 


"So what did I hear about crying uncle?" Jim asked Duncan playfully, holding him down with his weight. 


Duncan found himself flat on his back with Jim's full weight stretched out on top of him. He struggled a little, but he was having too much fun to fight dirty, and Jim was too heavy to move without seriously hurting him. 


Blair's face was red from laughing, his hair flying in all directions as he vaulted from his corner of the mattress to land with a flop on Jim's huge back. "I'm sorry, I couldn't resist." Blair told them, still laughing, as both men beneath him let out huffed grunts of surprise and loss of oxygen. 


"Jesus, Blair..." Jim gasped, pushing his elbows up on the mattress to take some of their combined weight off Duncan, who was turning purple. 


"Uncle!" Duncan offered weakly, inhaling with a gasp when Jim rolled them off of him, Blair still attached to his back. 


The tickle fight that ensued proved to be bad luck for Blair, who was the only one of the three of them that was really ticklish. When Blair's wails for mercy began to sound sincere, they let him go, all three flopping back on the mattress, breathing heavily. 


"That was fun," Blair told them, still panting. "Okay, I really need a shower now." Blair grinned at them, rolling over onto his stomach to prop his head up on his hands. He continued with a glimmer in his eyes, breathing a little easier. "And I am absolutely sure than the shower will only hold two of us, but whoever gets their butt in there first is very welcome to join me." Blair wiggled his eyebrows at them suggestively. 


Duncan laughed, still too exhausted from play fighting with Jim to do anything but turn his head limply to look at the Sentinel across the expanse of mattress. "I'll start pancakes if you start coffee." 


"Deal." Jim told him, chuckling. 


"Fine, I'll shower alone, more hot water for me." Blair told them, pretending to be offended until Duncan grabbed him for another kiss on his way out of bed. 


Duncan waited until Blair had closed the bathroom door before he spoke again. He wanted to say something about how right all of them together had felt, but he wasn't sure how to express the feeling. "So you're really okay with this?" He asked softly, instead. 


Jim raised his eyebrows at Duncan's serious tone, but he rolled to his side to meet his eyes, nodding slowly. "Yeah... I think I am. I mean, as long as you want me to be." Jim realized how silly that sounded and rolled his eyes, feeling foolish, but Duncan only smiled and leaned across the space between them to take Jim's face tenderly in his hands. 


"I most certainly do. Merry Christmas." Duncan's lips sealed over Jim's, and to the Sentinel, the kiss felt as much like a promise as a gift of Duncan's affection. 


"Merry Christmas, Mac." Jim managed, his voice suddenly hoarse. "How about some coffee?" 


Duncan chuckled and swung his legs off the bed. "Sounds good." He wrapped his robe tightly around himself and went to turn up the thermostat. "Must be cold out there. Maybe we should get serious about putting that fireplace in here." 


Jim pulled his jeans on and went to look out the window. Fluffy white flakes were just beginning to fall. 


"Hey Mac, c'mere." His voice was hushed, as if he was about to share a secret. 


Duncan joined Jim at the window. He stood next to Jim, and Jim wrapped his arm around Duncan's shoulder. They stood close and quiet, watching the snow fall on their perfect Christmas morning. 


"It's beautiful." Duncan's voice broke the quiet. 


"Yeah." Jim sighed. "I better make some coffee before Sandburg gets out of the shower." Jim only hesitated for a moment before he hugged Duncan, and then headed into the kitchen. 


Blair came out of the bathroom in his robe, water still dripping from his hair. Duncan called to him from the window. "Come look at the snow, Caro, you got your white Christmas, even if it is freezing cold." 


"No way, really? It's snowing?" Blair came quickly across the room to stand next to him, holding up the blinds for a better look. "Oh wow! That is so exciting! It's Christmas!" Blair shouted, jumping onto his lover for a bear hug. "That has to be the prettiest Christmas morning I've ever seen. How come nobody's on the streets? No cars, even." Blair noticed, looking up and down the quiet street covered with a layer of perfect, pristine white. 


"That would be because it's about four degrees out there, Chief." Jim told him, smiling at his Guide's exuberant enthusiasm. 


"No way? That cold? Will the T-Bird start to get us to Joe's for the party?" Blair looked worried. 


"If it doesn't, the truck will." Jim told him confidently. "Come have some coffee." Jim turned to the shelves behind him, pulling down three mugs and the sugar container. 


"Come on, gorgeous, let's get on those pancakes." Blair nearly bounced into the kitchen, bumping into Jim in his hurry. 


"I think somebody's trying to get to the presents." Jim told Duncan, pinching Blair's butt when passed him again in the narrow kitchen. 


"Speaking of which, I think I need to make a trip downstairs." Duncan murmured, looking meaningfully at Jim. Weeks before, he'd stashed Blair's Christmas presents in Jim's closet. 


"No no, I'll get those, Mac, you drink your coffee." Jim answered him quickly, a sparkle in his eyes. "I'll be back up in a minute." he told them, setting his coffee down and heading for the door. 


"What's he up to?" Duncan asked, reaching across Blair at the counter for the coffee pot. 


Blair grinned wickedly, thinking of how much fun it was going to be to watch Duncan and Jim open their presents. He knew what they had bought for each other, and keeping the secrets for so long had made him even more excited about their gifts than his own. 


"I know what you're getting for Christmas." Blair sing-songed, laughing at Duncan's frown. 


"Oh yeah, well I know what you're getting, too, kiddo." Duncan teased back, catching Blair around the waist and pulling him close. 


"Mm, I already got my Christmas present." Blair whispered, going up on his tip toes for a kiss. Duncan's lips were soft and tasted like coffee. Blair kissed him slowly, savoring the soft touch of Duncan's mouth. Jim walked in with two shopping bags full of presents just as Duncan's tongue slipped into his mouth. They finished the kiss quickly, breaking apart with broad smiles. 


Jim was putting his presents for them under the tree, the packages wrapped with what Blair could only describe as Sentinel precision. Duncan slipped away to retrieve the box he had hidden in the storage closet in the dojo. 


Blair found himself standing still next to the couch, watching Jim. His Sentinel was taking great care in the arrangement of the presents under the tree. From the look on his face, Blair could tell that Jim wasn't thinking about anything at all, he was simply happy. He leaned back against the arm of the couch, his gaze caught on the small, contented smile on Jim's face as he bent over the pile of gifts. That it could be this simple, after all, amazed him. Blair told himself again that today was for celebration and joy, tomorrow would be soon enough to make them talk about it. 


"Tell me you didn't get me lead for Christmas, Chief." Jim turned to smile at him, lifting the box with the tag that said To Jim From Blair. It was a little larger than shirt box sized, wrapped with foil blue and white Chanukah paper. 


Blair's laughter made Jim even more curious. He shook the box experimentally, but after a moment Blair made him put it back under the tree. 


"No shaking. You have to wait for Duncan. See, and you were giving me a hard time about being greedy for presents." 


Duncan came up the lift listening to their laughter. In his arms was a box seven feet long, narrow in it's other two dimensions, and just a little to heavy to carry comfortably. It was Jim's present, hidden for the last two weeks behind the buckets and mops in the storage closet. One of Blair's presents was already under the tree, but the other was nestled in the bottom of his overcoat pocket, where it had been for the last three weeks. Every time he'd put his hand in his pocket and touched the little velvet box, he'd smiled. 


"Mac, what the hell is that?" Jim eyed the large, oddly shaped box, wondering what could possibly be inside. It had been quite a temptation, but so far he'd resisted using his senses to find out what was in all the gaily wrapped packages. This one had his name on it. 


"It's your Christmas present, as a matter of fact." Duncan's smile was full of teasing and satisfaction. It had taken him a day of looking to find exactly the right one. 


"Okay, enough talking, it's time." Blair told them excitedly, coming to sit next to Jim on the floor near the tree. 


"What about breakfast?" Duncan asked him, teasingly. 


"Breakfast can wait handsome, so don't even try to distract me from presents man." Blair laughed as he started reaching under the tree, trying to find the present he had bought for Duncan. 


"For someone who's supposedly Jewish, you're gettin' pretty good at this Christmas stuff, Chief." Jim teased him, reaching around to his left to pick up a big box and pass it to his Guide. "Merry Christmas, Chief." 


"That's for me?" Blair was so excited he nearly pulled Duncan down on top of him in his enthusiasm. "Sit down, Duncan, here, wait, this one's yours. Blair handed him a box wrapped with gold foil, a matching tag bearing the embossment, Richards and Singer, Antique Book Traders. On the inside, Blair had written "Merry Christmas, Duncan. Love, Blair." 


"Thank you, Caro. Here Jim, open this so I don't have to lug it around anymore." Duncan was smiling as he pushed the big box across the floor towards Jim. 


"If you say so." Jim shrugged his shoulders and pulled the wide red ribbon from the box. 


Blair was ripping the paper off his box, pieces scattering in all directions as he fought Jim's careful tape job. When he finally had it unwrapped his stuck his hand into the box with his eyes closed and pulled out something heavy and leather. He opened his eyes and let out a "WooHoo!" raising one arm up in the air to emphasize his delight. It was a backpack. Exactly the backpack he would have bought himself if he could have justified spending the money. 


"Thanks! This is incredible!" Blair beamed at Jim, his eyes lit up with pleasure. 


"You're welcome, partner." Jim looked up from the heavy cardboard box he was struggling with. It was stapled together, and seemed to be full of metal parts. 


"Give him a hand with that, Blair." Duncan was still holding the fancy gold box, one hand holding each corner of the box carefully. He couldn't wait to see what kind of treasure Blair had found him, but he wanted to watch Jim open his present. 


"Okay." Blair put his backpack down reluctantly to grab one end of Jim's box. "Pull." He told him, yanking on the other end. As the wrapping paper came away Jim saw the deluxe, top of the line, eight man tent on the front of the box. 


"This isn't a tent Mac, it's a condo! Wow, Eddie Bauer. When you buy a guy a tent you don't mess around. Thanks Mac, this is great, I really needed a new tent." 


"Yeah, a little bird told me." Duncan smiled wickedly at Blair. 


"As soon as it's warm enough we'll all have to go camping. C'mon Mac, open your present." Jim nudged Duncan's elbow in encouragement. 


"Okay." Duncan used a fingernail to carefully slit the gold stickers on two sides of the box. Inside, under layers of tissue paper, was a fragile, beautiful copy of the Kama Sutra, a very old one. The ancient book was bound with silk, the embroidered cloth cover shot through with gold threads. A small plate on the cover was painted with beautiful, minute detail. For a moment, Duncan simply held the treasure, too pleased for words. 


Blair watched and waited with nervous, excited eyes. When he saw Duncan's delight with the gift that had cost many times more than he should have spent, deep satisfaction spread through him. "I'm glad you like it." he whispered, almost too happy to speak himself. 


"It's a beautiful gift, Caro. I'll take very good care of it. Thank you." Duncan murmured, leaning over to kiss Blair softly on the cheek. 


"Now I have something for you." Duncan told him quietly, his eyes full of love as he placed the blue velvet box in Blair's hand. 


"Duncan?" Blair questioned softly, looking quickly to Jim for support before he opened the box that could only be a ring. 


It was, a gold signet ring, with a coat of arms formed in perfect detail. Blair gasped in surprise, looking up at Duncan. "This is for me?" 


"Yes, Caro." Duncan put his arm around his lover's shoulders, taking the ring from the box Blair held. "This is the MacLeod crest. It would make me very happy for you to wear it. There's an inscription inside, see?" Duncan held the heavy ring up for Blair to take. Blair took the ring, holding it up and turning it to see the delicate script engraved on the inside. 


He smiled, and blushed, looking up at Duncan with bright eyes. "I can't read it, translate for me?" 


"All My Life, Beloved." Duncan's deep voice read the Gaelic script, his dark brown eyes moving from the ring to his lover's, brimming with tears. 


Blair's smile trembled, and he laughed. "I'm sorry, I'm not gonna cry, really. I love you Duncan." He took the ring back from his lover with shaking fingers, slipping it on his third finger on his left hand. "Perfect fit." He managed, beaming up at Duncan's happy brown eyes. 


"Let me see?" Jim asked, getting up to come sit on Blair's other side. "Wow, that's really nice, Mac." Jim admired the detail of the craftsmanship, wondering if Duncan, too, could feel Blair's joy radiating out of him. He'd never seen his Guide so happy. 


"It's beautiful." Blair agreed, finally moving to throw his arms around Duncan's neck. "All my life." He whispered in his ear, his lips pressing a kiss to Duncan's neck. 


Jim patted Duncan on the back and got up to get himself another cup of coffee. He figured that Blair and Duncan might want a little time alone. He briefly considered going downstairs to his apartment, but then Blair called to him. 


"Hey, get me another cup, too?" His eyes pleaded as he held out his empty coffee cup to Jim. 


"Sure Chief." Jim went into the kitchen, wondering if he made Blair as happy as Duncan did. He wasn't jealous, exactly, it was only the hunger for his Guide that never really went away. It was wonderful, though, to see Blair so happy. He poured coffee slowly, stretching out the time a little. 


"Jim, come back, you haven't opened my present yet." Blair called to him, worried eyes scanning his Sentinel. Jim smiled reassuringly, bringing Blair his full cup of coffee. 


"Okay, but I already know what it is. He gave me rocks, Mac. Rocks and lead." Jim joked, heaving the heavy box into his lap. 


"Really expensive lead." Blair told him, watching in anticipation as Jim tore the paper off his present. 


Jim lifted the lid off the white cardboard box, pushing away the tissue paper. His mouth dropped open, and for a long minute he just stared, in total surprise. It was a Kevlar III nylon bullet proof vest, the very latest police issue. Finally, he lifted the vest out of the box, dropping it over his head and fastening the tabs at the sides. 


"This is absolutely incredible, Chief. How the hell did you manage something like this?" 


"Do you like it?" Blair asked, watching with solemn eyes as Jim put his vest on. He looked like Jim again. It was both comforting and disturbing for Blair, but he smiled at his Sentinel, watching Jim adjust the fit to his liking. 


"I love it, it's incredible. These things cost a fortune. It was a wonderful thing to do for me, Chief, I just don't want you worrying about me going back on the force so much." 


"I'm not worried." Blair lied convincingly, his eyes moving over the vest he had picked out with careful deliberation. "I'm just making sure I get to keep you." 


"Thanks, buddy. It's really the best present I could have gotten." Jim told him sincerely, taking the vest off and laying it back into its box. 


"I think there's another box under there for you, Caro." Duncan murmured, getting up to refill his own coffee cup. When he returned, Jim had two small packages for him, each with a green bow in the center. 


"Here you go, Mac. Merry Christmas." Jim's smile was warm, as he put his presents for Duncan into his hands. 


"Thank you. Mmm, I can smell these already..." Duncan told him, unwrapping the box of Cuban cigars with obvious pleasure. 


"That's a really nice present, especially since he'll get sick if you smoke a whole cigar in the same room with him." Blair laughed, remembering all the days Jim had suffered around Simon's cigar. 


"It is, and I won't, I promise. Thank you." Duncan smiled, bending to inhale the aroma of the fine cigars again before closing the lid. It was an expensive gift, and Jim's shy smile of pleasure gave him a warm feeling of satisfaction. 


"You still have one to go there, Duncan." Jim prompted, a look of mischief in his light blue eyes. 


"Should I be afraid?" Duncan asked, unwrapping the soft, oddly shaped package gingerly. 


"No, you should be grateful. Now you can run without bellyaching about how cold it is." 


Duncan pulled out a dark blue ski hat with a white band. The knit was very thick, and the hat was lined with soft thermal cotton in a sweatband all the way around the crown. "This is great!" Duncan exclaimed, putting on his hat and looking up to Jim for approval. "How does it look?" 


"It looks good." Jim told him, nodding in satisfaction. "Now your head won't get cold." 


Duncan laughed, and left his hat on when he got up to get a bag for all the wrapping paper. There was still one present under the tree, with a To From tag that said it was for Blair from Duncan on it. 


"So you going to open this, Chief?" Jim asked, handing the box over to his Guide, who took it, surprised by the weight. 


"It's heavy." Blair told them, his eyes studying the medium sized box with delight. It was wrapped with pretty paper that Blair thought had probably come from a department store. What would Duncan buy him at the mall? He tore the paper slowly, enjoying the moment. Opening presents on Christmas morning was something he'd missed out on most of his life, and it seemed that Christmas itself got better every year. There had been good ones in Cascade, but usually, either Jim or both of them had to work, and stake-outs on Christmas were just as cold and boring as any other day of the year. 


"Open it, Blair." Jim was getting impatient watching Blair play with the paper. 


Blair got serious and pulled the neatly folded paper from the box. 


"No way! You got me a Playstation?" Blair looked at Duncan in amazement. 


"Yeah, although I believe I may live to regret it. There should be a second controller in there, too, and some games." 


Jim laughed at Blair's glee. He looked for all the world like any other nine year old receiving his heart's desire on Christmas morning. 


"You got me Tekken 3! I love you! Duncan, do you have any idea how awesome you are?" Blair was still looking at his games, turning each cd case over to read the back. 


"No, I don't think I do, Caro, but I'm very glad you're happy with it. You'll have to make Jim play with you, though, I don't think I can do that." 


Blair laughed long and hard, and then he got to his feet, going to give Duncan a hard squeeze. "Thank you." 


Duncan released him and Blair bent down to pick up the last of the paper on the floor. It was then that he noticed the little round package wrapped up like a bag of candy, with a blue ribbon around the top to secure it. "There's one more down here, guys... Hey, it's for me." 


Jim laughed nervously, and got to his feet. "It's just something to make me feel better." he told him, a strange smile on his face. Blair tried to read his Sentinel's eyes, and failed. "Go ahead, open it." Jim told him, going into the kitchen to putter aimlessly with bowls and measuring spoons for pancakes. 


Duncan squatted next to him, putting a hand on his lover's shoulder at he unwrapped the small package. The paper fell away, and in a nest of cotton gauze was a clay Shiva statue, nearly an exact replica to the one Jim had broken months ago, the night that he'd kicked Blair out of the loft. 


"Oh man... Oh wow. Ah shit, I'm gonna cry again, aren't I?" Blair asked them, a shaky laugh following his words. 


"I just wanted to try to make it right, partner." Jim murmured quietly, looking at his Guide from the safety of the kitchen. Blair's eyes were full of tears, and his voice caught when he spoke. 


"Thanks, big guy. It's right." Blair held the statue lovingly, one hand running around and around the circular base. 


"Good." Jim answered softly, sharing a long look of acceptance and understanding with his Guide. 


"Should I start pancakes?" Duncan asked them gently, watching the complicated exchange of emotion in their gazes. 


"Yeah, absolutely." Blair answered, somewhat distracted by Jim's smile. 


"Okay, then find some Christmas music on the radio and I'll get them on the griddle." Duncan told him, dropping a quick kiss onto his lover's head before rising to his feet. He went into the kitchen, taking the apron Jim offered him with a smile. 


"Thanks, I think I will." Duncan kidded, tying Jim's apron around the back of his neck. "Tie my strings?" Duncan teased, turning around for Jim to do the tie lower at his back. 


"That's got to be the number one come on line of the Christmas season." Blair told him, collapsing in a fit of laughter when Jim cracked up, tying the bow for Duncan. 


"You're something else, Darwin. I don't know what, but I like it anyway." Jim told his Guide, shaking his head in mock despair. 


"You love it." Blair answered sassily, carrying their bag of garbage to the door. 


Duncan made pancakes, and the next two hours passed lazily while they stuffed themselves full of flapjacks and recovered on the couch, admiring each other's presents. 





"Are you almost ready, Blair?" Duncan called through the bathroom door, which opened as he spoke, expelling a cloud of steam. Blair stood at the sink, a towel wrapped around his waist. 


"Not even close." 


Across the room in his best suit on the couch, Jim groaned. 


"I'm just kidding. I'll be ready in five minutes." Blair called, laughing. He grabbed his jeans off the hanger hanging on the back of the door, pulling them on and dropping the towel. 


"You're wearing jeans?" Jim asked critically, watching Blair pull on a white silk dress shirt. 


"Yeah. I am." Blair answered, his voice muffled around the cuff links he held in his mouth. He was folding back the long french cuffs, taking great care in the fold. 


"I don't care if he wants to wear jeans, Jim. Not everybody gets dressed up." Duncan came to Blair's defense, although he himself was dressed to the nines in a black Italian suit that Blair had dubbed "drop dead gorgeous." 


"Okay, I'm ready," Blair told them, coming out of the bathroom in jeans, dress shoes, and his victorian style shirt. 


"You look snazzy." Duncan told his lover, stealing a quick kiss. 


"Thanks so do you guys." Blair beamed. 


"I've been ready to go for half an hour." Jim complained. "Seems like I'm always waiting around for you Sandburg." Jim teased. 


"Oh, big deal. Just because you look fabulous in anything you put on doesn't mean you shouldn't have to wait for me." Blair teased him, coming to sit on the available cushion on Jim's right. 


"How does he get away with lines like that?" Jim asked Duncan, fairly sure that he wasn't blushing. 


"It's a gift." Duncan chuckled, putting his arm around Jim's shoulder consolingly. He didn't think about it until his arm was resting on Jim's back, his hand wrapped around his shoulder. Duncan waited for Jim to tense, but he didn't. He laughed a little and leaned back into Duncan's arm. 


"I'm serious." Blair argued. "He does." 


Jim rolled his eyes, turning his head into Duncan's shoulder for a moment. 


"He's right." Duncan whispered conspiratorially, in his ear. 


Jim laughed and got to feet, changing the subject with finality. "Do we have that bag of presents? And the kugel? We should get everything together and get moving." 


"Oh man, I would have forgot the kugel! Thanks." Blair jumped up, going into the kitchen to package the wax paper wrapped baking pan for travel. 





They pulled up in front of Joe's, and Duncan helped Jim negotiate the huge pan of noodle pudding and himself out of the backseat. Joe had put up a sign on the door that read: Closed to the public, Private Party In Full Swing. Blair laughed, reading the sign out loud, and Amanda opened the door, welcoming them into the bar. 


"You look beautiful." Duncan told her, hugging her briefly. "And you're tall." He joked, admiring the five inch heels of her velvet party shoes when she stuck out a leg for him to see. Amanda was wearing a short, strapless dress of burgundy velvet that hugged her curves and showed off her long, shapely legs. 


"Thank you, Duncan. You look very nice. What did you bring?" She asked curiously, eyeing the long pan Jim was carrying. 


"Kugel. It's noodle pudding." Blair told her, smiling when Duncan slipped his coat off his shoulders, taking it away to hang up with his own. 


"Bring it over here, I'll lead you." Amanda smiled at them, turning to wind her way through the crowd. Blair followed Amanda and Jim followed Blair to a row of tables against the wall. There was enough food to feed several armies spread out and Blair had to move a few dishes around to make room. Jim smiled at Amanda, still holding the massive pan of kugel. 


"Merry Christmas." 


"Merry Christmas to you, Jim." Amanda purred, giving him a dazzling smile. 


Methos had felt Duncan's buzz just before he saw Amanda opening the door for them. Now his eyes scanned the crowd until he found him. Duncan had stopped to say hello to Spencer and his girlfriend. Methos continued looking through the crowd and found Blair, Jim, and Amanda by the buffet table. He watched as Blair instructed Jim and the larger man did exactly as he was told. //Well, at least they have something right.// He thought to himself, smugly. After reading Blair's dissertation Methos was much more curious about how Duncan had gotten himself into this situation. He was also curious about Dr. Blair Sandburg. Methos decided that further investigation was called for and made his way to the buffet. 


By the time he had pushed his way through the crowd Duncan had caught up with his entourage. 


"Well, looks like the gangs all here." Methos tried to keep the sarcasm from his voice. He didn't want to be snotty, it was just a habit, a defense mechanism. 


"Merrry Christmas Adam." Duncan smiled at him. 


"Merry Christmas Mac. So where's this noodle pudding I've heard so much about?" Methos poked around on the buffet table. 


"Right here." Blair pointed out the kugel to Adam, not sure if Adam was being friendly or snide with him. 


Methos leaned down to take a whiff of the warm pudding. "Hmm, smells wonderful. Cinnamon, right?" He asked as he took in another lungful of kugel. 


"Yeah, and cheese. What did you bring?" Jim asked, being friendly, but ready to cut Adam off at the pass if he started tormenting Blair again. 


"Beer." Adam smiled at Jim as Jim's face conveyed disapproval. 


"A special brew from India that Adam brought back with him." Duncan explained, hoping that they could all keep it civil today. 


"Ooh, you were in India?" Amanda took a step closer to Methos and put her arm around his waist. 


"Yes, and what have you been up to? Keeping out of trouble?" Methos appreciated the closeness of Amanda, it made him feel less defensive. 


"Of course, Santa. I've been a very good girl this year." Amanda gave Methos a sexy pout, leaning against his side for a moment. 


"Mm, I'll bet." Methos murmured in her ear, his left hand molding her curves to his body. She was warm and soft and smelled delicious. 


"Is Richie here yet?" Duncan asked them, and just as he spoke he felt the buzz of another Immortal. All three of them turned towards the door, relief plain on Methos' face when Richie entered. 


Duncan called out a greeting, and his protégé wound his way through the crowd to join them. "Hey, gangs all here." Rich smiled, accepting a Christmas hug from Mac and claiming one from Amanda as well. "You look yummy." he told her, releasing Amanda's waist a little reluctantly. 


"With compliments like that, who needs Shakespeare?" Methos smiled mischievously, letting his eyes laugh at Amanda. 


"Did you bring a date this year Rich?" Duncan asked, watching his student's eyes scan the crowd. 


"No, but that doesn't mean I won't find one." Richie laughed at the face Duncan made. "Oh- hey. Before I forget... Happy Birthday, Mac." Richie dug into his pocket and pulled out a small package, which he placed in Duncan's hand. 


"Thank you, Rich." Duncan looked tremendously pleased and he unwound the ribbon around the holiday paper. Tissue paper fell away to expose a picture in a wide plain silver frame. Tessa's smiling face looked up at him, one arm wrapped around Richie's shoulders, the other around Duncan, on her other side. They were on the barge, it was the last Christmas they'd spent together. Duncan held the picture tightly, unable to take his eyes from his beloved's brilliant smile. She looked so beautiful, so happy. It was the way he always remembered her. She was wearing her favorite dress, he remembered that they had all been getting dressed up to go to a party when Richie has insisted that they take a picture. 


"I hope it's okay..." Richie told him quietly, his gaze moving uncertainly to Blair and back to Duncan. 


"It's more than okay, Rich, it's... Thank you." Duncan found himself unable to speak, a hard lump lodged in the back of his throat. He pulled Richie quickly against him, hugging him hard. 


"I'm glad you like it, Mac. I was afraid it'd depress you, but we were all really happy that Christmas and I wanted you to have it." 


"I'd forgotten all about taking this." Duncan murmured, his eyes moving lovingly over the picture of the three of them. 


"Yeah, I found it this summer, when I moved." Richie looked like he was getting uncomfortable with the level of emotion. "Hey, I could use a drink, do you guys want anything?" 


"Of course they do, I'll help you." Methos gave Richie a genuine smile, forcing his eyes away from Duncan. 


"We'll grab a table." Duncan told them, noticing that Jim was already scanning the room for available space. 


Blair helped Jim pull two tables together, collecting stray chairs until they had enough for everyone. Duncan was calling greetings to everyone he knew, some were regulars from the bar, some musicians, some familiar faces from the neighborhood. He smiled as he noticed a few street people, Joe always brought in a few strays. 


The Christmas Carols were an odd variety, some oldies, some traditional, some blues, and some were just strange. Methos and Richie had their arms full of glasses and were carefully making their way to the tables. As soon as they started passing out the drinks the music faded out and Joe got up on the stage. 


"I want to thank all of you for spending Christmas with me. This is the fifth year we've been doing this shindig and it just gets bigger and better every year." Joe had to stop for a minute as everyone voiced their approval, rather boisterously. "Before we attack the buffet, I want to ask you all to raise your glasses in a toast. I'm gonna keep it real simple this year, guys... To all of us, to friendship. May we all be together again this time next year." 


Everyone toasted with Joe and applauded and cheered. The holiday spirit was in full swing and when Joe announced that it was open season on the buffet there was a mad dash of happy, hungry people. 


"Looks like it's every man for himself." Jim laughed as he watched the swarm. 


"Yeah, and I'm not missing out." Richie took off for the buffet. 


"Shall we?" Amanda offered her hand to Methos and he smiled at her. 


"Absolutely." He took her arm and started looking for the end of the line. 


Duncan, Blair and Jim followed, falling into line only a couple of places behind Methos and Amanda. By the time they reached the stacks of plates and bowls Blair and Jim had heard all about Mrs. Egan's son and how he couldn't fly out to spend Christmas with her this year. Mrs. Egan was Joe's next door neighbor and when he had found out that she was going to be alone for the holidays he insisted on her coming to the party. She was sweet old woman, but Jim was beginning to feel as though he had his smile plastered firmly in place. 


"Here Jim." Blair poked him in the side and handed him a plate. As soon as the line started moving past the food Mrs. Egan began telling her story to the people in line behind her. 


"What do you think this is?" Duncan asked, poking at something in a casserole. 


At the same time Amanda and Blair both gave him their insight. 


"Looks like stuffing." Blair leaned in for a closer look. 


"Probably something with candied fruit and marshmallows." Amanda wrinkled her nose at the dish. 


Duncan laughed and decided to skip that particular offering. 


The line came to a stop and Methos took the opportunity to look back and see what Duncan and his friends were up to. Blair was stuffing a piece of something in Jim's mouth, and he seemed happy to take it. As he watched, he saw how Blair picked all the food and put it on Jim's plate for him, as Jim chatted with Duncan and Amanda. Maybe the kid wasn't as off base as he has originally thought. Blair might not have the academics right, but he certainly on the right track. He seemed to take very good care of his Sentinel, inspite of misunderstanding the power balance between a Sentinel and Guide. 


What did that leave for Mac, he wondered. The Highlander certainly looked happy. Hell, he looked positively delirious. Duncan obviously adored Blair, and as far as Methos could tell, Blair practically worshipped him. Still, he had to wonder how Blair had the energy or time to give both men what they needed. There was the odd chance that Methos was wrong and they weren't all sleeping together, but he doubted it. 





"That's our boy Scout." Amanda laughed. Blair had just finished regaling them with the story of how he and Duncan met and the whole table seemed to find it very amusing. 


"Careful Mac, you're becoming a living cliché." Methos smiled at Duncan, teasingly. 


Richie leaned over to Blair and put his hand on his arm. "Don't sweat it, I can't even count the number of times Mac saved my ass." 


Blair laughed and shook his head. It was fun to see Duncan through his friend's eyes. He always saw Duncan larger than life, and it was good to get a little perspective. In a way, it made Duncan all the more precious to him. 


The stories had been flying back and forth all through the meal and now that they had stuffed themselves properly, everyone seemed to be chatting in smaller groups, conversations skipping back and forth across the table. 


Jim was starting to feel a little glazed. He'd been listening to everyone's conversations at once and it was beginning to make his head spin. He tuned his hearing down a little and let himself relax. The dinner had been delicious, and enlightening. The bits and pieces he'd been able to put together were fascinating. Richie had taken a head in Dallas. Amanda swore she hadn't stolen anything in over a year, though no one seemed to believe her. Beautiful and a thief, not what he would have expected. Adam always commented on everyone else's lives, but never revealed much of his own, and no one seemed to expect him to. Jim didn't know what to make of Adam. He was one of Duncan's close friends, so he couldn't be all bad. Jim wanted to like him, because he was Duncan's friend, but really, Adam was the strangest person Jim had ever met. 


The guy was aloof, yet very average. He was quick witted, but always seemed to be holding back. Everywhere Jim looked, Adam was one contradiction after another. How could you trust some one like that, or even get to know them? Remembering the conversation he and Duncan had about Adam, he wasn't convinced that Duncan understood him, either. Amanda certainly seemed comfortable enough in Adam's company, glancing over at them, he noticed that she was almost in his lap. His eyes flicked across the table to check on Duncan, but he didn't look upset about their affectionate behavior. 


"I'm so glad you came back to us this year, Adam." Amamda purred, her crimson fingernails raking through his hair. "Are you going to stay?" 


"You never know, do you? I might." Methos conceded, enjoying the attention. 


"How can those guys move, let alone play? I'm stuffed." Richie groaned, as Joe's band made their way onto the stage, the house PA coming on to replace the Christmas music Joe had in the stereo behind the bar. 


"We're gonna start with something slow, and let you guys recover from dinner." Joe told the crowd, taking his place center stage at the mike. The band traded a few notes back and forth, warming up, while Joe told them all, "We're gonna play an old favorite of mine, one by Lady Day, "Do Nothing Till You Hear It From Me." 


"Dance with me, Adam." Amanda rose from her perch on the arm of his chair, taking Methos' hand to draw him to his feet. 


"Not that I don't appreciate the attention, but what are you up to?" Methos asked quietly in Amanda's ear as they were dancing. 


"No games. Maybe I just want a little company on Christmas." Amanda held Methos a little tighter. 


"Really?" Methos still sounded skeptical. 


"Yes really." She tweaked Methos nose as she explained. "Let's face it, in a way we're both out in the cold since Duncan seems to have his hands full. Besides, you know I've always wondered what 5000 years has taught you." She grinned wickedly at him, hoping that Methos would realize she was on the level. 


"I bet you do." He almost purred. "If you're serious, why are we wasting our time here?" 


"Because I love a party! Seriously Methos, how 'bout you and me shack up for a while?" Amanda beamed at him. 


"Shack up? This is getting more serious by the minute." Methos laughed. "Where do you plan on doing this shacking up? My hotel room isn't very glamorous." 


"Mine is. Even if you don't trust me, look at it logically. I know you want to keep on eye on Mac, I saw the way you were watching them earlier. I could practically hear your gears turning. Wouldn't it be much nicer if you weren't in it alone?" 


"Maybe. Let's take this one night at a time, shall we?" He didn't want to commit to anything, especially Amanda, but he wasn't at all sure he wanted to put her off, either. 


"Okay, sounds like a deal." At that Amanda leaned in and kissed Methos softly, a hint of what was ahead. 


Across the room Jim watched, shocked. He quickly looked at Duncan, who was watching his friends, and smiling. 


Duncan caught Jim staring at him and he gave him a warm smile, reaching across the table to briefly squeeze his arm. "It's a good party, isn't it?" 


"Yeah, great... Mac?" 


"What is it?" Duncan asked, leaning in to hear Jim's voice. 


"So, what, Immortal's don't have a jealousy gene or something?" 


Duncan laughed, surprised how much it pleased him to have Jim's concern. 


"I don't know if I'd go that far, but no, it's not going to upset me if they decide to get together for awhile." 


"Oh, well, that's good, because I'd say that's pretty likely." 


"Have you been listening?" Duncan's voice was pitched low, teasing Jim with a gleam in his dark eyes. 


"Um, just in a peripheral sort of way." Jim obfuscated, thinking of his Guide, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. 


"I'll bet." 


"Bet what?" Blair came back from the buffet with a plate full of fruit and desserts. 


"You're not seriously going to eat all that." Jim laughed, shaking his head at Blair. 


"What, man? It's just dessert. C'mon, it's Christmas, you're supposed to stuff yourself." Blair sat down on the other side of Jim, munching a chocolate covered strawberry. "So what's Duncan betting you?" 


"Nothing Blair, I was just teasing Jim about listening in on other people's conversations." Duncan put his hand on Jim's back and reached across him to steal one of Blair's chocolate covered strawberries. 


Blair laughed and shook his finger at Jim. "Uh, uh, uuh. Shame on you Jim." 


Jim laughed, enjoying Blair's teasing. It seemed like it had been a very long time since they were able to joke about his senses. 


"So who were you listening to? Find out anything really juicy?" Blair wiggled his eyebrows. 


Before Jim had a chance to answer Duncan let him off the hook. "It seems that Adam and Amanda are working on a little holiday romance." 


Blair had been wondering about what was going on with those two. Duncan seemed happy about it. "That's cool with you? I mean isn't it a little weird having your friend and your old girlfriend getting together?" 


"If they're happy, I'm happy. It's not that weird, is it?" Duncan looked at Jim. 


"Compared to what? Us? It's not weird at all." Jim smiled. "You've got chocolate..." He motioned to the corner of Duncan's mouth. 


"Where?" Duncan's tongued snaked out to find the chocolate. 


"Here." Jim reached up and wiped the piece of chocolate off of Duncan's mouth, holding it up to show him. 


Duncan smiled, his eyes turning dark. He quickly leaned forward and sucked Jim's finger, and the chocolate, into his mouth. Then he just as quickly swirled his tongue over Jim's fingertip and pulled away. 


Jim's quick intake of breath and whispered "Jesus" made Blair look away from Adam and Amanda on the dance floor. He saw Duncan grinning seductively at Jim and Jim staring back, just as intensely. 


"Uh guys." Blair's voice was hushed, but playful. "As much as I enjoy it, maybe we should tone it down a little here." He chuckled. "You two could light a match with the looks you're giving each other." 


That made both Jim and Duncan laugh, they moved a little away from each other, and Jim handed Duncan another strawberry. 





A few hours later people were starting to say their good-byes, packing up plates of food to take home with them. Duncan had ducked out to the car to get Methos, Richie and Amanda's presents. He'd given Joe his present early, because it was season ticket's to Seacouver's best theater and the first play had been two weeks ago. They'd gone together and had a great time, even if the play was only so-so. Duncan was surprised when Joe had made a comment last summer about missing going to see plays. He'd said he used to go all the time, until the working with the Watcher's had taken up all his free time. 


Duncan headed back to his friends, arms full of presents. 


"If it isn't Santa." Methos smiled, taking all the sarcasm out of his words. 


"Ooo, presents!" Amanda squealed. She'd been hitting Joe's punch in a big way. 


Duncan laughed and set the presents down on the table and started to hand them out. 


"One for you." He shoved a big box in candy cane wrapping paper to Methos. 


"One for you." He passed a flat rectangular package wrapped in santa paper with lots of ribbons over to Amanda. 


"And one for you." Richie's was an over sized holiday envelope that said Merry Christmas on it. 


Everyone thanked Duncan at once and then ripped into their presents. Blair and Jim sat back and enjoyed watching the scene. Neither one of them knew what Duncan had bought his friends, and they were very curious. Methos was the first to reach his actual present. 


He laughed a warm friendly laugh, and his face went all crinkly. "You never cease to amaze me MacLeod. Thank you! I've been dying to get my hands on one of these since they came out. Good game choices, too." 


"You're welcome." Duncan smiled at Methos, delighted to have been able to make him so happy. 


Blair laughed as well. It seemed that now he knew he had at least one thing in common with Adam. "Cool man, I got one too. Maybe we can play sometime." 


"I'd like that." Methos smiled. He'd been wondering how easy it would be to find out more about Duncan's situation, playing video games with Blair was the foot in the door he was hoping for. 


"Oh Duncan." Amanda had a misty look, and her voice was sweet and gentle. "Thank you." She sniffled. "I just love remembering the good old days." 


Duncan hugged her. "I do too. I found it in some stuff I have stored at the Dojo." He chuckled. "Those were fun times." 


"Lemme see." Richie craned his neck, trying to see the framed picture that Amanda was holding. 


"Here." She handed it too him, picking up her glass of punch. 


"Where are you guys? When was this?" Richie stared at the picture. 


"World's Fair in Chicago. We really tore it up, didn't we?" Amanda smiled at Duncan. 


"Yes we did, and it's one of the few times you didn't get me trouble." Duncan poked her in the arm. 


Richie passed the photograph to Blair and Jim. 


"Oh wow." Blair was awestruck. Besides the clothes, they looked exactly the same. "That's incredible." 


"I do look good, don't I?" Amanda joked. 


Jim took the picture from Blair's hands and stared at it, then looked up to Duncan, then back at the picture. He didn't know what to say. It was so strange, but to all the Immortals around him it was perfectly normal. Even Richie, who he knew wasn't even as old as Blair, didn't seem to find it strange at all. Jim shook his head. The reality of Duncan's past was starting to sink in. 


He handed the picture back to Amanda. "You were really there." 


"Mmm, it was a wonderful time. Everyone was so happy, they ate up life, it was marvelous." She pulled herself back from her memories. "Of course, now is pretty wonderful, too." 


Amanda set the picture down and smiled at Methos. 


"C'mon Rich, open your present." 


"Oh, yeah. What is it Mac? Wait I know, the title to a Ferrari." Richie joked as he pulled open the envelope. He found himself holding a plane ticket to India, and a check for four thousand dollars. He couldn't believe it. Ever since meeting Duncan's old friend Kamir, and the horrible mess with the Kali statue, he'd been fascinated by India. 


"Hey Mac, this is..." He felt a lump in his throat. He looked up at Duncan. "Thanks Mac, it's incredible." 


"Your welcome. I figured it was time you went back." Duncan had been worrying about Richie's aimlessness, and hoped that this trip might help him find focus. He hugged Rich, and then found Methos waiting with a holiday wrapped bottle in his hand. 


"Merry Christmas Mac." Methos pushed the present ito Duncan's hands. 


"Thanks. More booze?" Duncan pulled the wrapping off the reveal a bottle shaped liked a very plump naked woman with light amber colored liquid in it. 


"It's Damiana liquor, potent stuff. Enjoy!" With that he turned to Amanda and plopped a red tissues papered lump in her hand. 


"For me?" She batted her eyes at him. 


"Mhhm. So stop flirting and open it." 


"You're even a grouch on Christmas." She grumbled as she tore through the layers of tissue paper. Finally her fingers hit something smooth and cold. It felt like a stone, a gemstone. She puled out the biggest ruby she'd seen in years. "Oh my gracious! Adam!" 


Methos shrugged, looking pleased but a little wary of Amanda's astonishment. "I was in Africa last year, picked it up cheap. It reminded me of you, that time you tried to steal Isabella's rubies. Do you remember?" 


Amanda looked like she was going to argue, and then she laughed, loud and long, nodding. "Yes, of course I remember. You weren't much help." 


"I let you live, didn't I?" 


"Hmm, well, I suppose this makes up for it. Really, thank you, Adam, it's beautiful." Amanda's eyes sparkled as she admired the polish of the precious stone, turning it in the light. 


"You're welcome, wear it in freedom." Methos joked, taking the chain from her hand to fasten the clasp around her neck. "You couldn't have worn a better dress for it." He mumered, enjoying the way Amanda's creamy skin was set off by the dark red of the ruby. 


He was right, her dress was the exact shade of the jewel, the low neckline drawing the eye to the ruby nestled at the top of her breasts. 


"That's because we both have impeccable taste, darling." Amanda smiled at him over her shoulder, one hand reaching over her shoulder to interlace their fingers. 


"Merry Christmas, Adam." Duncan admired the ruby, taking Amanda in his arms briefly to kiss her goodbye. "Be nice to him." He whispered in her ear, as quietly as he could. 


"Nicer than you'd be." Amanda whispered back, giving Duncan one quick, knowing look before slipping out of his embrace. 


"Merry Christmas, Mac." Methos waited a critical second too long before offering his hand, and found himself pulled into a hard hug instead. His hands came up to clasp Duncan's shoulders, more than a little surprised. He had time to feel the warmth of Duncan's body and smell his aftershave before he was released, a slightly apologetic smile on Mac's wide mouth. 


"Take care." Duncan told him, thinking that if Amanda worked her charm, maybe he would be lucky and Methos would stick around for awhile. 


Jim and Blair were waiting for him by the door, pulling on their coats. Both called good-byes to Adam and Amanda, and thanked Joe a last time for the festivities. 


"Drive safe, Mac." Joe called back from the bar, where he was pouring a last drink for Richie and himself. 


"A very good Christmas." Duncan told them decisively, walking to the car. 


"The best." Jim answered, realizing that it was nothing short of the truth. Christmas with Blair and Duncan had been better than any holiday he could remember. Confusing, but very happy. 





"So, did you both have a good time?" Duncan asked, leaning back against the wall of the lift. He was slightly drunk, and feeling very content. 


"Terrific, it was incredible. You guys definitely know how to party." Blair smiled at Duncan, putting a hand on Jim's shoulder for balance when the motion of the lift sent him swaying. 


"It was a great party, Mac. Thanks for taking me." Jim grinned over Blair's head at him, but Duncan frowned, stepping to his other side to wrap an arm around Jim's shoulders. 


"I wouldn't have let you stay home." He wanted to say that Jim belonged with them, but he took too long trying to find the words and the lift creaked to a halt at the fifth floor. 


Ducking under Jim's arm as he walked out of the elevator, Duncan let his body brush subtly against the other man, liking the way Jim leaned towards him slightly. 


"So, let's open that bottle of liquor you have there Duncan." Blair's eyes were an irresistible mixture of mischief and sex. 


"Mm, that could get very interesting." Duncan came to stand behind Blair, slipping his coat off his shoulders and taking it to hang with his own on the coat rack. Jim was kicking off his shoes, setting them neatly by the door. 


"I think I'll pass. I can just imagine what that stuff would do to my senses." Jim looked suspiciously at the bottle Duncan held. 


"Are you sure? It could be worth it." Blair wiggled his eyebrows at Jim, laughing when his Sentinel blushed faintly, turing away to go into the kitchen. 


"I'll taste yours." Jim told him, taking down two small liquor glasses from Duncan's shelves. 


"It's very powerful." Duncan told him, coming to join Jim at the counter to open the beautiful bottle shaped like the goddess of fertility. "The damiana, it's an herb, it makes you feel... very agreeable." Duncan gave Jim a dark, sexy smile as he twisted off the seal, going to rummage in the drawer for a corkscew. 


"How agreeable?" Jim frowned at the bottle, not sure if he wanted to stick around for this or not. 


"It is a strong aphrodisiac, but it's just liquor, it doesn't take away your awareness of the world around you, like some of the things I tried when I was younger." Duncan told him, pouring a small amount of the amber liquid into each glass. 


"Come toast my birthday with me, Caro." 


Blair came to stand next to Duncan, one arm wrapping lightly around his waist. 


"Well, if it's to toast your birthday... just a little bit won't hurt." Jim decided. 


Blair grinned from ear to ear, going around the counter to get a third glass. Duncan poured a quarter of the small glass for him, and they raised their glasses together. 


"To us." Duncan told them simply, raising the delicate glass to his lips. 


"To us." Blair agreed, warning Jim quickly. "Trust me, don't smell it first, just drink it. It doesn't taste anything like it smells." 


Jim obeyed his Guide, letting the thick liquor burn over his tongue. It was sweet and sharp and very alcoholic, it burned all the down, like strong brandy. After he swallowed, Jim got the taste of it, and smiled. A little bit like candy. He raised the empty glass to his nostrils, sniffing hesitantly, and made a face, taking it quickly away. "Phew! That smells awful. How can it smell like that and taste good?" 


"He warned you." Duncan laughed, refilling his own glass and Blair's. He took the bottle with him, walking slowly over to the couch. 


"Yeah, but that's really weird." Jim insisted, his nose still wrinkled at the offensive smell. 


"Think about a different smell, use it to turn that dial down." Blair spoke softly, his voice persuasive. 


Jim closed his eyes for a moment, blocking out everything else to tune in to his Guide. He let Blair's scent wash over him, let his heartbeat drown out the small sounds of Duncan making himself comfortable on the sofa. Pleasure seeped slowly into his awareness, not the rushing, frighteningly intense spike of adrenaline and arousal he usually got, but a soft, steadily increasing awareness of Blair's body, the heat of his skin, and the vibrant beat of his heart. Jim felt his own pulse synchronizing with Blair's, and he opened his eyes, before the sensations could go any further. 


"Thanks." He offered Blair softly, wandering past him to sit on the couch with Duncan. 


"You know, Duncan, your friends are pretty strange, but I like them." Jim chuckled, thinking about all the interesting people he'd met that night. 


"You do? I'm glad." A wide smile spread over Duncan's face, and Jim thought for a second that it was silly, how proud he was of creating it. Duncan's smiles lit up his whole face, he looked like a different man when he smiled. Jim mused, remembering that Blair had once told him almost the exact same thing. 


"Are all Immortals so eccentric or do you just like weirdo's?" Jim asked, his tone of voice curious and amiable. 


"That's a really good question." Blair put in, coming to sit on the other side of Jim on the couch. As he sat down he let his hand drop onto Jim's thigh, just above his knee, and left it there after he settled. 


"I don't know, are we really that strange?" Duncan was laughing, his brown eyes sparkling at Jim over the rim of the glass. 


"Well, you're not normal. I mean, I guess Richie's a pretty normal guy, but he's younger than Blair, that doesn't really count. What I want to know is does living for hundred's of years make you eccentric, or were the three of you just black sheep to start with?" Jim was teasing as nicely as he could, but he was serious about getting an answer. The picture of Duncan and Amanda taken seventy odd years before flashed back to his memory and he chuckled. They looked like a couple of goof balls, hamming it up for the camera in high fashion. Was it that easy, to enjoy life forever? The entire concept still amazed him. 


"Well, I was the black sheep of my Clan, I can't deny that, and Amanda's always been trouble, but I can't speak for Adam." 


"You always say something like that about him. Why can't you?" Blair asked mildly, not really expecting to get an answer. 


"Because I don't want to know about his past." Duncan answered quickly, taking another sip from his glass. 


"Oh, okay." Blair stretched his right arm out over the back of the sofa to touch Duncan's shoulder with his fingertips. "That makes sense." 


"So maybe I do make odd friends." Duncan admitted to Jim, pouring himself another half glass of the liquor. 


"Well, Sandburg's a bonna fide weirdo." Jim teased, grinning at Duncan. 


"Oh yeah, and you're Mr. Normal, with the touchy feely senses." Blair teased back, poking Jim lightly in the ribs. 


Jim's left hand snaked around Blair's ribcage, his fingers fluttering lightly over Blair's most sensitive tickle spot. "I'll show you touchy feely, Darwin." 


"Uh-uh! No you don't, no way!" Blair argued, laughing, using all his strength to grasp Jim's shoulders and pull himself up, rolling over on top of him. "There is a tickle ceasefire in observance for the high holidays, you got that?" Blair poked one finger into Jim's pectoral, already thinking about how he'd really like to stay right here on Jim's lap. 


"Okay, I think I can live with that." Jim answered, feeling a dopey grin spreading over his face. He was distracted, but not in danger of zoning. 


To Jim's surprise, it was Blair who got embarrassed, rolling back to his spot on the couch beside him. "I'm sorry, I don't mean to jump all over you, man." Blair laughed, reaching for his glass. 


Jim chuckled, and took Duncan's glass from his hand, sipping it gingerly. Duncan watched him, his eyes moving affectionately over his face. 


"It's too sweet." Jim decided, handing the glass back. 


"No, it's really good." Blair told him, passing his own glass back to Duncan to be refilled. "I had such a great time tonight, guys. Thanks for making Christmas so special." Blair looked quickly between Duncan and Jim, smiling a little uncertainly. 


Duncan laughed, wondering what had Blair so hesitant. "Do you mean sharing both sides of the bed, Caro?" 


"Well, yeah, I guess I do... Are we gonna talk about it?" Blair asked, sounding a little more tipsy. 


Jim reached out to wrap an arm around Blair's back, pulling him against his side. He felt so good there, right up against him. "You don't look like a guy who's ready to do an in depth analysis, professor." 


"Mm, maybe..." Blair mumbled, melting into Jim. He wanted to crawl back into Jim's lap, but he restrained himself, rubbing his forehead back and forth across Jim's hard shoulder instead. 


"Oh yeah, sure... You're ready to spout theories and draw lengthy conclusions, Chief, I can see it now." Jim teased, his voice husky. 


"I... I could come up with something." Blair argued back, humming in the back of his throat when Jim's hand strayed from his side to mold around his hip, pressing him closer. 


"Yeah, what?" Jim taunted, sleepy eyes laughing at his out of control Guide. Blair was trying so hard to be cool, and he could tell that his Guide was ready to jump him. He could smell him, the pheromones hung in the air between them, the scent of Blair excited past the point of reason. He knew it well now, and Jim thought that the way Duncan' scent mixed with his Guide's was very pleasing, it was subtle, something he was barely aware of, but appealing. 


"Well, my first theory got trashed by the light of reason, so I'm going with the hypothesis that you two just really dig each other." 


On the other side of Jim, Duncan let out a shout of laughter. "That's a very scientific theory, Blair." 


"Well, I mean, okay, I've got to be a factor in there somewhere, I'm like the saline solution for your compound, or whatever, but basically I think it's just regular mutual attraction." 


"That's fascinating." Jim murmured, a smile curving his lips as he leaned in to brush Blair's lips. Blair made a little surprised sound when Jim let him go, and reached out for his shoulder, as if he was dizzy. 


"Oh man, that is some very potent liquor." Blair's voice was hoarse, and he shifted uncomfortably next to Jim. Finally, he turned sideways on the couch, facing Jim and putting a tiny bit of distance between them. 


"Are you sure it's the liquor, Caro?" Duncan's voice was a deep, sensual chuckle, as he leaned forward, one forearm coming down to rest on Jim's shoulder, his elbow crooked. Duncan put his head down on his arm, regarding Jim playfully through his lashes. "What do you think?" 


"I think you taste really good." Jim growled back, him mouth coming down quickly to capture Duncan's lips. Duncan tasted hot and sweet, like the liquor, and it was a long time before Jim could tear himself away from that mouth. 


"Oh man, that is so intense. I swear to God, I could get off just watching you two make out." 


"I'm glad to know I'm not the only one." Jim whispered shakily, smiling at Duncan, still within kissing reach. There was something about Mac's mouth that was absolutely irresistible, it felt too good to think about doing anything else... So he let Duncan press him back against the couch, soft, moist lips slanting over his. 


Blair watched them intently, leaning against Jim's side, his hand sliding unconsciously up and down Jim's leg. Duncan's large hands held Jim's face, holding him perfectly still while he ravaged his mouth. His Sentinel groaned deep in his chest, the sound sent Blair's hand trailing up Jim's torso to cover his pounding heart. "Easy, I know... Feels like he's going to suck your soul right out of you it feels so good, I know. Just relax, go with it." Blair leaned over Jim's shoulder, molding himself against Jim's side. He couldn't stand not to touch him, couldn't wait another second, although Duncan still had his mouth, his hands moving slowly over Jim's skull. 


Blair nibbled his way slowly up Jim's neck, sucking his earlobe into his mouth to bite gently. Jim squirmed under Duncan's hand, groaning loudly when Duncan finally released him. "Ahh, I don't know if I can handle both of you like this..." 


Duncan's warm chuckle in his ear preceded his next attack, as his tongue snaked out to tease Jim's other earlobe. "Oh, but we'll be good to you, won't we Blair?" Duncan asked softly, his mouth drifting to lick slowly along Jim's hairline to the back of his neck. 


"Oh yeah... Promise, Jim, I bet you don't even zone, you won't want to, we'll make you feel so good." Blair was sucking over his throat, licking a line down from his Adam's apple while Duncan's sharp teeth nibbled at the back of his neck. 


"I don't know..." Jim gasped, twisting his neck to the side from the pleasure of Duncan's gentle bites. "It feels so..." 


"Intense? hot? stimulating..." Blair offered adjectives as his lips slid slowly over Jim's skin, pushing his face under his collar to taste more of him. 


"Yeah, but weird." Jim groaned, turning his head when Duncan's hand at the back of his head guided him to look at him. 


"Just let yourself have this... You haven't ever let anyone do this for you, just take care of you. Let it happen, give yourself to us, trust Blair. He's not going to let you zone, and you can always tell me to stop." Duncan coaxed gently, reminding Jim that he could let down his defenses and still be in control. 


"That's what you want?" Jim pushed the words out, caught in the dark desire in Mac's brown eyes. 


"Oh yes. I'd like it very much." Duncan chuckled softly, his hand massaging the back of Jim's neck. "And I think Blair is dying to." 


"Can we go horizontal with this guys? Please?" Blair groaned, scooting down Jim's side until he was wrapped around his leg, hands pushing under Jim's dress shirt. 


"Well, if we don't move soon, I'm not going to be able to walk." Jim told them weakly, simultaneously assaulted by Blair's erection rubbing against his thigh and Duncan's tongue in his ear. 


"Okay, I think I can let you up, but I want you right back here, like this." Duncan told him, his voice like rough velvet in Jim's ear. It sent a hot, almost painful rush of desire through him, and Jim pushed himself quickly up to a sitting position. Duncan and Blair rose on either side of him, each grasping a hand to pull him to his feet. 


Flat on his back in the center of Duncan's massive bed, Jim found himself buried under warm lips and strong palms and then Duncan's calves wrapped around his, holding him locked against Duncan from knee to hip, Mac's thighs were rock hard against his own, and their cocks fit perfectly against each other, hips grinding slowly. Blair moved over his chest, warm, gentle lips nuzzling over his collar bone while determined fingers fought with the small buttons on his dress shirt. 


"Mac, are you trying kill me?" Jim groaned, laughing weakly when Mac's hand came up to cup his cheek, flat, callused palm moving soothingly over his cheekbone, across his jaw to hold the back of his head. 


"No, I want you to live through it." Duncan murmured, smiling. 


Jim laughed weakly, shaking his head at the man leaning over him. Duncan's long hair fell in his face, his breath warm on his skin. Blair was still between them, fighting the last button at the bottom of his shirt. He'd pulled it up from his waistband without any help, fingers pulling insistently at his back. 


Duncan's hands released him slowly as he sat back on his knees, his hands going to the buttons on his own shirtcuffs. Duncan's eyes never left his, watching him with smoldering eyes as he slowly stripped out of his finery. He didn't bother to stand up to get his suit pants off, managing to get rid of them rolling from one side to the other and back up onto his knees. 


Blair was making good progress on Jim's clothes as well as his own. He'd managed to wriggle out of his jeans, but he was still wearing his white silk shirt as he pulled Jim's belt through it's loops. Duncan had to take a moment to look his fill at his beautiful, extremely horny Blair in white silk and nothing else. Blair caught his gaze and for a moment they were still, taking pleasure in simply looking at each other. 


Finally, the painful tension was released, Blair had his pants undone and Duncan was pulling them quickly down his legs, striping him of his socks, and then his boxer shorts. Jim was glad they were so enthusiastic about taking his clothes off for him, because he was sure he wouldn't be able to accomplish it himself. He couldn't even think about anything but Duncan touching him, he wanted it so badly. 


"You're quite a specimen, James Ellison." Duncan's voice was barely a whisper, but the sound caressed Jim's sensitive ears, sending a shiver of anticipation down his spine. Duncan's eyes were roaming hotly over his body, taking their time in a slow, satisfied perusal of his flesh. Jim was sure that he could feel Duncan's gaze. 


"Duncan..." Jim groaned softly, hanging onto the sound of Mac's voice and the feel of Blair's fingertips lightly stroking his hip. 


"It's okay, it's okay. We're right here with you man, just let yourself go..." Blair whispered tenderly, laying down against Jim's side to lick and nibble at his ear again. 


Duncan joined him on the other side, and they worked their way slowly in a v down Jim's neck, sucking and biting until their tongues met at the hollow of his throat, wet lips sucking hungrily at each other before returning to the man panting beneath them. 


"Oh my god. The two of you feel... incredible. Ahhh." Jim groaned mindlessly as first Duncan's, and then Blair's hot mouth closed over his nipples. They licked and sucked and bit until he was thrashing under Duncan's hold, his hips twisting mindlessly against Duncan's slick, hot grip. 


"Easy, let up, Caro." Duncan coaxed, raising his head to stare into Jim's wide open eyes as his hands moved to stroke slowly up and down his chest. Blair moaned, rubbing himself slowly against Jim's hip as he forced himself to gentle his attack, turning his face to the side to blow lightly over the tight flesh. 


"Mmm, see, you can do this, Jim. Just relax, we're not going to eat you alive, are we, Caro? We'll take it nice and slow." 


Duncan's voice was low and soothing, and although Jim's brain wasn't really able to process everything he said, his body reacted, tight muscles unclenching as he relaxed under Duncan's soothing touch. 


"Good, that's better..." Duncan smiled, pressing his lips gently to Jim's open mouth before returning to his chest, sucking very softly, his tongue swirling languidly over tight skin. Blair mirrored his movements, letting his tongue wander slowly over his half of Jim's body, pausing to lick and suck lightly where ever he took the notion to. 


"Duncan, can I... Do you mind if I..." Blair was panting softly, his mouth moving down Jim's torso, drawn irresistibly to his cock, slick and hard and beautiful. 


"Share him with me, Caro." Duncan murmured persuasively, his lips making their own slow path down Jim's abdomen. Their tongues met over the head of his cock, flicking out to twist around each other playfully over the sensitive slit. 


"Oh yeah... oh god... Please." Jim moaned helplessly, his hands coming down to bury themselves in Blair's rough curls and Duncan's thick, satiny locks. The difference in textures was enticing, as was the smoothness of Duncan's lips against the rasp of Blair's tongue. The pleasure roared in his blood, turning his body into liquid fire. Jim groaned quietly, letting the sensations build until he knew he couldn't bear it another second. All he could think was that he didn't want to zone out, and stop feeling this. "No." He moaned, pushing the sound out of his throat when it didn't want to come. 


Blair stopped instantly, drawing Duncan off him with a gentle hand under his chin. "Talk to me." Blair breathed softly, concerned, loving eyes roaming over his face. 


"I..." Jim had to gulp for air. "I was about to zone out on it, and it felt so good I didn't want it to stop." He whispered in a rush, his eyes locked intensely on his Guide, asking for help. 


A wide, joyous smile spread over Blair's face. "Oh man, Jim, that's wonderful. No, it is. You did it! You caught yourself before you zoned, that's fantastic, Jim. Can you remember that, talk to me to keep yourself from going over the edge? I love it when you talk to me." The last was a throaty whisper over his cock. The brush of Blair's lips and the sound of his voice and the desire and adoration in his words all blended together, sending a shudder of pleasure through his whole body so intense that Jim was sure he'd never felt anything like it before. 


"Yeah... oh yeah. I can do that." 


"Good." Duncan murmured quietly, joining Blair on his cock, his long tongue swirling slowly up and down the shaft while Blair licked and sucked softly at his head, kissing him over and over again. 


"Mmm, feels so good, so good I don't even want to... Oh god, slower? Please, I don't want to come yet." 


Jim felt Duncan's lips smile against his skin, and then he pulled away, reaching to pull Blair to his mouth. They kissed passionately, their tongues devouring each other, both still touching him, cheeks pressed to his cock. It felt so intensely pleasurable that all Jim could do was groan, surrendering to feel of their tongues inside each other's mouths, still stroking him. He was completely overcome by it, by the sight of Duncan kissing Blair with such joy and passion over his cock. He couldn't take his eyes off the sight of them. 


"You look... too good for words. Hot. So hot, damn... Oh god, more?" Jim moaned, unable to stop to the rush of words. He wanted Duncan's mouth over him so badly it almost hurt to look at him. 


"Let me have him for a little while?" Duncan whispered hotly to his lover, who immediately slid down on the bed to rest his cheek on Jim's thigh, pressing his lips slowly to his skin, kissing a line up his sensitive inner thigh. "Thank you, Caro." Duncan smiled at Blair, who looked so beautiful, all his attention on giving Jim pleasure. 


Duncan's mouth closed around him, his movements slow and gentle. Sucking very softly, he moved over Jim to take him deep in his throat. Jim groaned his name, and Duncan closed his eyes, letting Jim's loud moans of pleasure fill his ears. He felt Jim pulse against his tongue, felt his body tighten, and slowed his thrusts until he was barely moving, letting the hard flesh slide slowly against his lips, holding him with his mouth. 


"Duncan..." 


"That is so beautiful, Duncan. I can't believe how beautiful you look. You two are gonna turn me into a serious voyeur. That looks like it feels so good, man. Slow down again." 


Jim groaned, trying to argue. Duncan's hot mouth had closed around him, wet, burning pleasure running up and down his cock until he was just about to come. His Guide knew him too well. "Blair..." Jim groaned in protest, his hips arching up off the bed, already trying to get back to the searing heat of Duncan's mouth. 


"Shh, I'm not gonna take him away from you." Blair soothed, his fingertips stroking Jim's tight balls. "I just wanna watch you fuck his mouth. Hold still, Duncan, let him move..." Blair shifted to Jim's side, climbing over his thigh to get an unobstructed view. Reaching for Duncan's hand, he put it on Jim's hip, covering the back of Duncan's hand with his own. "Go ahead, I know you want to, I know you want to come." Blair whispered, pressing Duncan's hand to guide Jim forward and back, pushing him down Duncan's throat. 


Duncan moaned softly around him, relaxing completely and nuzzling his face into soft brown curls when Jim thrust hard, pushing all the way down his throat. After four more violent jerks into Duncan's mouth, he came, his palms spread wide over Duncan's head, holding him tightly as he buried himself one last time in his throat. 


Blair raised his head from Jim's taut thigh to watch him come. Jim's hand closed into a fist in Duncan's hair, and his whole body curled towards Duncan. His knees bent and came up a little, every muscle in his chest, arms and abdomen bulging as his body lurched forward. He shuddered, wrapping his arms around Duncan's shoulders and pulling him up to hold him tightly against his chest. 


Blair stared at Jim in a haze of desire so strong he felt drugged. He was amazed, and very pleased, that Jim hadn't zoned during orgasm. His Sentinel was panting, smiling so wide he was going to split his lip, and pushing his face into Duncan's neck. For another moment Blair was frozen watching Jim, feeling pride and possessiveness and desire in overwhelming proportions. Then he shook himself, and rolled half on top of Duncan, who was still breathing hard and had his face buried in Jim's chest. 


Blair kissed Duncan's shoulder, letting himself enjoy the full body skin contact. He thought that he might just come pressed against the curve of Duncan's ass. Neither of his lovers had spoken yet, and Blair forced himself to hold his breath, wanting to let them have this. 


The silence was profound but not heavy, as Duncan remained pressed tightly to Jim's sternum, his long body stretched out between Jim's thighs, one arm wrapped around Jim's waist, his hand in the small of his back, the other limp against Jim's arm, clutching his shoulder. Finally, Duncan stirred, bracing his left hand on the bed to push himself up to Jim's lips. They kissed for as long as the air in their lungs would let them. 


"Wow." Jim breathed, grinning at Duncan. Duncan's hair was wild, his eyes half lidded and sleepy. It made him feel even more deeply satisfied to look at him, and think about how he had put that dreamy, sleepy look in Mac's eyes. 


"Oh god, make that wow to the tenth power. I have never seen anything so incredible in my life. You two are absolutely fucking beautiful." Blair whispered harshly, trying to take his weight off of Duncan without giving up any of his body. 


Jim chuckled, letting go of Mac long enough to push himself back, sitting up against the headboard. Leaning forward, he pulled Duncan up on the bed and back into his embrace. Duncan helped him, rising half on his knees to scoot up on the mattress. When he'd resettled, he raised his head to look at Jim, a slow smile spreading over his features. "I'd like to do that at least a hundred more times." He voice was deep, a little rough from Jim's treatment. 


"You're serious?" Jim asked, cocking his head at him. He was a little bit surprised, that it had been that pleasurable for Duncan, especially since he'd done his best to give him a tonsillectomy. 


"Very. That was extremely enjoyable." Duncan told him, liking the expression on Jim's face so much he had to kiss him again. 


Blair's knee nudged his legs apart, lying down between them to flatten himself across his back. "And I'd like to make love to you, handsome." Blair murmured, moving Duncan's hair out of the way to suck lightly at the side of his neck. His cock nestled intimately between Duncan's asscheeks, not moving, only making himself comfortable. 


Duncan arched beneath him, his cock pressing into the warmth of Jim's inner thigh. He raised himself up a little on his arms to look into Jim's eyes, their faces barely an inch apart. "Would that be okay with you?" Duncan asked quietly, his expression open and calm, ready to accept whatever answer Jim gave him. 


Jim could only nod, lost in Duncan's eyes. That Duncan asked made him feel cared for in a way that was alien to him. He realized that it was because Duncan was being protective of him, and it felt really, really good. "Yeah, of course. I want you to do whatever makes you feel as good as what you just did to me." 


"Can I stay here?" Duncan whispered, his lips very close to Jim's, brushing lightly over his before he let Jim answer. 


"Yeah." Jim answered hoarsely, tightening his arms around Duncan's chest, pulling him up a little higher, so that his cock slid against the crease of his thigh. "Can we? I mean, will it work like this?" 


"Oh yeah, definitely." Blair assured him, moving quickly off of Duncan to the bedside table and back again. Parting Duncan's thighs a little wider with his hands, stroking up and down the backs of his legs, Blair watched them kiss, trying to calm his own urgency. Duncan relaxed, letting Jim take most his weight on his stomach, liking the feel of the hard abdominals beneath him. 


"I love you both so much..." Blair whispered, lying down on top of Duncan and wrapping his arms around his shoulders to reach Jim's sides. Hugging Jim with Duncan pressed between them, Blair felt his cock swell to epic proportions, an ache forming in his balls, a need to be buried deep in his lover's body. "Oh man... I need this so bad, Duncan." 


"It's not going to hurt, is it?" Jim whispered, a tiny bit embarrassed, but more concerned about Duncan than anything else. 


Duncan shook his head wordlessly, his eyes holding Jim's seriously. Jim could see trust and want and certainty in the coffee brown rings of Duncan's dilated eyes. Duncan trusted Blair completely, and he trusted him, too, he could feel it in the way Duncan's arms wrapped around his, hanging on to him. 


"I'm not going to hurt you, am I, handsome?" Blair spoke softly, his voice thick with passion as he stroked Duncan's ass, petting the smooth cheeks until Duncan groaned, spreading his legs a little wider in a silent request. "No, I'm not going to hurt you at all. I'm going to send you to the moon." 


Blair knelt between his legs, squeezing a small amount of lubricant hurriedly from the tube he'd dropped next to him on the sheets. Duncan had settled on Jim's chest, his mouth open, sucking slightly at the rise of muscle beneath his collar bone. One slick finger slid down between his cheeks, moving in slow circles around his asshole, teasing him with the idea of penetration. 


"Blair..." Duncan's moan was muffled against Jim's chest, his arms tightening around Jim's biceps, pushing back a little against Blair's light caress. "I want it." He groaned simply, unable to say anything else. 


Jim's arms tightened around his ribs and his palms spread wide over his shoulder blades as Blair pressed very slowly inside him, entering him with absolute care. Duncan closed his eyes, going limp in Jim's arms. The pleasure was so intense, his lover pressing slowly into him, and the feeling of being cradled in Jim's arms, instead of pressed down against the sheets. Blair's finger fucked him very slowly, until he was so lulled by the rhythm, the slow, slick slide of pleasure over his nerves, that he barely noticed when a second finger joined the first, twisting slowly into his body. 


"Ohh." Duncan cried softly, his head falling back as his back arched into the slow, deep thrusts. His eyes fluttered open to find Jim staring at him in lust and fascination. 


"It feels that good?" 


"Oh yes!" Duncan's answer was a loud groan, as Blair's fingers scissored inside him, stretching him gently. 


"You look so good... Nothing like I imagined." Jim whispered against Duncan's lips, ducking his head to kiss him, his tongue plunging into Duncan's slack mouth. 


"Oh yeah... Don't let go of him." Blair told his Sentinel, unable to wait another minute. Watching Jim devour Duncan's mouth snapped the last of his control. 


"Is now good, lover?" Blair asked in a harsh whisper, pulling his fingers slowly from Duncan's heat. 


Duncan's moan was as enthusiastic a consent as he could give with Jim's tongue halfway down his throat. 


Blair watched Jim claiming Duncan's mouth, the heat and urgency building inside him, as he quickly covered his stiff cock with the lube. "Oh Jim, man, that's so incredible. I don't even know what it is... The way you kiss him... drives me wild." 


Duncan thought, "me too", but he couldn't say it, Jim's lips had sealed over his own and showed no sign of releasing him. Which, Duncan thought, was absolutely fine with him. Jim's arms were like steel around him, holding him under his arms, wrapped all the way around his chest. Blair was moving his legs around, moving up to rub slowly against him. Duncan moaned loudly into Jim's mouth, arching back in his tight embrace. 


"Yeah, now lover, I know..." Blair groaned softly, nudging the very tip of his cock against the tight hole. 


Blair took a deep breath, reaching desperately for control as he pushed slowly, as slowly as he could, into heavenly, slick heat. "Oh yeah." He sighed in relief and exultation, letting himself sink into Duncan's tight ass. 


Blair picked his head up when he realized the low, hungry moan came from his Sentinel, who was feeding on Duncan's mouth like a man who was starving. Jim's hands pushed slowly down from the middle of Duncan's back, leaning over him to cover his round, muscular cheeks with his palms, spreading him open for his Guide. 


"Oh god, Jim..." Blair moaned helplessly, caught in the intensity of Jim's ice blue eyes. "He feels so good." Blair cried softly, only able to pull back a little way before sinking back into the heat of his lover's body, pushing all the way in, feeling Duncan opening up to accept him. 


"You... you're really inside him." Jim's awed whisper made Blair smile, nodding slowly. He stopped moving, wanting to simply feel himself buried as deep as he could get into Duncan's body. Jim seemed unable to look away from his eyes. Blair leaned forward slowly, feeling the shudder of pleasure that tore through his lover as the head of his cock pushed over his prostate. Leaning over Duncan and trapping him between them, he reached for Jim's mouth, feeling the need to reassure himself with the contact. The expression of doubt and wonder on Jim's face kicked his protective instincts into overdrive. Jim kissed him slowly, one hand leaving Duncan's ass to hold the back of his head. 


Duncan made a little questioning sound against Jim's chest and Blair pulled back quickly, afraid they were suffocating him. "Are you okay, handsome? You feel so good, Duncan, so tight." Blair whispered tenderly, bending down to Duncan's shoulder to nibble over his soft skin. 


"Mmm... I love you." Duncan's answer was a happy moan, as he arched back against Blair's slow invasion, his hard cock sliding against Jim's warm thigh. 


"Oh yeah, oh god... I love you too." Blair panted softly, trying to maintain the slow rhythm of his thrusts. He wasn't going to last long, but this was too wonderful to give up, and he didn't want to come before Duncan did. 


Duncan was twisting in Jim's arms, moving as much as he was able to, arching back towards Blair and pushing himself harder against Jim's sweat slicked skin. His breathing was heavy, loud in Blair's ear when he leaned over him to press his lips hard against his Sentinel's, hanging onto the distraction of Jim's kiss as his lover undulated beneath him. 


"Duncan..." Blair groaned, his hand coming down on his lover's hips to hold him still as he plunged deeply into his body, grinding his pelvis against the muscled cheeks. 


"Jim... help him come? I... I want him to come." Blair panted, his eyes wide open, staring into Jim's as he fucked Duncan harder, his lover's deep groans of ecstasy filling his ears. 


Jim's arms shifted Duncan sideways a little, until he could reach between them to wrap his fist around the throbbing cock pressed to his hip. Duncan pushed his face against his pec, panting harshly over his skin. "Please... oh god, Blair... Blair." Duncan cried his lover's name, his orgasm building inside him, burning, dizzying pleasure racing over his nerves. 


"Yeah... so close. Oh god, come for him, Duncan." Blair groaned, falling over Duncan's back as he thrust frantically into his ass. 


Jim strained to reach Duncan's mouth, managing to capture his lips once more as his hand pumped his cock evenly, setting the rhythm that brought him to orgasm quickest when he did this to himself. Duncan's soft, short moans and his gasps for breath caressed his face, heat spreading through his body as he attacked the soft lips, groaning in surprise and pleasure when he came with him, his cock splattering warm stickiness over Duncan's stomach. Jim hung onto reality by a thread, feeling the shudders of pleasure coursing through Duncan's whole body, stretched out on top of him, Duncan's thighs going taut, the corded muscles hard on top of his own. Duncan went utterly limp in his arms, his body accepting the hard thrusts as Blair pumped into him, lasting only another moment before he came. 


Jim's hand raked slowly through Duncan's long hair, lifting the damp strands off his burning skin. "That was something else." He murmured affectionately, his arms relaxing to release the other man from his crushing embrace. 


"Thank you." Duncan panted back, licking Jim's sweaty chest. 


Blair's offering was a deep, satiated groan, as he pulled gently out of his lover's exhausted body. He fell down next to them on the bed, completely spent. "I can't move." 


"Mmm." Duncan agreed. He hadn't moved off of Jim, and didn't look like he had any intention of doing so. 


"Thank you, both of you." Jim whispered, his hand still moving slowly through Duncan's matted hair, untangling the long locks patiently. 


Duncan nuzzled his face into Jim's chest, answering him with a series of feather light kisses over his smooth skin. 


"Tomorrow night I want the middle." Blair told them, his words slurred as he curled against Duncan's shoulder. He was already more than half asleep. 


"Fight you for it." Duncan whispered back, feeling Jim's chuckle rumble beneath his cheek. 


"He'll win." Jim predicted, squeezing Duncan greedily to his chest as he felt himself drifting off to sleep. For the second night in a row, the covers stayed in a messy heap on the floor at the foot of the bed, and no one even thought about setting an alarm. 





Part 32 


By Zen&nancy 





Sunlight spread across the loft, slowly lighting the room. Duncan, Jim, and Blair snored happily, the variance in the tones of their snores creating a harmony. Duncan inhaled an especially deep breath and, as usual, one of Blair's curls got sucked into his mouth. 


Only half awake, he spit out the curl and tried to roll over, away from Blair's hair, but found himself held firmly in place by Jim's large, sleeping body. He had spooned behind Duncan in the night and held him firmly across the chest. Blair stirred in his sleep; evidently, Duncan's small movements had disturbed him. He grumbled some indecipherable string of half words and turned on his side. 


"Go back to sleep," Duncan whispered in Blair's ear, knowing his lover had never really woken up. Still, it made him feel good to see Blair smile in his sleep and settle deeper into his pillow. 


Movement on the bed and the hushed sound of Duncan's voice filtered into Jim's consciousness. The next thing he was aware of was being very hot. Apparently someone had pulled the covers up during the night and it felt like 110 degrees under the blankets. 


Letting himself wake up slowly, Jim rolled onto his back and flung off the covers. Stretching his back, he felt Duncan roll over next to him. 


"Morning," Duncan quietly greeted Jim, rolling onto his stomach and propping himself up on his elbows to look at him. 


"Hmm, morning." Jim hadn't even opened his eyes yet, but the warmth of Duncan's voice made him smile. This morning he felt completely comfortable waking up naked in Duncan's bed. Even the strong smell of sex seemed normal. Jim let memories of last night play across his mind, smiling. It had been wonderful, every minute of it, and he was relieved to realize that he had no regrets. 


"You're not going to make me run this morning, are you?" Duncan asked, running his fingers across Jim's sternum. 


Jim chuckled and opened his eyes. "Not immediately, no." 


"Shh, I'm sleeping," Blair mumbled as he shoved Duncan with his leg. 


Duncan and Jim both laughed. Jim rolled onto his side, to face Duncan, and wondered if he looked as happy as Duncan did. Jim's nose was filled with the scent of sex and sweat, and thought that a shower should probably be the first order of business. He leaned close to Duncan and spoke quietly, not wanting to provoke any more grumpiness from Blair. 


"How about a shower and we take it from there?" 


"Sounds good." Duncan smiled and stretched. He sat up on his knees and tilted his head to one side, questioningly. "Was that an invitation, or are these separate showers we're talking about?" 


Jim wasn't sure exactly what he was getting himself into, but he wasn't going to worry about it too much. There was a level of trust he had with Duncan that was almost as strong as the one between him and Blair. Last night, Jim had been awed by the trust Duncan had shown. Holding Duncan in his arms as Blair slowly made love to him had touched Jim in a way that nothing ever had before. Last night Jim realized he had many misconceptions about what went on between Blair and Duncan, and men in general. Jim had never thought about how much love was involved. 


"C'mon Mac, you can wash my back." Jim pushed himself out of bed and headed for the bathroom, Duncan right behind him. 


As Duncan turned to close the bathroom door he saw Blair spread himself out in the middle of the bed and snuggle deeper under the covers. Jim was already flushing the toilet by the time Duncan could tear his eyes away from the beauty of a sleeping Blair. He took his turn at the toilet as Jim turned on the water and stepped into the shower, not waiting to let the water get hot. 


"Do you always step into a cold shower first thing in the morning?" Duncan was curious. Actually, he was extremely curious about everything there was to know about Jim Ellison. Last night had bonded the three of them closer than Duncan would have thought possible. There was an equal balance, a harmony to the relationship that was developing, and he wanted to savor every minute he had with them. 


"It's okay, it's warm now." Jim made room for Duncan in the shower. There was plenty of room for two people, but Blair was right, three would never fit. 


Duncan shook his head and laughed. "No, I was wondering if you always get in before the water heats up." He stepped into the shower and under the warm water. 


"Oh." Jim had never really thought about it. "Yeah, I guess I do. Maybe I got used to it in the Army. " He picked up the soap and started washing his arms and chest. "I guess I like the cold water to wake me up, and then it's even nicer when it finally gets hot." 


Duncan watched Jim soap his pecs, and then under his arms. Seeing the strength in Jim's mass, he couldn't help but reach out and touch. His fingers pressed and rubbed the soapy skin at the top of Jim's left pectoral, feeling the muscle ripple under his fingers. 


"I think you said something about washing your back." Duncan looked up to see a rather surprised look on Jim's face. "Sorry. Am I making you uncomfortable?" 


"No, just a little confused, but what else is new?" Jim laughed at himself. He loved the way Duncan was looking at him, but he wasn't sure why he seemed to be so appealing to Mac. 


"Confused about what?" Duncan took the soap from Jim and stepped behind him to wash his back. He hoped he could put any uneasiness Jim might have to rest. He thought that it might be easier for Jim to open up to him if he didn't have to meet his eyes. 


"Lately, everything," Jim joked. "I don't necessarily understand what's going on with us, all three of us, but I'm happy anyway. It's strange how easy all this is. I thought that what went on between me and Blair was because of the Sentinel thing, but now... I just don't know." 


Duncan thoroughly soaped Jim's back and then kneaded and massaged the massive muscles. He felt Jim relaxing, in spite of the topic of conversation. "Y'know Jim, one thing I have learned in four hundred and some years is that you grab love wherever you find it, no matter what package it comes in. No matter how long you live, life is too short to waste love, any kind of love." 


"Makes sense." Jim nodded, thinking that he didn't really want to start questioning his sexuality at this particular moment. Here he was, getting the best back rub he'd ever had standing up from Duncan, and what sounded like damn good advice. How could anything that felt this right be worth worrying over? 


"Do you regret any of it?" Duncan had to know. 


"No, not a chance. How about you?" Jim wondered if Duncan resented his invading Duncan's relationship with Blair. 


"No Jim, no regrets." Duncan moved lower down Jim's back and was rewarded with a grateful groan. "Wait, that's not true. I regret the way we started out. I'm sorry there was ever violence between us." With that he reached forward and pulled Jim's back to his chest, giving Jim a strong hug. 


"Me too, Mac." 


Jim leaned back into Duncan, enjoying both the warm, wet chest against his back, and the bond that was growing between them. He turned around and wrapped his arms around Duncan's hips. 


Duncan leaned forward, resting his forehead against Jim's. He brought his hand up from where it was on Jim's shoulder to the top of his head. Running his palm across Jim's short buzz cut, Duncan watched the drops of water spraying off Jim's head. 


"Never again. Swear it?" Duncan offered quietly, rubbing his hand over Jim's short hair. 


"I swear," Jim answered confidently, feeling a wide smile spread over his face. It felt better than he would have imagined, to promise his friendship to Duncan. 


For a moment they stood still together under the hot spray, letting the water run down their faces, then Jim took the soap from Duncan's hand and turned him around under the water, settling Duncan's back against his chest. Jim washed Duncan slowly, taking his time as he spread the lather over Duncan's chest and arms. 


"You know, I thought what you did last night was really incredible," Jim mumbled against the back of Duncan's head. 


"What did I do?" Duncan asked, relaxing under the gentle touch. 


"Letting me watch Blair make love to you." 


"Oh." Duncan tried to turn to face Jim, but a strong arm locked around his waist prevented him. He smiled, leaning back against Jim's bulk. "I thought if you saw... I'm glad you wanted to." 


"Me too." 


That seemed to be all the discussion they were going to have on the subject, Duncan thought, as Jim pushed him gently away from his body to wash his back. 


"I'm sort of worried about how well Blair's going to take me going back on the force," Jim confided, running his palms up and down Duncan's muscular back, pressing into him and watching Duncan's muscles relax under the skin. He used his sense of touch, manipulating each group of muscles until he could see the tissue spread and go soft under his fingers. 


"Mmm, are you? Why?" Duncan groaned softly, leaning into the wall as Jim's hands attacked every kink in his back. 


"He's got a life here, Mac, he's a professor. He's not going to have time to handle stuff for me, too. I'm worried about how he's going to take it when something goes down and he's not there to help me." 


Duncan thought about what Jim had told him, trying to decide if Jim was afraid of not having his Guide's protection, or how Blair would react if he didn't need it. 


"Do you think you're going to be able to handle your senses without him?" Duncan asked seriously. He knew it was a delicate subject, one Jim and Blair had been talking around for days. It was obvious that Blair didn't think that Jim could handle it, and that Jim wasn't willing to have the argument. Every time Blair tried to bring it up he changed the subject. 


"Well, I've been thinking about it a lot, and I really think it's not going to be that big a deal. It may mean that I won't have the freedom, or maybe it's the luxury, of being able to use my senses any time I want to, but that's a choice I'll make, based on whether or not I think it's too dangerous. I don't know, Mac... Not having him there is going to make a difference, but it's not something I can pin down. It's not like I can't do my job without him... I guess I won't feel like I have an extra edge, as much. He's so damn smart. It's funny, how much real detective work he did under the cover of playing ride-along. I guess I'm saying I'm gonna miss him like hell, but yeah, I can do it." 


"That's good. I know Blair will worry about you, but I'm not going to. I have faith in you, everything will be okay." 


As he pulled Duncan back under the water to rinse the soap off his back, Jim leaned his mouth to Duncan's ear. "That means a lot to me, Mac." 


"Good. I'm glad." Duncan turned his face to the side under the water, pressing his lips to Jim's as the streams cascaded over their faces. 


Jim pulled away laughing. "You're going to drown us, Mac. I don't get to come back if you kill me." 


He was only joking, but it struck a chord in Duncan, so that he pulled Jim tightly against him, whispering in his ear. "We'll just have to make the most of the time you've got, then, won't we?" 


"Any ideas?" Jim growled, pushing Duncan gently back under the water to rinse the last of the suds away. 


"Many... but some of them require more space." Duncan grinned back, his eyes dark and playful. 


Jim chuckled, lifting pieces of Duncan's long hair under the spray. When he was sure that all of the thick mass was saturated with water, he reached for the shampoo. 


"Mm, that feels so good. Why is having your hair washed the nicest thing?" Duncan mumbled under his breath, realizing Jim would hear him. 


"Couldn't tell you, I guess I'm missing out." Jim smiled, both hands buried in Duncan's thick hair, working the lather through the long strands. 


"You are, it's very nice," Duncan mumbled, letting Jim's hand support the back of his head as he guided him back under the spray. 


Duncan leaned under the water, his head falling back, letting Jim rinse his hair. He closed his eyes, enjoying the feel of Jim's fingers slowly pulling through his hair. Strong fingers held the back of his head and moved him so all the shampoo was rinsed from his head. 


Jim watched as Duncan practically went limp in his hands. Mac had let all the weight of his head and neck fall into his hands, and the look of ecstasy on Duncan's face made his cock jump. He finished rinsing Duncan's hair and slowly pulled his head up, out of the spray of water. 


"You push all my buttons, Mac, and I still have no idea why," Jim whispered, staring into Duncan's eyes as he backed him up against the wall. It was only one step forward, to press his body against Duncan and have him up against the tile, wet skin sliding against skin, sweat and steam and pheromones heavy in the air. It felt very, very good. Jim felt his cock stiffen against Duncan's hip, his hands roaming over Duncan's back and sides. Jim felt a rush of pure lust flow through him as he pinned Duncan firmly to wall. 


Duncan's mouth was hungry under his, kissing Jim back with equal force as their tongues fought inside each other's mouths. Duncan's body was hot and hard underneath him, muscles flexing as Jim pressed himself against Duncan's erection. Jim's hands came down hard on Duncan's shoulders as Duncan's tongue thrust into his mouth. They were almost the same height, Jim only an inch taller, and Jim relished the strength he held as he pressed Duncan into the wall. 


Duncan groaned quietly, his mouth dragging away from Jim's lips to fasten to his throat. The water would have drowned out the little noises he made, but Jim listened for them, dragging his hard cock back and forth against Duncan's in long, slow thrusts. 


Duncan's hips moved under his, pushing back with aggressive enthusiasm. Jim kept up the pace, feeling the slick, easy slide of Duncan's cock against his under the water and finding it an irresistible pleasure. His sense of touch crept up without his consent, until he could feel the drag of each individual hair, the pulse and flow of the blood in the veins just under the smooth, thin skin of Duncan's cock, and the tremors that made Duncan's muscles flutter underneath him. Jim turned his face to the side, and sunk his teeth into the rounded muscle at the top of Duncan's shoulder, his mouth sucking strongly over the skin. 


Duncan's head fell back, and he slipped down a little against the wall, moaning. "More." 


Jim's hands molded themselves to the shape of Duncan's body, sliding down from his shoulders to his hips to hold on to him as their pace went from fast to furious. He ground his pelvis hard against the thrust of Duncan's hips, his mouth laying claim to the side of his neck, marking him and licking the injured flesh. Duncan's hands slid down his back to cover his ass, pulling him into his body even harder, encouraging Jim's aggression. "Yes. Oh please Jim, more, harder..." 


Duncan became more and more vocal as Jim bit and sucked his way across Duncan's shoulders. He let himself go, not caring when he felt Duncan's skin breaking under his teeth. Mac was begging for more, and he would heal. Duncan groaned and shuddered, hanging onto Jim as he arched away from the wall, coming in a hot rush over Jim's cock. 


Jim tried to hold him up, but Duncan pulled away, sinking to his knees in front of him. He took Jim's cock into his mouth, sucking him straight back into his throat in spite of the water streaming down on his head, running in rivulets down his face. He closed his eyes, his hands on Jim's hips steadying his balance as he shifted on his knees, pushing the length of the cock deep into his throat. Jim moaned mindlessly, a long vowel sound of extreme pleasure as his hips thrust forward into wet, silky heat, even hotter than the water running down his legs. Duncan's mouth enveloped him, pulled him in until all he could feel was the slide of Duncan's lips over his cock, and the press of his tongue; everything else faded away. Jim dropped his head, gasping, and was greeted by the sight of Duncan, his hair in wet strands plastered to his face, the water streaming down from the crown of his head, devouring his cock. It was more than he could take, the most erotic picture he'd ever seen, and he came with a strangled groan, deep in Duncan's mouth. 


Jim slid down against the wall behind him. Falling into a sitting position with his knees pulled all the way up, he leaned forward to wrap his arms around Duncan's neck, pulling him forward to rest his head against Mac's shoulder. They were both out of breath, but Duncan recovered first, Immortal healing faster to restore equilibrium. "That was wonderful. Are we stuck? Can you move?" 


Jim laughed, coughing a little. "I refuse to get too old for this." 


Duncan shook his head, little lines appeared around his eyes as they crinkled in pleasure. He reached behind Jim for the water tap, using it for leverage to pull himself back up to his feet in the small space. Offering a hand, he pulled Jim up, turning him under the quickly cooling spray to wash the remainder of their come from his stomach. They each took a quick turn under the water, rinsing the sweat from their bodies before the last of the hot water ran out. 


Stepping out of the shower behind Duncan, Jim accepted a towel, staring at Duncan's chest. The marks of his teeth were gone, healed magically, no trace of his mouth on the smooth, golden skin. His hand came up, two fingers pushing gently into the spots where his teeth had broken the skin. 


Duncan looked down questioningly and Jim explained in an undertone. "No marks. They healed when I wasn't looking, I didn't even notice." He was slightly regretful that he hadn't been able to watch them disappear. 


"They're still there, I can see them." Duncan spoke quietly, turning his back to Jim's chest to stare at him in the mirror. "And we look very nice together." 


"Mm, you think so?" Jim laughed, leaning down to nip at the side of Duncan's neck, where he'd first bit him. "I look like I need a shave. Are you going to let me use your razor?" 


"Absolutely." 


Duncan and Jim emerged from the bathroom, towels wrapped around their waists, just as Blair was waking up. He rolled over under the covers at the hushed sounds of their voices. " 'Sokay, you don't have to be quiet. I'm awake." 


"Good morning," Duncan told him, smiling at his sleepy lover twisted up in the blanket. Going to the side of the bed, he leaned down to kiss him, enjoying the softness of Blair's lips. He was wonderful to kiss before he was really awake; all pliant and hot and sleepy. 


"Good morning," Blair answered him through a yawn when Duncan released him, smiling with satisfaction at Duncan's just showered form. He briefly considered pulling his towel away and seeing where it got him, but Jim interrupted the thought. 


"Coffee and eggs, Chief?" 


Coffee and Jim's scrambled eggs sounded good, too. "Okay, yeah. Is there any hot water left?" Blair answered Jim, watching him move across the room with one of Duncan's dark blue towels wrapped around his waist. The question of hot water he directed to them both, realizing that Duncan and Jim must have showered together. 


Blair watched the mischievous, intimate look that passed between them, waking up very quickly. 


"Well, no, I don't think there is at the moment, Caro. But you can have coffee and breakfast first, and by that time there should be," Duncan answered him, going around to the other side of the bed to take a pair of jeans out of a drawer. He pulled them on, his eyes unconsciously following Jim around the kitchen as he got a filter and filled the coffee-maker with water. 


"Okay, I suppose that's fine. If this is going to become a permanent living arrangement, I vote for a new hot water heater." 


Blair had spoken without thinking, but now the seriousness of what his words implied sunk into his pre-coffee brain and he spoke quickly, taking back his casual statement. "Wait- scratch that, forget I said it, okay? I think I just realized I'm not ready to talk about this yet." 


"Coffee in a minute, Chief," Jim answered gently, letting his Guide know it was okay, that he wasn't going to be upset when Blair decided it was time to talk about what was happening between the three of them. 


"That's good, thank you," Blair told him, getting out of bed and heading for the bathroom, still steamed up from Duncan and Jim's shower. 


When he returned a moment later, Jim was cooking eggs in the big frying pan at the stove, trying to talk Duncan into going running. The homey, domestic feeling, a sense of rightness that he got when he looked at the two of them like that dispelled the disturbing pangs of jealousy that he'd woken up to. Blair was still trying to figure it out, turning the feelings around in his head. He wasn't really sure if he was feeling possessive of Duncan, his lover, and the way Jim's arm wrapped casually around his waist when they came out of the bathroom; or if it was the sense of a sudden need to defend and protect his position as Jim's Guide, his Sentinel. Both, Blair finally decided, getting himself a cup of coffee and foraging in the refrigerator for milk. His reactions to both of them were unwanted -quick, sharp pangs of jealousy and anger. 


Listening to them argue about the weather and the icy condition of the park's jogging path, Blair drank coffee rapidly. Their good-natured banter soothed his nerves, and he was able to look up at his lover across the counter-top and smile. "It's good to see everybody happy this morning." 


"You want tomatoes in these eggs, Chief, or just cheese?" Jim called from the stove, turning his eggs with a wooden spatula. 


"Just cheese, thanks." Blair poured himself a second cup of coffee before joining Duncan at the table. 


They ate breakfast and Duncan did the dishes. Blair took a third cup of coffee and his portfolio with next semester's class schedule in it to the couch with him. Jim finally talked Duncan into going for a run, promising him they'd turn back if the path was too icy. 


"We'll be back soon, Caro," Duncan told his lover, getting his new hat from his dresser while Jim put his running shoes on. 


"Actually, I think I'm gonna run over to the library, I've got some stuff to do." Blair answered him vaguely, thinking that what he needed more than anything was a few hours alone to try to understand what was happening and why he felt so many different ways about it. 


"Okay, Chief, we'll catch up with you later. Where do you want to do dinner? My place or here?" 


"Whatever." 


The tone of Blair's voice caused both men to turn around as they headed for the lift. 


"Is everything okay, Blair?" 


"Chief?" 


They asked him in unison, two pairs of concerned eyes seeking out Blair's as he rose from the couch, stuffing papers back into his backpack. 


"It's cool, guys, don't worry about it, okay? I just need a little time here; that's all. Go run, I'll see you later." 


"Okay, Caro, I'll see you tonight." Duncan gave him a warm smile before turning back towards the lift. 


Jim's look was a bit more uncertain, but after a moment he followed Duncan out of the loft, and Blair had the space to himself. The quiet seemed unusual, and he took a long, slow breath, settling back down on the couch to think. 


He didn't want to feel jealous or possessive, but he did. He felt guilty because in a way he was the one who pushed Duncan and Jim together in the first place. Now he was afraid that things would change too much, that his relationships with Duncan and Jim would never be the same. Yes, he should have thought of this sooner, but that wasn't helping him now. 


He sighed and settled into the couch. The library could wait, he needed to get a handle on this before he saw Duncan and Jim again. He needed to take it apart in his brain. Part of him was overjoyed that the three of them had slept together. Another part felt threatened when he saw Jim and Duncan come out of the shower together. There was no doubt in his mind that they were messing around in there, either. He knew them both well enough. 


So, the fact that they were fooling around without him was upsetting. Why? Because maybe they would need him less or love him less than they did now? Blair felt better now that he had figured that much out, but he still didn't know how to change his reactions. Blair told himself that first, before anything, he had to think about what he really wanted, what all three of them wanted, before he could decide if it was possible to obtain. 


Fresh air seemed like a good idea; Duncan and Jim would be back in another half hour or so, and Blair decided that he really did want to spend the afternoon at the library. Surrounded by the familiarity of books and study, maybe he could put their situation into a more objective perspective, and be more prepared to talk to his lover and his Sentinel about what was happening between them. 





Part 33 


By Zen&nancy 





Jim and Duncan worked together at the counter in Jim's kitchen. Duncan was de-veining shrimp while Jim chopped spinach, mushrooms and onions at a cutting board next to the sink. They moved with the grace of two people accustomed to working together in the narrow space. Jim's kitchen was a long, narrow alcove made up of an extra-long counter-top and bar on one side, with refrigerator, stove and sink on the other. 


"Do you think he'll come home for dinner?" Jim asked, breaking the companionable silence. 


"I hope so, we're not going to be able to eat all these shrimp by ourselves," Duncan smiled, tossing the next cleaned shellfish into the bowl on his right. 


"Mac, do you think he's upset about us?" Jim's knife paused in it's shuffle across the mushroom caps on the board, and he turned to look at Duncan, frowning. 


"I don't think so. It's not as if he didn't have an equal part in the decision. If Blair's having any second thoughts I'm sure he'll talk to us about them. Are you worrying?" Duncan cocked an eyebrow at the handsome, obviously fretful man at his side. "Don't borrow trouble, Jim, everything will work itself out in the end." 


"Are you really sure?" Jim looked like he needed the reassurance very badly. Duncan set down the shellfish, turning to wrap his arms around Jim's waist, pulling him against his body gently. 


"Yes, absolutely, I'm sure. Everything is going to be okay, don't worry." 


Just a little less than halfway through his short speech the door opened, and Blair walked in, shaking melting snow and drops of water from his hair. He stopped just inside the door, raising his eyebrows at the scene in the kitchen. 


The sight of Duncan standing with his arms around Jim, comforting him, seemed to bring all of his worries and unhappiness into focus. Blair felt torn, his emotions split between wanting to walk straight into the middle of that hug, and wanting to shove Duncan away from Jim and make sure that it was his voice that Jim heard. 


"Hey Caro, just in time. We were starting to worry about whether or not you'd come home for supper." Duncan's warm smile reached out to him from across the room, but Blair went to the couch to dump his backpack and wrestle off his scarf, gloves and coat. 


"I'm here. You seem to have everything pretty well under control." Blair's voice was flat, the lack of expression setting off alarms in Jim's head. 


"What's wrong, Chief?" 


"Nothing. Why does something have to be wrong? Can't I just be in a shitty mood, like everybody else?" 


Even as he spoke Blair realized he wasn't making any sense. Jim and Duncan seemed to be in perfectly good moods, well, at least until he'd come home. He wondered if they'd spent the whole day together, and what they'd talked about. 


"Of course you can, did you have a frustrating day at the library?" Duncan set the bowl of cooked shrimp in the sink to drain, and walked around Jim's counter to the living room to sit next to his lover. 


"No, I'm just tired and crabby. Ignore me, okay?" Blair shook his head at Duncan, turning to include Jim in the kitchen with a reassuring smile. Blair told himself that he wasn't ready to have this discussion, and neither were they, Jim wouldn't want to talk about this any more than he did. 


"Have you eaten anything since breakfast, Chief? Don't lie to me..." Jim grinned at his Guide over the pot he was stirring. "I know how crabby you get when you don't eat." 


"No, I haven't," Blair answered him resignedly, a reluctant grin spreading over his face as he got up from the sofa, coming into the kitchen to slap Jim on the shoulder. "Feed me or suffer the consequences, mister." 


"We'll have to feed him, Mac," Jim joked, transferring the pasta from the pot he'd been watching over to a serving bowl and handing it across to Duncan, who set it on the table for them. 


Blair got glasses and silverware while Jim and Duncan brought their dishes to the table, obviously proud of the meal they had to offer Blair. 


Dinner was a quiet affair, Blair ate in silent concentration, obviously enjoying his food. Jim and Duncan talked quietly for a little while about the class schedule for dojo, but soon they too were quiet, watching Blair. 


"What? I turned green in the stacks? You're both staring at me." Blair looked up at each of them quickly, a fork wrapped with noodles and a speared shrimp hovering in front of his mouth. 


"You're also as prickly as a porcupine, Chief. Relax, enjoy your dinner." Jim's advice didn't seem to have much effect. 


Duncan got up from the table when he finished, taking his plate and glass into the kitchen to start on the sinkful of dishes they'd made. 


Blair was still eating, working his way through a second helping of spinach and mushrooms. Jim sat with him, taking pleasure from watching Blair eat. He reached out to touch Blair's forearm, wanting to connect with his Guide. 


"You're all bottled up tonight, Chief. Talk to me, what's goin' on?" 


Blair shook his head, pushing his plate away from him at the table. "I don't want to, Jim. I'm tired; I'm just not up for it now. It's cool, man, don't worry about it, okay?" 


Jim shook his head slowly, reaching for Blair's hand. "No, I'm sorry, Chief, it's not okay. Come on, you make me talk. Just spit it out." 


"Look, I don't want to feel this way, okay?" Blair pulled his hand away, and felt guilty as soon as he realized what it did to Jim. The look in his Sentinel's eyes could only be described as fear. 


In the kitchen, Duncan listened, shutting off the water and drying his hands on a dishtowel when it seemed like things were getting difficult. "What way, Caro? Tell us how you feel," Duncan questioned him gently, coming to the table to stand next to Blair's chair, taking his other hand. "Why don't we all sit down together and talk for a little while, see if we can resolve this problem." Duncan didn't have any idea what the problem was, but he couldn't stand to see Jim so upset, or for Blair to keep anything painful hidden from him. 


When Blair looked like he wanted to refuse, Jim spoke quickly, reaching out to touch Blair's hair for just a brief second. "Please, Blair?" 


Blair sighed heavily, pushing back his chair. "Okay, fine, but I'm warning you ahead of time, I'm not going to make any sense. All it's gonna do is cause trouble." 


"I doubt that, or at least not as much trouble as not talking would cause," Duncan told him kindly, taking a place on the couch, his legs crossed underneath him on the cushion. 


Jim took the opposite corner, leaving Blair no choice but to sit between them. "Talk to us, Blair." 


"Fine, fine, you want me to talk? You want me spew out all the bullshit that I don't even want to feel that's eating my insides today? We can't just let it rest and put it down to Blair's emotional instability?" Blair's angry gaze moved back and forth between them, defensiveness in his quick hand gestures. 


"No," Duncan answered, gently but with conviction. "We can't." He took Blair's hand, his thumb brushing soothingly back and forth across the back. 


"Okay- I'm jealous." Blair spit the word out with a short laugh, shaking his head at the ridiculousness of the situation. 


"Of who?" Duncan and Jim both asked at once, and then they chuckled, shaking their heads at each other across Blair in the middle. 


"Of both of you, that's the especially stupid part, beyond the fact that I have no right to be jealous in the first place. I'm the one that told you two to kiss under the mistletoe. I started the whole thing." Blair's hands raked quickly through his hair, and gesture of frustration both Duncan and Jim were familiar with. 


"Hold on, Caro. I don't think you can take total responsibility for the three of us being together, it was a mutual choice. It's not as though we only did it to please you." Duncan's voice was calm, persuasive. He wasn't alarmed by his lover's confession, it seemed a perfectly logical reaction. 


"I know that! Look, I can see that, Duncan, believe me. You're already almost as protective of him as I am, and for that matter, Jim can't even make a sentence that doesn't have Duncan in it!" Blair's eyes opened wide as his hand flew up to cover his mouth, looking back and forth at the shocked faces of his Sentinel and his mate. "I'm sorry," Blair mumbled, feeling ashamed of himself. His hand dropped slowly from his mouth to fall limply into his lap. "I didn't mean it to come out like that. I think I have some property issues here, and I'm feeling really stupid about it." 


Jim and Duncan both reached out for him at once, Jim's arm going around his Guide's shoulders as Duncan took his hand, pulling it into his lap to hold. 


"So, you're feeling possessive?" Jim offered, already feeling a strong possessiveness growing in answer to his Guide's anxiety. His sense of touch and smell crept up until he was focused intently on his Guide, almost drowning in Blair's physical presence beside him. 


"Yeah, big time, for absolutely no good reason whatsoever." Blair shook his head, angry at himself. 


"You don't have to have a valid reason, Blair. Whatever you feel is valid, whether you have a reason or not. If you don't want all three of us to be together this way, it doesn't have to be. We could go back to the way things were before." Duncan spoke softly, admitting to himself even as he spoke how hard it would be to go back. If it was the only way that Blair could deal with both of them, then he would do it, and even though it made him sorry to think it, he knew Jim would too. There was nothing either or them wouldn't do for Blair. 


"No!" Blair shook his head, whipping his curls back and forth around his shoulders. "That's the really impossible thing. I don't want that, Duncan. Honestly I don't even think it'd be possible, but it's a moot point, 'cause I'd go crazy if we tried to. Look, we can't deny what's happened between us, no matter what. I think I just need some time to deal." 


"Okay, maybe we can do that, just relax and deal with this for a while, talk about it," Jim soothed, the hand at the back of Blair's head moving to stroke through the long curls. Blair's hair had grown long in Seacouver, and now it hung almost two inches past his shoulders. When Jim stretched out a curl in the back, it came down to the center of Blair's spine. 


Blair laughed, sounding like he was finally letting go of some of the tension. "That's totally ironic, man. You're telling me to chill out and talk about my feelings." 


Duncan's laughter was kind. "Yeah, well, somebody has to guide the Guide. Be honest with us, Caro. What is it that bothers you? Is it the idea of Jim and I together without you? Because that doesn't have to happen..." 


"No." Blair shook his head, reaching out to pull Duncan closer, until he had both of them hugging him, a group hug, which he decided he didn't mind being smothered in at all. "I don't want to put any restrictions on this situation. Just give me some time, okay?" 


"Of course it's okay, Caro," Duncan reassured him, pressing his lips to Blair's temple. 


"Why are you two dealing with this better than I am? I always thought I was the open minded one." Blair laughed at himself. 


"Maybe because Mac and I have already worked out our jealousy and possessiveness, Chief. We've been past that for quite a while now." Jim stroked Blair's shoulder as he spoke. 


"Pretty smart, Ellison." Blair elbowed Jim playfully. 


"He's right, Caro. Jim and I have already dealt with feelings of jealousy. But I think it's more than that, I really do. You have a great deal more invested in your relationships with us than we do with each other, at this point at least. What I want you to understand is that you'll always be Jim's Guide, and that I'm not going to try to get in the way of that any more now than I would have before. I'm not going to step on your toes, and nothing that happens between Jim and I is going to change what you are to him. Or, for that matter, what you are to me, which is everything." 


"Oh Duncan... I love you." Blair reached for Duncan, wrapping his arms around his neck to hug him tightly. 


When he pulled back it was to flop back against Jim's side, one arm wrapped around his Sentinel's broad shoulders. "You guys seem to be really comfortable with this whole thing. Can I ask you about it? What you've talked about and what you want and all that?" Blair looked at each of them in turn, and Duncan and Jim traded smiles and hand gestures, trying to offer the other the chance to go first. 


Finally they laughed, and Duncan spoke first. "We haven't really talked about it that much, except to swear to each other that there will never be violence between us. I know that having Jim for a lover as well as a friend makes me happy, that I care about him. I think I'd like things with us to go as they are, to try to share life together." 


"Have you ever done that before? Had a three-way relationship?" Blair asked curiously. He was aware of the effect Duncan's words had on his Sentinel, but he wasn't quite finished with his lover yet. 


"No, I haven't, but I have seen ones that worked. I think what I would like is for us to do what we have all along, to take one day at a time and trust our instincts." 


Blair smiled, reaching up to touch Duncan's face with his fingertips. "That's a good plan, handsome." 


"I think you about covered it, Mac." Jim told him gruffly, a little overcome by Duncan's certainty of his feelings. Realizing that Duncan felt that way about him was quite a revelation. 


"No rules?" Blair asked his Sentinel softly, his eyes sparkling with mischief. 


"No rules, Chief. Well, okay, maybe one rule. Whatever we do at home stays at home, we don't talk about it. I'm not ashamed, but I am realistic, and I've got a career I'd like to try to put back together ahead of me." 


"That's understandable. I don't have any problem with keeping our personal lives discreet, do you, Blair?" Duncan looked to his lover. 


"Are you serious? Hmm, well let's see, I already keep my mouth shut about the small details of you being Immortal and Jim being a Sentinel... do you think I can keep this just between us?" Blair laughed, teasing Duncan. He was so relieved that they were talking things out and it was going smoothly that he felt punchy. 


"Alright, Professor, I'll admit you can keep your mouth shut." Jim smiled, tremendously relieved. He sobered quickly, picking up Blair's hand. "How about you, Chief? You got any kind of ground rules you want to lay down here? Any guidelines?" 


Blair laughed at Jim's unintentional joke, but he shook his head. "Nope, I'm clueless. Duncan's the one with four hundred years life experience. If anybody's in charge of guidelines for this arrangement, it's him." Blair's eyes moved adoringly over his lover's smiling face. 


"Okay, how's this? No secrets, no manipulation, equal time in the middle, and change the sheets every three days." 


Jim threw his head back and laughed until tears came to the corners of his eyes. "That's a plan, Mac." 





"You really do have beautiful feet, Methos. They're in fantastic shape for being five thousand years old," Amanda laughed as she rubbed his toes. 


Methos tossed a handful of bubbles at her, a half-hearted effort because Amanda had turned out to be a master of the foot rub. There were lots of fascinating things he was learning about her, but the most fascinating of them all was that he truly enjoyed her company. She was witty, clever, playful, and compassionate. In a nutshell, she was just what he needed at this particular point in time. 


"You're being quiet. What's on your mind?" Amanda put Methos' foot back under the steamy water and took his hand. "You've got a funny look on your face old me. Spill it." 


"I was thinking about you, actually, about how much I'm enjoying your company." He gave her hand a squeeze and smiled one those of those rare, crinkle-faced smiles at her. 


"Mmm, me too. You can be a lot of fun once you get past all the sarcasm." Then she paused and her features softened, warmth in her eyes. "Seriously Methos, this is good, you and me, like this." She waved her hand back and forth in the space between them. 


"Naked in the bath tub?" He giggled. 


"No. Yes. Oh you know what I mean." Amanda splashed him in frustration. 


"Yes I do, and you're right, this is good." 


"Does that mean you'd consider staying for a few days?" Amanda purred, her hand once again wandering up Methos' leg. 


"Hmm," he sighed as Amanda's clever fingers reminded him of the benefits of having a lover with a thousand years of experience. She'd surprised him more than a couple of times since they'd come back to her hotel suite after Joe's Christmas party. "Actually, I had planned on staying in Seacouver for a while." 


"I know, you want to keep an eye on Duncan. But why? What's your agenda here?" She asked nicely enough, not in the least bit accusatory. 


This was actually the first time they'd had to talk. Up until this bath they had been too busy trying to kill each other with pleasure to stop and chat. Now Methos realized he could have a good friend in Amanda, as well as a delightful lover. He didn't think he could trust Amanda, much, but then he didn't really trust anyone. Maybe it would be to his advantage to bring her in on his mission to find out the truth about Mac's somewhat bizarre relationship. Well, bizarre for MacLeod anyway. 


"Don't you think the three of them are a bit close?" He tossed Amanda a crumb and watched her gobble it up. 


"Now that you mention it," her eyes were glowing with mischief. "Blair and Jim did seem to be very intimate in the way that they dealt with each other. Stop toying with me, Methos, just fill me in. I know you know something, I can see it in your eyes." 


Methos laughed and pulled her warm, wet body closer in the tub. "Why should I trust you?" He asked quietly, nibbling her silky shoulder while he spoke. 


"Mmm, good question. Are you serious, or is this just more foreplay?" She shivered as Methos ran his teeth across the top of her shoulder. 


He pulled back, looking at her. "If I was serious, would you take me seriously?" 


"What a strange question." She tilted her head to side, trying to figure out what sort of thoughts were going on in Methos' brain. "Yes, I'll take you seriously." 


"There is more going on with Duncan, Jim, and Blair, but I need to know you can actually keep your mouth shut about this." He gave Amanda one of his classic "I'm serious as shit" looks. 


Amanda answered him with no hesitation. "I won't tell a soul." Then she added, "Look Methos, we both know that there's nothing that I can say that will make you believe you can trust me. It's a choice you have to make. Even though it will drive me insane, I'll even back off and wait for you tell me. No pressure, no sneaking, no bullshit." 


He knew she was right, whether he decided to trust her with this or not was his decision, so he made it. Sighing heavily and pulling the plug on the tub he stood up and grabbed a couple of towels. "Come on, I'll tell you all about it once we've dried off and ordered room service." 





"I can't believe it's only eight o'clock. It feels so much later." Blair stretched, throwing his arms over the back of the couch. 


Jim yawned, nodding in agreement. "I'm tired too." 


"Yeah, but it's a good tired. I love Christmas vacation," Blair sighed contentedly and let himself slump against Duncan. 


Duncan leaned down to kiss his lover, pushing him gently back to Jim when he'd had a thorough sampling of Blair's soft lips. "I'm going to leave you two lazy bones on the couch for an hour." 


"Kata?" Blair asked, admiring the fluid motion of Duncan rising from his sprawl. 


"My body needs it," Duncan confirmed. 


"Your body looks just fine, handsome." Blair leered at Duncan. 


"Thanks, but I think you're a bit biased. Later." He waved happily as he left Jim's apartment, heading upstairs to change for his workout. 


Blair stretched out into the available space Duncan had left, raising his eyebrows at Jim. "So, big guy, what do you want to do? Turn on the news? This is good, but you need to be a lot closer." 


Jim pounced. With a remarkable resemblance to the grace and speed of his animal spirit, he stretched his body out over his Guide's, covering him completely. 


"Better?" Jim whispered, his voice already husky. 


"Oh yeah, incredible." Blair smiled up at him, a look of perfect contentment on his face. He squirmed and shifted under the larger man until he was comfortable, settling Jim's legs between his own so that he could wrap his calves around Jim's, holding him down on top of him. 


Jim closed his eyes, inhaling slowly, feeling something he could only describe as euphoria spread through him as he filled himself up with Blair, all his senses reaching for his Guide. "You smell wonderful." 


"Mmm." Blair hummed quietly in agreement, too happy to talk. 


They stayed like that for a long time, doing nothing but lying still and soaking up each other's presence; Blair's arms wrapped loosely around Jim's neck, holding the larger man to his whole body. 


"We're breathing together," Jim's whisper was hushed, a sense of awe in his brief report. "Heartbeats, too. Pulse, everything. Blair?" 


"What is it, Jim?" 


"Can I make love to you?" 


"You mean, like, intercourse? You want to, you're sure?" Blair's voice betrayed his surprise as wide-open blue eyes searched Jim's features. 


"I think so. No, I'd like to, very much. I'm sure." Jim's voice was deeper. He shifted his hand's position against the edge of the cushion and the back of the couch to brace his weight more comfortably. He lowered himself slowly to press into Blair, groaning quietly when their hard cocks found each other, molding against each other through their clothes. 


"Okay." Blair smiled, ducking his head to nuzzle the hollow of Jim's throat. He was overcome with a moment of intense shyness. It seemed overwhelming to think about what it would feel like to be bonded with Jim so completely, to let him inside his body. 


"Are you sure? I mean, if you don't want to, it's okay." Jim was looking at him uncertainly, very obviously insecure about the entire idea. 


"Oh no, I mean, yes. I'm totally sure." Blair beamed at his Sentinel, and then he laughed, ducking his head. "This is silly, I just, I feel... shy. Incredibly shy. Just give me a minute, let me relax, we'll be fine, Jim, we'll be just fine, I promise." 


"I trust you, buddy. How about if we take more than a minute, huh? Let's take this nice and slow, we can take all night." 


"Oh man, Jim, I swear to God..." Blair didn't have any idea what he was trying to say. He only knew that when Jim talked to him that way, in that half whisper, half growl that was the most intimate, sexual thing he'd ever heard, every single thought went right out of his head. 


Jim groaned a soft agreement as he moved subtly against Blair's body, shifting back and forth a little to revel in the contact. "You feel, so good, just your skin, the way your body feels against me," Jim whispered raggedly, rubbing his cheek over his Guide's neck. "I wish I knew how to explain. It's so good, Blair, it just feels so right." 


"Mmm, yeah, it is." Blair had his hands under Jim's shirt, his palms moving slowly over the muscular back, squeezing hard and then manipulating the muscles very gently. Blair watched his Sentinel, trying to catalogue everything while his brain still retained the ability to function. Jim's eyes were closed, his head cocked slightly to the right in the listening angle he knew so well. Blair whispered, in case Jim has his hearing turned all the way up. "When did our heartbeats synchronize?" 


Before Jim could answer Blair's head came up to steal a kiss, opening his mouth under Jim's in invitation. Jim's tongue pushed into his mouth, one big hand holding the back of his head, prolonging the kiss when Blair would have pulled away. When he had touched every inch of the interior of Blair's mouth with his tongue, Jim released him, remembering his Guide's question as Blair's head fell back against the couch. 


"Um, almost as soon as I laid down on top of you." 


"Pulse too? Respiration?" Blair whispered, his hands finally moving down to squeeze the muscular cheeks, grinding himself into Jim's hard cock. 


"Yeah." Jim moaned, his breath coming in tight gasps. "You takin' notes, Chief?" 


Jim freed his hand from Blair's curls to reach between them, his palm sliding back and forth to trace the outline of the prominent bulge in his jeans. 


"Yeah." Blair's laugher was hoarse with need as he pushed himself up into Jim's hand. 


Jim shoved his face into his Guide's hair, inhaling deeply at the back of his neck. "God, I love this stuff. I can't believe I ever gave you a hard time about it. Can I take it back? Can I tell you how I've been in love with it for the last four years?" Jim stopped when he realized his voice was breaking. 


Blair's arms moved to wrap around his waist, squeezing hard. "Really?" 


"Yeah. Blair... I'm so sorry. I treated you so badly, I know I did. I was afraid to let you get too close. I think I was afraid that I wouldn't know how to deal with this, and now I don't even know why it made me angry. It just makes sense, the way it feels to hold you, the way you smell, everything. I'm not ashamed of this, Blair. I'm ashamed of the way I acted for the first four years." 


"Shh, it's okay, it doesn't matter," Blair tried to reassure him, his hands pushing Jim's sweater up to stroke his back, one hand moving up to the back of his head. 


"No, it does, it matters to me. All that time I wasted, when it could have been this simple. Do you think it could have been like this from the start? Tell me honestly, Blair, I want to know." 


Jim listened to Blair swallow, licking his lips before he spoke. "You can't count the variables. That's asking what it would have been like if you had been somebody else. I don't know... It wouldn't have been like this, it would have been different. I've changed; I'm coming to you with a different perspective. Yes, I would have been very willing to sleep with you from the first night I spent in the loft, but no, it wouldn't have been like this. That's the best answer I can give you, big guy." 


Jim sighed in relief. "I can live with that. Thank you." 


Blair smiled up at him brilliantly. "You're welcome." 


"Your arms are going to give out eventually, why don't we move to the bed?" Blair breathed into Jim's ear, watching him shiver before reaching up to suck the earlobe into his mouth. 


"Mmm, definitely. Good idea." Jim pushed himself back up onto his knees, sliding off the couch and reaching for Blair's hands. Pulling Blair effortlessly to his feet, Jim removed the first layer of flannel off his arms before he let Blair go. He was still wearing the four layers from his trip to the library. Moving them slowly across the room, Jim managed to struggle off the thinner second flannel and thermal undershirt while sucking on Blair's neck. His Guide was panting, twisting this way and that to try to help in the battle with his layers as he stumbled backwards towards the bed. 


Blair took his t-shirt off himself, stripping quickly out of his socks and jeans next to the bed. Kneeling on the mattress, he reached for Jim, catching him by the belt loops to pull him close. Unbuttoning the chinos he drew the zipper down slowly, smiling radiantly up at his Sentinel. Jim was watching him with eyes dilated to black pools, standing perfectly still under his touch. 


"You are so incredible. Get your clothes off. Come here." Blair moved back on the bed to make room for him while Jim kicked off his pants, leaving them with his shirt and his jockeys on the floor next to the bed. 


Blair moved quickly, his hands reaching for Jim's shoulders to draw him down on top of him again. 


"You don't mind me being so much bigger? I'm not too heavy? I wouldn't mind if you wanted to be on top..." Jim whispered in his Guide's ear, aware of the fact that he wasn't the least bit uncomfortable or embarrassed in bed with Blair. He was happy. Joyously, incredibly happy. Being naked in bed with Blair felt like the very best thing in the world, it felt familiar and safe and electric and addictive all at once. Jim thought that they could just roll around on the bed and kiss all night and he'd be more satisfied than he'd ever been with anyone else. 


"Oh no, I love the way you feel on top of me. Don't leave." Blair shifted underneath him to bring their cocks together, pushing slowly over Jim's hard length. "Mm, oh God doesn't feel incredible? Ah, Jim." 


"Yeah, oh yeah. Blair..." Jim inhaled a huge breath, taking in the smell of Blair's arousal until he was swimming in a fog of lust. 


"Easy, nice and slow, remember? I don't want to lose you tonight." Blair murmured softly, his hands coming up to stroke Jim's face, guiding him down to his lips to kiss him passionately. 


Just as Blair's tongue pushed into his mouth, Jim became conscious of the sound of Mac's familiar footsteps in the hallway. He pushed himself up on his arms, alerting his Guide to Duncan's return. The door opened, and Duncan's eyes moved quickly around the room, searching for them. When his gaze reached the bed, he smiled, and began to retrace his steps backwards to the door. 


"Duncan, wait," Jim and Blair spoke in unison, laughing when they realized what they had done. 


"Don't leave. Join us." Blair raised one hand to beckon Duncan to the bed as Jim rolled to Blair's left side, leaving the larger space open for him. 


"Are you sure? I was going to give you two some time alone together..." Duncan grinned at them uncertainly, a lopsided, affectionate smile as he cocked his head to the side, studying them with interest. 


"Are we?" Blair asked his partner, kissing Jim's chest, sucking the soft skin into his mouth. 


Jim thought immediately of the night before and the strong bond he'd felt, holding Duncan in his arms as Blair entered him. "No, Mac, don't go. Come over here, lay down with us. Did you have a good workout?" 


"Yeah, great, actually. Thanks." Duncan nodded, smiling as he came to stand on Jim's side of the bed. His muscles were pumped and hard from the long kata, and his skin shone with sweat. "You two look very yummy." Duncan leered, his gaze moving slowly over their taut bodies. "But I stink like a horse, let me take a shower first." 


"Hurry up." Jim told him, grinning up at Duncan when he chuckled in agreement. 


"I will." 


Duncan disappeared into Jim's bathroom, the sound of the shower spray following almost immediately. Jim found himself tuning in to Duncan, listening to him take off his clothes and step under the water, remembering the way they'd woken up together. 


"You with me, partner?" Blair's gentle mumble broke painlessly into his concentration, as his hands came up to touch his face. 


"Yeah, now, definitely. I was just listening to him getting into the shower." 


"That's cool." Blair gave his Sentinel a brilliant smile, pulling his face towards him for a long, exploratory kiss. 


When they finally parted, tongues moving reluctantly back into their own mouths, Jim shifted on his side, sliding down about a foot before resettling against Blair, half covering him with his body. Blair sighed, wrapping his arm around Jim's shoulders. Jim's mouth covered the center of his Guide's chest, his lips slowly mapping the bones, following the contours of muscles and breastplate. Blair lay totally relaxed beneath him, sighing and groaning quietly in completely abandoned pleasure. 


For the first time, Jim had the thought that having sex with his Guide was a totally spiritual experience, and it seemed as though a little piece of the puzzle clicked into place. He came to rest where he'd started his exploration, in the center of Blair's chest, his cheek fit comfortably into the hollow at the top of his ribcage. 


The silence was soft, thick with the sound of their matched breath, and the soothing sound of water on tile from the bathroom. They lay perfectly still for several minutes, communicating through touch. Blair's hand came up to cover Jim's cheek with his palm, holding his head against his chest. 


For Jim, it was the touch that broke down all the barriers. He felt as if the floodgates had been opened, and love and protection washed over him, enveloping him in safety and comfort. It was totally unlike any other gesture of affection, any touch he'd ever experienced. The way Blair's warm hand fit to his cheek and the curve of his jaw, holding him against his chest, where his heartbeat lulled him into a state of peace so perfect that tears came to his eyes. 


"Me too, Jim," Blair whispered, very quietly. 


"What, Chief?" Jim's lips moved over Blair's skin, his cheek rubbing lightly back and forth over the silky hairs. 


"It's perfect, now. I can feel your peace. I can feel your spirit inside me." 


Jim turned his face into his Guide's chest, wet now from the tears leaking from the corners of his eyes. When he could take a slow, steady breath, he whispered back, "Your strength," knowing Blair would understand that he felt it too. 


Blair moved slowly, turning towards Jim to wrap his arms and legs around his Sentinel's curled body, pressing hot, moist kisses to his temples. They both heard the shower shut off, and moved slowly to find each other's lips, sealing their mouths together. The simple act communicating more than either of them would be able to with words. 


Duncan came to them naked, his footsteps almost silent, even to Jim's sensitive ears. He stopped next to the bed on Jim's side, a tender expression of approval in his dark eyes. His gaze moved slowly over their intertwined bodies, the smooth definition of muscle and the graceful curves of their bodies. They looked as if they were touching at every point they possibly could, skin pressed to skin, Blair's upper body curved around Jim's shoulders, the larger man's head tucked into the side of his neck. He could almost feel the connection between them, the energy radiating in the stillness of their bodies, the completeness of their joining. 


"Make room for Duncan," Blair whispered, nudging Jim over a little to make room on the bed. 


Jim rumbled a happy sound of assent against his chest, and pulled Blair with him when he moved. 


"No, don't. You're too beautiful to interrupt. Just stay like that, you both look so happy. I just want to sit here with you and watch you make love. Is that all right?" Duncan's voice was hushed, conscious of the peaceful silence that seemed to fill the room. 


Jim looked up at him over Blair's shoulder, his eyes bright and crinkled, his expression more relaxed and open than Duncan had ever seen it. 


"I think that would be wonderful, Mac. Stay with us." 


Duncan murmured agreement, settling at the foot of the bed, his legs folded beneath him. He sat still, feeling his cock swell to fullness as Jim moved slowly down Blair's body, licking him with long strokes of his tongue and rubbing his cheek slowly over Blair's skin. His lover was humming deep in his chest, his hands holding the back of Jim's head. 


In all his four hundred years, Duncan had never seen two people so attuned to each other. He watched in awe as Jim worshipped Blair with his body, the strokes of his tongue across Blair's skin seemed to be a blessing, or a supplication. There was such reverence in their touches... 


Duncan sat stock still, holding his breath as he watched Blair move under Jim's tongue, his hum growing louder. As Jim slid lower and lower down Blair's body, Duncan sympathized with Blair's growing urgency. His pitch rose as he writhed under Jim's strong hands. 


Duncan's hand moved slowly to encircle his hard shaft, holding himself without moving as Jim's mouth closed over the flushed, slick head of his lover's cock, his hands holding the narrow hips up to his mouth. 


"Jim. Yours, all yours, man. Ahh." Blair's back arched high off the sheets as he moaned, his hands groping for Jim's shoulders. 


Duncan felt a shiver run up his spine as he watched them meld together, Blair's body curving sharply under Jim to push all the way into his mouth, his legs coming up to wrap around Jim's thighs. What he was witnessing was so profoundly intimate that for a moment he thought that he should leave them. He was sure that neither of them was at all aware of his presence on the bed with them at this moment. He could slip off and let them have this magic alone. Jim's hand stopped him before he could move, one strong hand reaching behind him to grasp Duncan's wrist firmly, pushing his hand down on the bed. 


Duncan's other hand tightened around his cock, feeling the hard grip of Jim's fingers spanning his wrist with his whole body. The touch made him tingle with excitement, enflamed by Blair's groans of ecstasy. Duncan stroked his cock slowly, not moving when Jim's hand released his wrist to return to Blair's hips, supporting his weight as his Guide began to writhe in helpless pleasure. 


"Oh my God, that's so good... I have to move, I have to feel you. Mmm, Oh yeah, more." 


Duncan found himself awed by Jim's total surrender to Blair's penetration, his body curved over Blair protectively, one arm under his back, supporting his movements. His head was tucked in to take the hard cock as deeply into his throat as Blair pushed. Duncan watched, enthralled, as Blair's hips arched high off the bed, pushing himself hard against the lips that stretched to receive him. He buried himself in Jim's mouth, until Duncan could see the pressure against the muscles in Jim's neck as Jim's face was pressed tightly to Blair's groin. One of Blair's hands curved around the back of his neck, holding him there. 


Duncan wasn't able to surpress the groan of vicarious pleasure, his memory supplying the sensation of Jim's hot mouth sealed around his cock. Blair's eyes were tightly closed, his breath coming in loud, labored gasps as he thrust steadily into Jim's throat, a hot flush spreading over his neck and the top of his chest. 


Blair's moans turned into howls and sobs as his body jerked violently under Jim's, his hands digging into strong shoulders. He came with his head thrown back, shuddering and thrusting into Jim's slack mouth. Jim's arms wrapped tightly around Blair's waist, gripping his Guide with bruising force as he swallowed, his Adam's apple bobbing in his throat. Instead of releasing him, Jim drew Blair's cock back into his mouth, nuzzling into Blair's groin, groaning deep in his chest. Blair curled around him, his body still shaking with the aftershocks of his orgasm. 


Jim's hands stroked Blair's back and sides lightly, calming him. Slowly, Jim pulled his mouth from Blair's cock. As he did, they let out a soft sigh of contentment, both of them exhaling together. Jim brought his face up to Blair's and they held still, staring into each other's eyes for long minutes. 


Duncan felt the silent communication that was going on between them, but he wasn't sure of the meaning. He watched as Jim took a limp but lucid Blair in his arms and turned the smaller man onto his stomach. 


"I love you," Blair whispered, flattening himself against the sheets, his cheek pressed to the bed, his hair falling over his face. 


Jim stretched out on top of him, his arms reaching out to cover Blair's, spread out towards the edges of the bed. Jim's mouth pushed the long curls out of his way until he found skin, biting and sucking at the back of Blair's neck. 


Blair groaned quietly, a sound of acknowledgment and assent. Duncan imagined the suction of Jim's mouth and the dark welt he would leave, as he pumped his cock hard in his palm. Jim was thrusting against the lithe body beneath him, his muscular ass cheeks clenching as he dragged his cock up and down over Blair's flesh, his hips rocking slowly against his lover trapped beneath him. 


"Yeah, oh yeah. Oh God, Jim, that feels so good. Mmm, lube? Duncan? Could you help?" Blair mumbled, his head twisted sideways against the sheets. 


"Yeah, of course, I'd be glad to," Duncan answered after a moment, clearing his throat. He moved off the bed to go around to the nightstand on the other side, finding the tube of lubricant and bringing it back with him to his place at the corner of the mattress. Opening the plastic cap, he squeezed a large dollop of the jelly into his palm, warming it before moving up to kneel next to Jim. 


"I'm afraid I'm going to hurt him." Jim whispered, his eyes searching Duncan's, asking for reassurance. 


"Don't be, you won't. Duncan's hand moved between them, stroking Jim's stiff cock slowly, making sure to spread a thick coating of the slick lube over his skin. "Just enter him as slowly as you can, relax, let him guide you." Duncan's deep voice was calm and steady in the silence, his other hand reaching for Jim's neck to pull him in for a gentle kiss. Jim groaned over his mouth, his tongue reaching to taste him before he pulled away, laying down over his Guide once more. 


"Ahh, Jim," Blair moaned softly, arching back against the warm press of Jim's chest and stomach on top of him. He was totally relaxed, his cock gradually growing full again as Jim slid slowly between his cheeks, the feeling of his hot, hard cock against his skin spreading fire over his sensitized nerves. 


"I want to be part of you," Jim whispered in his ear, his mouth searching out the place at the base of his neck where he would shake with uncontrollable pleasure when bitten. 


"Oh man, yeah, oh Jim, please," Blair cried out, arching beneath him. 


Jim's hand moved to guide his slick cock against Blair's hole, holding himself there for a moment, trying to get a measure of control on his senses before he pushed inside him. 


"Nice and slow, mmm, oh God." Blair sighed, his cock grinding slowly against the mattress. Hot pulses of pleasure were shooting over his nerves, his blood beating hard in his veins. Blair inhaled a great, gasping breath, exhaling in a controlled rush as Jim angled his cock against the entrance to his body. He waited, totally relaxed, his toes curling in expectation of the satisfaction to come. Suddenly, a feeling of dread spread through him, a sickening pit forming deep in his stomach. His cock trembled and faltered, as he felt Jim stiffen on top of him. A cold chill ran through him. Out of nowhere, he was suddenly afraid, his whole body denying the penetration that was about to happen. 


"Blair... I can't." Blair felt Jim's shudder as if it went straight from his Sentinel's body into his own, and he struggled to roll over onto his back beneath him, his arms reaching up to wrap around Jim's wide shoulders. 


"I know, me too. It's okay, shhh, it's okay. I don't know. Why does it feel like that? Scary, bad, just like, total instinctual imperative, going no, don't do that. You feel it too, huh? Okay, it's okay, we'll figure it out. Come on, calm down, everything's okay, you didn't do anything wrong, Jim, I promise. It's alright." 


Blair wrapped himself around his trembling partner, his hands holding Jim's head possessively to his shoulder. "It's all right, it's my fault, I'm sorry. I don't think we were ready for that, big guy, it's okay." 


Jim took a deep, unsteady breath, nodding against Blair's warm skin. "I just couldn't, it was wrong. I don't know why. I'm sorry, I wanted to..." 


"Duncan? Come here?" Blair asked softly, raising his head to meet his lover's worried eyes over Jim in his arms. 


Duncan moved quickly, crawling around them to lay down on Jim's other side, enfolding the larger man in his embrace. 


"Thank you." Jim whispered from his place between them, pushing his face into Blair's chest. His muscles finally relaxed, grateful for Duncan's comforting bulk against his back. 


"Shh, just relax," Duncan murmured, reaching to press his lips to Jim's cheek. He hugged him hard, smiling reassurance to his lover over Jim's shoulder. 


"I'm a little confused, but I think maybe we sorta overloaded on the intensity there. Are you okay?" Blair's hand pushed Jim's head back gently from his chest to look at him, concern in his wide blue eyes. 


"Yeah, I'm sorry. I don't know what happened. I guess that makes sense, overload," Jim answered him, shaking off the last of the shivers. "I'm okay." 


"Good," Duncan whispered, but he didn't let go, his hands reaching for Blair to pull them both even closer. 


Blair's fingertips stroked soothingly up and down Jim's arm, moving over his shoulders and back down again, tracing the lines and curves of his muscles. He was exhausted, and despite his reassurances to his Sentinel, he was disturbed by his body's violent rejection of the act of love they'd almost completed. It was upsetting, and unsettling, as well. He wanted to give his body to Jim, wanted to bond with him, with his body and his spirit, but it seemed that they weren't ready for that particular journey. Blair worried about what effect this failure between them would have on his Sentinel. Jim was breathing deeply, relaxed and sleepy and heavy on his chest. 


"Are you okay, Caro?" Duncan's gentle voice broke the silence, and Jim's eyes drifted open again, his head craned back to look up at his Guide. 


"Yeah, thanks. I'm okay, just trying to work it out in my head. I feel, I don't know, just confused I guess. Off kilter." 


Jim's arm came up to slip under his, his hand sliding under him to spread out over his shoulder blade. It was reassuring, the way Jim tried to support him and protect him even in his sleep. 


"Sleep well, I love you," Blair whispered, barely making any sound at all. Jim smiled, and rubbed his face against his chest. 


Duncan's arm stretched out to touch Blair's face, two fingers rubbing gently at his temple. "Don't worry, love. Everything will be all right." 


"That's what you always say." Blair voice expressed his pleasure, a smile spreading slowly over his tense features. 


"I know, and I'm always right. Don't fret, Caro, you'll work it out." 


"Yeah, you're right, I don't know, I just hate feeling clueless. Shaman insecurity." Blair laughed quietly, his fingers squeezing Duncan's back when his lover found his hand in the dark. They drifted off to sleep with Jim held securely between them, their fingers intertwined over his chest. 





Part 34 


By Zen&nancy 





Blair was settled comfortably on the couch, his laptop lying on the cushion next to him. The screen was closed, but the power cord plugged in just in case he decided to work on something. There was a pot of tea keeping hot under a cozy, and a plate of oatmeal cookies within reach on the coffee table. His new video game machine was on the floor under the table, the cord for the controller stretched across the rug. Blair poured himself another cup of tea, and settled himself back into the corner of the couch. This was the life... playing Tekken before noon on a weekday. 


"Man, do I love Christmas vacation!" He exclaimed to the empty loft as he picked up the playstation controller. 


Duncan and Jim had left after breakfast to go shopping for a new gun for Jim. He was going to start working on the Seacouver P.D. next week, and he needed a new gun. Jim had even mentioned getting a new back up. Blair had been enthusiastic about the idea of a new backup, he wanted the little .38 that Jim has almost blown his head off with to stay exactly where it was, forgotten and wrapped in an old sweatshirt in the back of his closet. Duncan had agreed, saying it would be good to "start fresh". 


Blair wanted no part in the gun shopping, it seemed a long, boring way to waste a day, watching Jim debate carefully over a dozen different weapons. Instead he'd decided to make a large pot of tea and take advantage of the time with the loft to himself to try out his new playstation games. He was still extremely apprehensive about Jim being a cop again, and the distraction of the fantasy fighting game was welcome. 


Blair was a long way from convinced that Jim was ready to take up Sentinel duty for the entire city of Seacouver without him. Neither was he looking forward to being drawn back into the world of police work. Even without the observer status, Blair knew that it was unavoidable. Where Jim was, he would be, and what Jim felt and experienced, he would share a part of. Blair had spent a good amount of time lately questioning whether his aversion to the idea of Jim going back on the force was out of concern for his Sentinel's safety, or his own distaste with the stress and the ugliness of Jim's world. 


Three hard raps against the elevator shaft startled Blair in the middle of a fighting match, and he quickly put his game on pause before his computer opponent could get in another hit. Getting up, he trotted to the lift, called down, "Who is it?" 


"Adam Pierson. May I come up?" 


Blair unlocked the lift and sent it down, "Sure, c'mon up, but Duncan isn't here. He's out with Jim," Blair finished as the elevator came to a stop. Adam was inside, a slight smile hovering on his face. 


"Hi. Duncan's not here?" Adam looked around the loft uncertainly, making no move to enter. 


"No, they went shopping. C'mon in, though. Duncan and Jim should be back in an hour or two, you're welcome to wait for him." 


"Um, alright." Adam nodded gravely, following Blair into the loft. 


Blair told himself sternly not to be nervous, that there was no reason to be insecure around Adam. Maybe if he could get the guy talking he would be able to get some sort of clear picture of him, and stop feeling so off-kilter in Adam's company. 


"You were playing Tekken?" 


Blair went into the kitchen, motioning Adam to take a seat. "Yeah, you know, house to myself and all. Can I offer you a cup of tea?" 


"Thanks, that would be good. It must be a rare occasion." 


Blair laughed, finding that he didn't have to try to cover up any annoyance over Adam's blatant observation about their living situation, maybe he was getting used to him. Duncan had promised that he would. 


"Actually, they both spend a lot of time downstairs, in the dojo, so I do get the occasional hour to myself, but yeah, it's still rare enough to be appreciated." Blair smiled, coming back from the kitchen with a mug to pour Adam a cup of tea. 


"So are you enjoying yours?" Blair asked, nodding to the play station. 


Adam blushed very slightly, shaking his head. "You know, I haven't had time to hook it up yet." 


"Want to play?" Blair offered Adam the second controller, hitting the reset button when it was accepted. "Pick your player." 


"I'll take Yoshimitsu, he looks like a strong fighter." Adam smiled, pressing the "b" button on his controller to select the character as Blair instructed. 


"According to the manual, you're a ninja from outer space, also the head of a world theft ring that steals only from people who profit from dishonest activities." Blair read the short description of the half mechanical half human ninja to Adam, laughing at his reaction. 


"I'm a ninja Robin Hood?" 


"Could be worse. I'm a "hot blooded American fighter." Blair grinned at his opponent widely, resettling on the couch with one leg folded underneath him to play. 


Blair won the first several rounds, but once Methos got the hang of the game they were more evenly matched. After his second win, Methos tossed his controller down, raising his arm over his head for a long stretch. 


"That is extremely enjoyable. Thank you." 


"Thank you, it's a lot more fun to play with someone else than just against the computer." 


"You should make Duncan play, tell him it's good practice." 


It took a second for Blair to get the joke, but when he did, he laughed hard, falling back against the couch. 


"You don't fight much, do you?" Blair asked seriously, when he'd regained his composure. 


Adam didn't look surprised by his question. He shrugged, looking around the loft. "I fight as little as possible." 


"Is that why you've survived so long?" Blair leaned forward to pour them each a last cup of tea. 


Lines creased the thin skin around Adam's eyes as he squinted at Blair, his expression unreadable. "And how old do you think I am, Blair?" 


Blair shook his head, annoyed with himself for asking the wrong question. He'd obviously put the canny Adam on the defensive. He was touchy; Blair decided that he would have to be even more careful extracting information from Adam than he was with Jim. 


"I have no idea. Honestly, Duncan's never said. He hasn't really told me anything about you, no stories, no historical facts. He pretty much made it clear that he'd given you his word, and that telling me about you would be breaking it, so I don't have any data to formulate an opinion with. I think you're older than Duncan, though, by a lot. Maybe hundreds of years." 


Blair watched Adam considering his answer, trying to find some sort of reaction in the unreadable hazel eyes. Finally, Adam reached for his tea, leaning back into his corner of the couch, one leg crossed on his thigh. "I am older than you could conceivably imagine, even a student of anthropology, and that is information that it displeases me to reveal to anyone, so it would be a very good idea to keep it entirely to yourself." 


"I know how to keep a secret." Blair assured him confidently, getting the feeling that Adam had given him a straight answer not so much because he wanted to, but because he saw it as an inevitability that Blair would learn more about him. 


"Until that secret becomes a dissertation and that makes you famous in your field." 


"Famous is a major exaggeration. It laid the foundation for what I hope will be a decent reputation, which is a hell of a lot more than my teacher got." 


"Yes, Burton, they did laugh at him, didn't they?" 


"He was ridiculed to the point of being made a laughing stock. These days the entire body of his work is virtually forgotten. I hope that what Jim and I were able to document together may return some credibility to his studies." Blair cocked his head at Adam, a wary expression coming over his features. "You read it, didn't you?" 


"Yes, actually, I did." Adam didn't look in the least uncomfortable, but Blair thought that he might have surprised him. 


"Why?" Blair wasn't sure if he was upset, flattered, or just plain flabbergasted. He was able to count on one hand the number of people outside his colleagues and professors at Rainier who has read his dissertation. Jim wasn't even one of them, although Duncan was. 


"Well, let's just say I make it my business to understand the people who get close to MacLeod. Sometimes he needs a bit of looking after." 


"Okay. I guess. Did I pass?" Blair faced Adam directly, feeling a great deal more confident now that they'd gotten the real issue out on the table. 


"Mac's romantic choices aren't my responsibility. I was just... curious." 


Blair thought about that for a moment, and took a chance with his next question. "Do you always do background checks on Mac's new lovers?" 


"As I said, I make it my business to know who his friends are. However, jealousy is not my prime motivating factor. You don't have to worry about it, Blair, I'm not going to try and take him away from you." 


"That's good. I wouldn't let you, anyway. I'm going to love Duncan for as long as I possibly can, every year I get." 


Methos smiled, nodding solemnly in agreement. "I hope it will be a long time." 


"Thanks. Can I ask you how you met Duncan? How long you guys go back? 


Adam frowned, shrugging his shoulders. "Not very long at all. Four years, or thereabouts. I think it's fair to say we met by mistake. Duncan was looking for someone, and I decided to let him find me instead. He was fighting an Immortal named Kalas, who killed a very close friend of mine. He killed one of Duncan's oldest friends, as well, but Mac won the final confrontation." 


"He took his head?" 


"Yes." Methos picked up his controller and set it on the coffee table, obviously ready to change the subject. Blair decided that they had talked about Immortals enough, perhaps it was time to see if Adam would be as willing to talk about Sentinels. 


"When we met, you gave me reason to believe that you've had personal experiences with Sentinels. I'd really like to ask you about that..." 


"Yes, I'm sure you would." There was a mischievous gleam in Adam's eyes, but finally, he relented. "What is it that you want to know? You've already written the handbook on the everyday care and feeding of a modern Sentinel, haven't you?" 


Blair made himself laugh, refusing to take offense. Adam was prickly; he was beginning to see what Duncan meant when he said that. In order to learn anything from him one had to take the risk of getting pricked by those thorns, and possibly, it wasn't an entirely unfriendly process after all. Adam's gift for verbal sparring reminded him of some of his own defense mechanisms. 


"I've spent the last five years of my life trying to study him, yes, but it's entirely possible that you've spent whole lifetimes with Sentinels in different cultures, that you have knowledge of Sentinels that I'll never get from any other source." 


"That's true. Well, we'll have to talk about that sometime, won't we?" Adam gave him an innocent smile, light eyes laughing at Blair's frustration. 


"Okay, sometime would be good. Today would be better, but if you're going to stick around for awhile I guess I can live with sometime." 


Adam shrugged, noncommittally. "I may, for awhile." 


"I know that would make Duncan happy, he really values your friendship, Adam." 


Blair wasn't surprised when his guest frowned, looking quickly away. "It's been tested a great deal of late. I suppose we'll have to see what's left." His tone of voice implied that he might not have much faith in what had been there in the first place. 


"I'm sure there's something left," Blair told him softly, getting up to take the teapot and their empty cups into the kitchen, to leave in the sink. 


While he was there, Adam took the CD they'd been playing out of the player, choosing another from the stack of plastic cases. "Can we play this Odd world next? It looks really interesting." 


"Oh yeah, it's great, man, really wicked. Pop it in, I'll be right there." 





"Have you decided yet?" Duncan came up to Jim at the counter, smiling at his negative shake of the head. 


"No, I'm still not sure." Jim turned back to the man at the counter. "Could I see the Ruger again please, sir?" 


"Sure, no problem." The man flipped through his ring of small keys, walking a few cases down to unlock the one he wanted. 


"I'm sorry, Mac. I'll make up my mind soon." Jim smiled apologetically at Duncan, who had been incredibly patient with his careful deliberation, helping him weigh the merits and possible faults of each weapon. 


"Don't worry about it, we can spend all day here if you need to, we don't have to do anything else. So long as you get something you're satisfied with." 


"Good advice." Jim's lips quirked into a conspiratorial little half smile, and Duncan grinned back, checking the urge to throw his arm around Jim's shoulder. The gun store probably wasn't the smartest place to display his affection. 


Jim took a long time looking at the Ruger, asking the gunsmith several questions about the stock and ammunition choices. He held the gun, pointed politely down towards the counter, squatting down to sight down the barrel. 


"If you'd like to shoot it before you buy, there's a range in the back." The gun dealer raised his eyebrows at them, waiting patiently until Jim finally shook his head. "No, I've decided. I'll take the Smith and Wesson .45, the law enforcement issue. Three boxes of regulation shells, also. Here's my Concealed Weapons Permit and my Cascade P.D. identification card. Is there anything else you need?" 


"I'll need proof of residency in the state, and there's a twenty four hour waiting period. You can pay for it today and we'll call you when the check comes back. Should be by four p.m. tomorrow." 


"That'll be fine." Jim handed over his new Seacouver driver's license and his credit card, waiting while the gun dealer filled out the paper work. Duncan was at the front of the store, talking to a young man behind the counter there. Jim saw him smile at the clerk, leaning over to speak near his ear, and wondered what he was up to. He was about to give in to the temptation to listen in and find out when the man behind the counter came back with the paperwork to be completed, offering him a pen. 


"Here to go, buddy. Excellent choice. You just coming on the force here?" 


"Yes sir, next Monday. I worked as a detective in Cascade for several years." 


"Well we're damn glad you to have you, and glad to have your business. Here's your credit card back, Mr. Ellison. Give me just a moment and we'll have you a receipt to sign." 


"Thank you, I'm very happy with it, good price, too." Jim was happy, he was very excited about his new weapon, almost in spite of himself. He knew when he came home all hyped up over his purchase Blair would tease him, tell him he was like a kid in a toy store. The trouble was, he was right. 


Duncan came back to him just as they were finishing up the paper work. The gun dealer gave Jim his copy, reminding him that they would call him tomorrow when the weapon would be available for him to pick up. 


"Thanks again, I'll see you tomorrow." Jim smiled, offering his hand to the man who has just sold him his new gun. 


Duncan followed him out of the store, very happy with the secret purchase he'd made. Jim had looked at several compacts to replace the one that Blair had taken out of the loft in Cascade, but had ended up buying the .45 he would carry in the holster he wore around his waist, instead. His service weapon from his days in Cascade wasn't suitable for the Seacouver P.D. Jim had explained that although the Seacouver officers had to supply their own weapons, just as they did in Cascade, Seacouver had different guidelines and requirements for what sort of weapon they allowed their officers to carry. 


He'd looked at the compacts, but the only one he liked was a gun by an Austrian maker, and when Jim had seen the price tag he'd pushed it reluctantly back across the counter, shaking his head. Duncan had managed to purchase it while Jim had been occupied filling out his own paperwork, and with some help from the clerk, it would be waiting for him tomorrow when he went to pick up his forty-five, already registered to Jim's name. 


In the truck, Jim leaned across the bench seat to give Mac a quick, hard hug. "Thanks for coming with me today, Duncan. It was great to have the company." 


"No problem, I enjoyed it. We'd better get back to the loft, though. I think Adam was going to come by and take me to lunch today. I don't want him to think I'm avoiding him." 


"You know something? I think that's the very first time I've ever heard you worry about what somebody thinks about you. What is it with this guy, Mac?" Jim's tone of voice was imploring, a touch of fear in the blue eyes that moved questioningly over Duncan's. 


"It's not that. It's just that I've put so much strain on our friendship in the past, I don't want to do any more damage before I have the chance to try to make things right." Duncan's hand reached out to squeeze Jim's thigh reassuringly, wanting to take away the doubt he could feel in Jim's worried look. 


"What do you think it will take to make things right between you two?" Jim glanced across at Duncan every time traffic gave him the opportunity. 


"Maybe just time. I really don't know. I can't give him an apology if he won't accept it, and he won't. Nothing is ever that simple with Adam." 


"Well, it's your call. At least you have the chance, right?" 


"Yeah, you're right." Duncan smiled widely at Jim across the cab. He felt better, although Jim hadn't told anything he didn't already know. Maybe time was the only thing that would mend their friendship. 





Blair and Methos were still on the couch when Jim and Duncan came home. They were deeply engrossed in Odd world's realm, and had switched from tea to beer, with ham sandwiches to facilitate the transition. 


Methos watched deep relief turn to welcome on Duncan's face as he entered. He smiled, nodding to Mac when Blair paused their game, getting up to greet his house mates. "Glad to see me, Mac?" 


Duncan laughed, "Yes, and glad it's not anyone else dropping by, too." 


"Duncan's paranoid," Blair informed Adam, grinning at him over Duncan's shoulder as he collected his hugs. 


"Have you been here long?" Duncan asked, taking off his coat and hanging it on the coat rack. 


"All afternoon, and I've enjoyed myself tremendously." Methos smiled at Blair, who nodded enthusiastically in agreement. 


"Oh yeah, we had a real slacker afternoon, drank beer and played Odd world." Blair laughed, wrapping one arm casually around Jim's back. "Thanks for the company, Adam. You'll have to come back and help me figure that maze out when you've got some time." 


"I certainly will. Tonight, though, I'm going to take Duncan away from you two, if you'll let me." 


"Where?" Jim demanded shortly, not liking Adam's mocking tone of voice. 


"Just out to dinner, for his birthday," Methos returned calmly, smiling at Duncan across the room. "Are you in the mood for seafood, Mac? Joe told me about a new place on the waterfront that's supposed to be spectacular." 


"Seafood sounds great, I'm starving. Kiss me, Caro?" Duncan asked, reaching for his coat again. 


"Have fun." Blair told him, squeezing his lover hard around the waist, hanging on for a moment to let him know he'd be missed. 


"I'll see you tonight," Duncan murmured in his ear, pressing a quick kiss to Blair's neck before he was released. 


"Have a good time, Mac. Nice to see you again, Adam." Jim made a serious effort, and was pleased when his words came out sounding totally sincere. 


"And you, Ellison," Methos nodded, giving the Sentinel a small, tight smile. 


Duncan and Methos left the loft discussing who should drive, their voices drifting out of hearing distance for Blair as the lift took them down to the first floor. 


"No eavesdropping," Blair murmured softly, grinning at Jim when he shook his head, only making a half hearted attempt to deny it. 


"I'm worried about him, Chief. I know it means a hell of a lot to Mac to keep this guy's friendship." 


Blair sighed heavily, going over to the video game to put it away. "I know." 


"Do you know why?" Jim asked abruptly, and Blair turned back to him, surprised by the question. It was totally unlike Jim, he sounded... insecure. 


"Not really, but that's not a problem with me." Blair kept his tone light, waiting to see if Jim would continue the discussion. 


"Of course it's not a problem. So, did you have a good day?" Jim went to the kitchen, getting himself a soda from the fridge and coming back to sit next to his Guide. 


"Oh yeah, great. I actually enjoyed his company. Did you buy a gun?" 


Jim nodded, a wide smile of satisfaction spreading over his face. "Yep. Another Smith and Wesson. It's a damn good gun." 


"Okay, Army guy, whatever you say. I thought the Germans made the best guns." 


"No, the Germans make the most expensive guns." Jim laughed, enjoying Blair's teasing. 


"Listen, Jim, I was wondering if maybe I could ask something of you on this gun issue..." Blair looked nervously around the room, twisting his hands in his lap. 


"What do want, Chief?" Jim frowned, already getting the feeling that he wasn't going to like it, but was probably going to have to say yes anyway. 


"I, um, I was wondering if it would be okay to have a no guns in the loft rule? I really don't want to live with a gun in my house. I mean, if it's not going to be a big hassle..." 


"It's fine." Jim answered shortly, cutting him off. It really wasn't a big deal, but the fact that Blair still felt that way upset him. It brought up all kinds of irrational anger that Jim had to remind himself he didn't want to feel. "If you're going to be upset about it." 


"I know, it's stupid. I mean, I still have your holdout in the bottom of my closet." 


"I'll take it back." Jim told him firmly, watching his Guide with barely concealed annoyance. It wasn't rational, to take Blair's feelings about guns personally, but somehow it still felt like Blair was rejecting him, not his weapon. 


"Yeah, I guess that would be a good idea. So, what kind of hours are you going to be pulling?" Blair changed the subject, sensitive to Jim's displeasure. It had gone better than he'd expected, at least Jim had agreed without an argument. 


"I don't know yet. I have this all day orientation thing Monday where they throw me around from one person to the next, walk me all over the station, then I have a meeting with the Captain in the afternoon. You know how it is though, Chief. The department doesn't make out your schedule, the bad guys do." 


"Yeah, I know," Blair agreed quietly, a far off look in his eyes. He was remembering days, weeks, without sleep, sleeping in elevators, in the truck with the siren blaring, in between lectures in the student lounge. 


"I should have a better idea after that." 


"After what?" 


"My talk with the Captain. Earth to Sandburg. You still with me, Chief?" 


"Yeah, right. I' sorry. I was just thinking..." 


"About what?" 


"Us." Blair's answer was barely spoken, Jim's sensitive ears turning up automatically to catch it. 


"What about us, Chief?" Jim reached out to put a hand of his Guide's shoulder, not sure if he needed to reassure Blair or himself. 


"Just about how much simpler life's been, here, with you and me. And what happened last night." Blair paused, sneaking a look at Jim, who had put his head down, staring at his hands in his lap. "I just don't want to screw this up, Jim. It's really important, and I'm afraid I'm dragging you into deeper waters than either of us can handle. Now you're going back on the force, and I guess I'm just freaking out, just realizing how much more danger you're putting yourself in. I don't know if I can handle it, now that..." 


"Does it make a difference?" Jim asked, confused. For him, having everything right with Blair only made it easier to go back to the stress and the risks of the job. Hell, it made it possible. He couldn't understand how Blair was connecting him being a cop again and the two of them being together, and why it was a problem. His Guide got upset about the most abstract, irrational things. Why couldn't Blair wait until something bad happened to be unhappy? 


"Of course it makes a difference!" Blair's eyes flashed hurt and anger, and Jim felt frustration rise as he struggled to understand what he'd said wrong. Obviously, his Guide was three steps ahead of him, and taking all kinds of offense over his confusion. 


"How can you ask me if it makes a difference! I've shared my body with you, I've made love to you, and now you're going to go try and be super cop for the whole goddamn city again, and you expect me to deal with it the same as I did before. How the hell am I supposed to do that?" 


Jim sighed heavily, moving closer to lay an arm across Blair's shoulders. "Chief... I don't know what to tell you. For me, it just makes me stronger. To have everything right between us, to have you and Duncan. I'll be careful, Blair, I promise." 


Blair nodded, but his jaw was clenched tight. "Yeah, I know. But you can't promise me that you're not going to get shot, that some crazy motherfucker isn't going to get lucky, take you down, blow you up, drown you, whatever. You're addicted to it, the danger, the save the world thing. I mean, I know, it's a part of you, it's your instincts, your nature. I know better than anybody, and I know what that means, what kind of situations that's going to put you in. And I'm not going to be there, Jim. I'm not going to be there to call for fucking backup, I'm not going to be there to pull you out when you zone!" 


"Hey, hey, what's this "when" stuff, Chief? Have a little faith in me, huh? Can't I at least get an "if"?" Jim pulled his Guide closer, afraid of the intensity of the emotions coming out of Blair, but needing the contact in spite of his discomfort. "Look, I'm not some twenty-two year old hotshot, Chief. I've been doing this a long time, and I got an edge that no other cop in the city gets. Five of them." 


Blair nodded, pulling out of Jim's embrace reluctantly. "Yeah, I know Jim, and I know it's something I just have to deal with. Cut me some slack, okay?" Blair took a deep breath, dragging his hands through his hair. 


"Yeah, okay, Partner, I can do that." Jim gave Blair's shoulder one more reassuring squeeze. He didn't want his Guide to worry at all, but, that was asking for a miracle. 


Blair got up quickly from the couch, changing the subject. "You hungry? I think I'm hungry again." 


"No, I'm really not. Thanks, though." Jim shook his head, watching Blair go into the kitchen. After a moment, he followed him, standing directly behind his Guide. He stood and watched him rummage through the refrigerator, thinking about what Blair had said. Maybe they all just needed a little space. Mac was out with Adam, and Blair seemed content to sit around and play video games. When he thought about it, a little piece and quiet didn't sound bad. 


He gave Blair's sides a squeeze and and a couple of reassuring pats as he spoke, "I think I'm gonna go downstairs for a while." 


Blair turned around, concern showing in his expression. His eyebrows pulled together as he asked, "Are we okay, man?" 


"Yeah, Sandburg, we're okay." He pulled Blair into a warm, soft hug. "Enjoy the R&R, I'll see you later. 


Blair relaxed, relieved that Jim was all right. "Later Jim." 


As soon as the door closed Blair realized he was relieved to be alone. As long as Jim really was okay, he planned on enjoying his solitude. He loved Jim and Duncan with all his soul, but everyone needed time to themselves. Turning back to the fridge he pulled out the makings for an elaborate salad. 


Settled on the couch again, with salad, remote and laptop, Blair found it hard to relax. His thoughts kept returning to Jim, and the underlying tension between them. His reflections kept circling back to the night before, and the sudden, unexpected fear he'd felt lying under Jim, at a moment that should have been perfect. Why couldn't he give his Sentinel his body, as he'd given him his spirit? He'd wanted to, more than anything, and then suddenly, out of nowhere, it had felt terribly wrong. He'd been very close to real panic when Jim had pulled away, just as upset as he was. 


"I'm going to figure this out, man, one way or another." Blair spoke aloud to the empty house, flopping down on the couch to stare at the ceiling. He closed his eyes, wondering how a day of doing absolutely nothing could have worn him out this much. He was asleep within five minutes. 





Duncan came home a little after ten to a quiet house. His lover was asleep on his back on the couch, his laptop still open and running on the coffee table. Duncan slipped his coat off, hanging on it the standing rack and moving quietly to the couch. He moved the ball mouse to save Blair's work before suspending the machine, closing the screen gently when it went dark. 


"Huh? Hi. I fell asleep?" Squinted blue eyes smiled up at him as Blair turned onto his side, moving back against the couch to make room for Duncan to sit with him. 


"Apparently so." Duncan sat in the spot Blair made for him and leaned down to kiss his forehead. "Did you have a good day?" 


Blair sighed and turned into his hand when Duncan's fingers fought their way through his curls and found his scalp. He scratched lightly over Blair's scalp before beginning a massage, jostling Blair's curls. 


"Hmm, yeah, not a bad day. Kinda weird. How about you? Have a nice dinner with Adam?" 


Duncan smiled, nodding, as he leaned down to take the soft, sleepy mouth, kissing his lover with slow, coaxing pressure, opening Blair's mouth wide, taking full advantage of his leverage. Duncan pulled Blair firmly into his arms, laying him across his lap on his back, his arms underneath him to hold Blair's mouth up for his kiss. 


"Mmm, you can wake me up anytime, lover," Blair sighed happily, squirming his way onto his side to get a little closer. "I missed you today." 


"Me too." Duncan settled deeper into the couch as Blair scooted down a little and snuggled against him. Duncan slipped his arm under the relaxed, sleepy body and pulled Blair against him, enjoying the warmth, and Blair's sweet smell. 


"Mmm, you feel good." Blair burrowed his head into the crook of Duncan's neck. "You smell good, too." 


"I was just thinking the same thing about you." Duncan chuckled. "You are so wonderful to come home to." 


Duncan hugged Blair close, finding the warm, relaxed body of his half awake lover irritable. "So, what was weird? Troubles with Jim?" 


Blair smiled, pushing his face into Duncan's neck. "How'd you guess? You getting psychic on me, handsome?" 


Duncan smoothed back the long curls, brushing the hair away from Blair's face. "No, but I like to think I know the love of my life well enough to know when he's stressed out." Duncan paused to press a kiss to Blair's temple, continuing in a more teasing tone. "And, fond as I am of a certain Sentinel that lives downstairs, he's just about the only possible source of Blair stress on Christmas break." 


Blair laughed, and Duncan felt as if he had won a prize. His lover sat up in his embrace, scooting off his lap to kneel beside him, wrapping both arms around his neck. "Duncan?" 


"What is it, Caro?" Duncan's hands came up to hold Blair's hips, letting himself be pushed back into the couch by his lover's weight. 


"What do you think about what happened with me and Jim last night?" Blair's whisper was a hesitant sound in his ear. 


Duncan smiled, thinking how glad he was that his lover was as young as he was, and that he could hope to have him for many, many years to come. Sometimes he forgot, how young Blair really was. It was easy to do. Blair took years of knowledge and study of human nature and made it a part of him, so that to Duncan, he often seemed far more experienced in the ways of men and the world than he really was. 


"I think, that those kinds of little bumps in the road happen quite often when people are brave enough to be honest with each other in bed, and that it will work itself out one way or another. Either you'll talk about it until you both understand what happened and you feel more comfortable with the idea, or, it will happen all by itself when the time is right, and you won't have to. Either way, everything will be all right. Don't let yourself worry about it, okay?" 


Blair sat unusually still, looking just beyond Duncan, obviously thinking over what he'd said. "It seems so simple when you put it that way, and it makes sense. I know I can blow things out of proportion sometimes." 


"Only because you are so passionate about the people you love." Duncan ran his thumb over Blair's stubbled cheek. 


Blair laughed self consciously, but he nodded in agreement, turning his face into Duncan's calloused hand. "I didn't shave today, I was lazy." 


Duncan chuckled, leaning close to rub his cheek against Blair's. "I don't care." 


He proved his statement true as he nuzzled Blair's face gently, tracing Blair's jaw line and cheekbones with his lips, cheek and nose. Blair returned the soft touches, his fingers skimming Duncan's face. Finally their lips met, a familiar duel waged in a very friendly manner as their tongues wrapped around each other, chasing back and forth over teeth and gums until they had to call it a draw and come up for air. 


"Oh man, I love you so much. Could you maybe just kiss me like that till morning?" Blair laughed low in his throat, a sexy, happy sound, and draped himself over Duncan's upper body, leaning over him to nibble on the back of his neck. 


Duncan grabbed Blair quickly and firmly, and rolled them onto their sides. Blair was laughing as he hit the cushions, his legs flying up, and Duncan pinning him down. 


"You only want to kiss?" Duncan teased, as he fought with the buttons of Blair's shirt, finally giving up and pulling it over his head. The jeans were more difficult, but after a short struggle and some help from his lover they too were tossed over the back of the couch and forgotten. 


"No way. More, lots more." He demonstrated by wrapping his legs around Duncan's as soon as they were free of the unwanted clothing, pulling their groins together. A wicked glint in his eye was the only warning before he attached his mouth to Duncan's neck and began sucking. Duncan moaned and rocked into the heat between Blair's legs. His hands were busy pushing the cotton boxers off Blair's hips, managing to lift his hips to pull them off while Blair attacked his throat. 


Duncan felt blood rushing to his neck as Blair sucked harder, small teeth gnawing lightly, making a feast of his flesh. Duncan didn't try to hold back the groan of pleasure as Blair's hot, demanding mouth moved slowly over his throat, finding the most sensitive spots to leave the impression of his teeth. 


"Caro... Ahh, you have a very dangerous mouth." Duncan's gasp was interrupted by his lover's laughter. 


"And you have a very edible body. How about we call it a night? I'm suddenly very, um, tired. I think we should go to bed." 


Duncan chuckled, pulling them both up to a sitting position again. "Tired, huh? That's too bad." 


"Mmm, I love it when you tease me," Blair purred, laughing when he was picked up halfway to the bed and tossed onto the mattress, bouncing hard. 


"Let's see if we can wake you up a little," Duncan grinned, pulling his own shirt over his head and tossing it to the floor next to the bed. He watched Blair's eyes get glassy as he pulled his pants slowly down his hips, and stepped out of them. 


"You are so beautiful." Blair crooned as Duncan slid in next to him under the blankets. "All this smooth, hard muscle. You give new meaning to the phrase, "Tall, dark, and handsome." 


Duncan shook his head, smiling. It pleased him a great deal that his lover found his body so attractive. "And you, my heart, are absolutely irresistible." 


Duncan fell down on top of Blair, covering his chest with quick, hungry, open mouthed kisses. "But- you taste, even better, than you look." The words were punctuated by gentle bites across his lover's pectorals. 


"Mmm, Duncan..." Blair squirmed beneath him, hands sliding intimately up the backs of his thighs and over his ass, pulling their groins together hard. A satisfied little groan came out of Blair, as he thrust up beneath him, rubbing his cock against Duncan's with sensual little jerks of his hips. 


"I am so crazy about you, handsome. I think I'd die without this. I love you so much..." 


"Oh Blair." Duncan pulled the writhing body tightly against him, one hand at the back of Blair's head holding him pressed to his chest. He was hard as a rock, sweating and panting, and so overcome with love for the beautiful man in his arms that all he wanted to do was hold Blair as close he possibly could, to feel every part of him touching his body. "Stay with me, Caro, don't ever leave me..." 


Duncan didn't realize he'd whispered the words out loud until Blair forced his way free to pull himself up to eye level, hands coming up to hold his face. "I won't, not without one hell of a fight. Not for years and years. I wish I could stay with you forever, Duncan. More than I've ever wanted anything..." 


Glossy, dilated eyes held his with such love and intensity that Duncan was struck speechless, he could only hold Blair tighter, arms wrapped around his ribcage, wishing fervently that he had the power to make it possible. "I know, Caro, I know." He finally murmured, his arms loosening around the small, sturdy body pressed tightly against him. 


Blair slid down on the bed, pressing soft, hot kisses to his stomach, licking him with long sweeps of his tongue. Pleasure shook him to the very core as Blair took him into his mouth and he was enveloped in the hot, wet, softness, devouring him so eagerly it took his breath away. "Blair." 


"Yeah. You feel so good in my mouth. Relax, enjoy it, let me have you." Blair coaxed him onto his back, yanking a pillow under his head and arranging his limbs to his satisfaction before returning to his cock. "What a feast," Blair whispered, grinning up at him. 


Duncan took Blair's advice and laid back into the pillow, all his muscles melting into the bed. Blair's mouth teased and coaxed, never giving Duncan one touch to focus on, licking and kissing up and down his cock. 


"Oh God, that's good," Duncan groaned, giving himself up to the incredible pleasure of Blair's tongue. The soft mouth teased and nibbled at him relentlessly, until he was covered with sweat and straining towards the playful lips, begging for it. "Come on, Caro, don't tease, take me in your mouth again. Oh God... Mmm, Please? Just a little? Give me more, Blair, Ahhh." 


Duncan cried out in pleasure as his lover granted his request, taking him deep in his throat. Blair made soft snuffling sounds of contentment as he slid slowly, almost painfully slowly, up and down his length. The heat, the gentle suction and the slow, slick glide of Blair's mouth put Duncan into a state of absolute bliss. Everything else disappeared and Duncan's world was reduced to where Blair's body and his were joined. 


Duncan lay perfectly still, absorbing the incredible pleasure of Blair's mouth and listening his muffled moans until he had to have more. There was a growing intensity, a need to be closer, to be joined more deeply. He gently tugged on Blair's curls. 


"Blair, wait." He gasped as Blair's teeth teased his sensitive head. "More, I need more of you." 


His lover groaned deeply in agreement, quickly pulled his mouth from Duncan's cock and straddled his sweaty body. Looking up at him, Duncan saw such a great depths of love and desire in Blair's eyes that it was all he could do, to give himself up to Blair's passion completely. He felt Blair's hand reach back to grasp him, and he wanted to tell Blair that he held his heart, all of him, in his grip. The words formed in his mind, but all he could do was groan in pleasure as his lover's fist pumped him once, twice, before guiding him home. 


Heat, painfully strong pressure, and then pleasure so complete he felt it not only in his groin, but throughout his entire body. Duncan kept his eyes open, taking as much pleasure from the sight of Blair's slow, sensual movements as the sensations his exquisitely slow grind provoked. 


"Do you know what you do to me?" Duncan's harsh whisper broke the silence, as Blair rose slowly off his cock, arching his back and rocking very slightly on his knees. 


"Mmm, yeah. I do. I know." Blair panted softly, looking directly into his eyes as he demonstrated his power, taking him back into his body in one long, smooth, drawn out motion, until he was completely buried inside him. 


"Uhh, Blair," Duncan pulled himself up, clinging to Blair's shoulders. They faced one another, sitting up with arms and legs curling around each other's bodies. 


"I know, me too." Blair leaned down and buried his face in Duncan's neck. 


Blair rode him slowly, barely moving. He clenched and pulled in a slow, rocking motion, dragging out the pleasure so exquisitely that Duncan found himself clenching his teeth, ordering his body not to even think about orgasm. He clung to Blair's solid body, losing himself in his lover. They moved together, their voices blending as the rocking of Blair's hips increased in force and speed, drawing them closer and closer to completion. 


"Oh-oh, Duncan, now." 


As soon as the words had left Blair's mouth they both let go, moaning and shaking with pleasure. Waves of tremors rocked them, until they were left panting and hanging off of each other. Duncan felt Blair begin to pull back once their breathing had calmed, and his arms tightened around his lover, not able to release Blair yet. 


"No, Caro, please, not yet." His words sounded raw in the quiet loft. 


Blair stroked Duncan's hair, trying to calm the raging emotions they has stirred up. "Shh, it's okay, I'm not going anywhere till you're ready. I'm right here." 


Duncan felt small and lost in his overpowering love for the man in his arms. It was overwhelming, the intensity of their lovemaking. Blair's strong arms held him close, his head bent to Duncan's ear , cooing reassurances and words of comfort. Finally, he took in a shaky breath and lessened his grip on Blair. 


"That was... that was almost too much. When you let me get that close," Duncan let his head fall into Blair's chest. "I never want to let go." 


"Oh Duncan, you slay me," Blair murmured, and Duncan felt him swallowing hard against his cheek, deeply affected by Duncan's need for him. "I need you more than air, man," Blair whispered against his hair, strong arms tightening around his shoulders. 


They stayed like that until Duncan's cock finally softened and slipped from Blair's body, and muscles suddenly began to complain. 


When they both had trouble getting their bodies to move, Duncan laughed, wiping the sweat from his face. "We're going to get stuck in one of these human pretzels someday." 


"Mmm, doesn't sound that bad. Let's try again tomorrow." Blair's words were muffled by the sheets as he flopped down next to Duncan on his stomach, reaching for his pillow. 


"That's a promise, Caro." Duncan smiled brilliantly, finding the strength to roll to his side for one more kiss before Blair fell asleep. 





Part 35 


By Zen&nancy 





Duncan was alone in the dojo, doing pull-ups on the bar against the wall. It was only a little after eight, and the early morning sunlight cut bright patches on the dojo floor. His body was one perfectly straight, still, line, the only movement was the steady bend and flex of his arms as he raised himself up and down, counting out loud to himself each time his chin came up over the bar. 


He was a little bit concerned about Jim, who had already gone to his own bed when he'd come home late last night. The time alone with Blair had been wonderful, but a small part of his mind had been looking forward to waking Jim up this morning, and maybe even getting the opportunity to talk on the way home. Jogging with Jim every morning had become one of the best parts of his day, and often in the truck on the way home he got the opportunity to talk to Jim about things the other man wouldn't be comfortable saying in front of his Guide. 


Jim hadn't been in his apartment when he'd knocked on his door that morning, though, and Duncan was wondering where he'd gone so early, and why he'd decided to skip their morning run. He was a little disappointed, and surprised by how lonely it felt to be working out by himself, as he had every morning before Jim Ellison had come into their lives. 


Jim strolled through the door just as his count reached fifty, and Duncan let his body drop, relaxing his rigid muscles and letting himself hang loosely from his arms. 


"Hi," Duncan grinned at him as Jim crossed the open floor space, coming to stand almost directly below him. Jim's whole face was lit up with his smile, and he had a bounce to his step that carried him quickly across the large room. 


"Hi yourself, hotshot." Jim grinned up him, shaking his head in mock disapproval. "Pretty sneaky, Mac." 


Duncan laughed, swinging forward and waiting until Jim took a step back before he released, letting himself drop to the ground. 


"You must have been back to the gun shop," Duncan panted slightly, still getting his breath back. He gave Jim a devilish, conspiratorial smile. "They had your guns?" 


"It's beautiful, Mac. And way too generous. I can't let you just..." 


Duncan interrupted him, shaking his head emphatically. Little drops of sweat went flying off the ends of his hair as he did so. "Yes, you most definitely can. Come on, it's no big deal. I just wanted to give you a little luck to go back on the force with. Use it in moderation." Duncan �added more seriously, enjoying Jim's open-mouthed, stunned expression. Buying Jim a present was so enjoyable because he'd had so little of it in his life-- affection, appreciation. Buying the expensive little holdout had been an impulsive thing to do, but the look on Jim's face made Duncan very glad he did; it was priceless. 


"You're gonna spoil me rotten, Mac," Jim laughed, but he looked uncomfortable. 


"Please? Just this once? For me?" Duncan wasn't sure he was going to talk Jim into accepting the gift, but he was more than willing to pull out all the stops trying. 


It worked. His friend blushed deeply, always so noticeable on Jim's light complexion. He shrugged helplessly, shaking his head in defeat. "Okay, okay, you win. This once. Thank you, Mac. I love it." 


"Just trying to keep you safe," Duncan agreed, smiling. He was thinking about Blair, and how worried he was about Jim going back to police work. Anything he could do to ease those fears was worth it, but making Jim so happy he blushed was a big bonus. 


"I missed you running this morning," Duncan commented, strolling over to the bench for his towel to wipe himself down. 


"Gun shop called early. He wasn't going to open today, it being New Year's Eve and all, but the background check came back last night when he was closing up and he said he didn't want me to have to wait all weekend for it, which I really appreciated. So anyway, he asked me if I'd mind �coming down early, the guy was trying to get out of town for the weekend. You were still sleeping, I didn't want to wake you." Jim followed Duncan companionably across the dojo and into the locker room, filling him in on his morning. 


"That's good." Duncan agreed, listening to Jim as he walked past the benches to the shower, dropping his towel over one of the stalls before stepping into the next. He pushed off his work out shorts, tossing them in the general direction of the nearest bench. Jim was leaning against the last bank of lockers, a few feet away, watching him with casual interest. 


"Every time I get jealous of your definition, I remind myself you've got three hundred years of lifting on me," Jim chuckled, his eyes wandering slowly over the hard six pack of Duncan's abs and the muscles that rippled across his back when he turned around to adjust the spray. 


Duncan turned to face him, his eyes taking on a little glint of interest; obviously aware of the way he was being admired. "Mm, well, you're bigger, over all. I'm just cut nicer, it's all the martial arts training." 


Duncan chuckled a little at his outrageously suggestive words; stretching and flexing under the hot spray for both the pleasure of the heat and the satisfaction of watching Jim admire him. He looked Jim in the eyes, and gave him a wide, uncomplicated smile. He almost asked Jim whether or not he was going to join him, and then quickly decided not to. Duncan wanted Jim to learn that it was perfectly okay for him to make the first move. 


Jim stood still for another moment, his eyes moving slowly over Duncan's naked, pumped form with obvious interest and approval. Then he shook himself just a little, standing up straight against the wall of metal lockers. 


"Well, I'm going to go on upstairs, put the guns in my apartment. Then I'll probably go on up and see if Blair's making breakfast yet. See you up there?" 


Duncan nodded amiably, no trace of disappointment in his voice when he agreed. "Sure, sounds good, I'll be up in a few minutes." 


Jim left, after one last appreciative sweep of intense blue eyes down his body. Duncan watched him go, smiling. It would have been just fine with him if Jim had decided to join him, but it wasn't his main objective. He simply wanted to give him the opportunity, to act on whenever he felt comfortable. He wanted to put Jim in as many situations as possible that let him know it was okay to take what he wanted. 





When Duncan strolled into the loft fifteen minutes later, a towel hung around his neck and his wet hair lying in clumps on his shoulders, he found Blair in the kitchen, making omelets, and Jim relaxing on the couch. 


"Morning, Duncan," Blair called to him exuberantly, tossing cubes of cheese into the omelet he was creating. 


"Good morning. You look happy. Are you excited about the party tonight?" Duncan asked, coming around the counter to collect a good morning kiss from his lover. 


"Oh yeah, totally psyched, the party, the new year, everything. It's gonna be great. Are Adam and Amanda going to be there?" 


"As far as I know," Duncan answered, trying to sneak a cube of ham. He got his hand slapped away, Blair's palm in the small of his back, pushing him out of the kitchen. 


"Go on, get out of here, troublemaker. Go get dressed." 


Duncan laughed, going in the direction he was pushed to retrieve clean clothes from his dresser. It was almost the end of Blair's winter break, and he was especially conscious of how nice it was to have both of them in the loft to eat breakfast together. Jim was on the couch, long legs stretched out in front of him in what looked like a very comfortable sprawl. He was reading one of Blair's magazines, a cup of coffee resting on his knee. 


"It was a packed house, last year. We should try to get there a little early and see if Joe needs any help stocking the bar." Duncan talked to them as he pulled jeans from his drawer, dropping the towel around his neck into the hamper and stripping off the shorts. 


"Sounds good." Blair agreed, raising his voice to be heard over the sizzle of his eggs. 


"Whatever you're doing to the those eggs smells incredible, Chief. I'm starving." 


Blair chuckled, flipping with a flourish. "You're always starving. Hey, listen, Jim, I want you to stick close to me tonight, okay? If this party is as wild as Duncan says it is I don't want you wandering off on me." 


"Would you stop worrying, Chief? I'll be fine." Jim laid the folder of printed materials down on the coffee table to come into the kitchen. He laid one arm across Blair's shoulders, pulling him into a sideways hug at the stove. "Relax, we'll have fun." 


Duncan came to join them in the kitchen, coming up behind Jim to enfold him in a short, hard hug. "Don't worry, Caro, I'll help you keep an eye on him. We won't let him out of our sight." 


Duncan was teasing, but the confidence and the easy affection he displayed did a world of good for Blair and his anxiety. 


"I'll tell you what, maybe we can get him one of those velcro cuffs with a leash for his wrist, like the yuppie mothers have for their toddlers at the zoo. What do you think, we could take turns holding the leash." Blair let out a howl of mock indignation as he was picked up and swung around the room, Jim's arms locked around his waist. 


"Okay, okay, no leash." He was laughing so hard it was difficult to get the breath to talk. When Jim finally let him go he was dizzy, and had to grab for Jim's shoulder to get his balance back. 


Duncan had saved his omelet from disaster, and was pouring the next one into the pan. "Here, Caro, eat your breakfast. What do you want in yours, Jim? Ham and cheese?" 


"Sounds great, Mac." Jim joined Blair at the table, stealing bites of egg off his plate. 


"Hey, cut it out! Thief." Blair complained, but he let Jim steal another forkful while he drank his milk. 


By the time Blair was halfway through his omelet Jim had one of his own, and shortly after that Duncan joined them at the table with his own breakfast. 


"What are you going to wear tonight, Duncan?" Blair's smile was all innocent curiosity, but when Jim rolled his eyes he kicked him under the table. 


Duncan shook his head, smiling back around a large bite of toast. "I haven't thought about it yet. Do you want to dress me?" 


Blair threw his back and laughed until he was red in the face, but he was nodding. "I want you to wear black." 


"Am I in mourning?" Duncan asked, cocking his head at Blair across the table. 


"No, I just happen to think you look really hot in black." Blair's expression went from innocent to lecherous in the blink of an eye, that changeling trick that Duncan had found so irresistible from the very first night they'd spent together. Duncan reached across the table to catch Blair's hand, entwining their fingers. "Black it is." 


Jim left them staring into each other's eyes, and took his plate into the kitchen to start on the dishes. Lately, when Blair got all moony over Duncan, his first emotional reaction was to agree with him. He couldn't help it; the man made him weak in the knees, too. Duncan was amazing, magnetic and powerful and honorable. The layers of Duncan's history,of his personality, only intrigued him more as he knew him better. Mac's immortality wasn't something they talked about, or worried about, very much at all. Like his hyper-sensitivity, it was something so "normal", so much a part of him, that it faded into the background of their lives, of the days and nights they'd spent together, learning by trial and error how three people were supposed to form one relationship. 





Joe's bar was already crowded when they arrived, just a little after five o'clock. Methos was behind the bar, rapidly filling pint glasses at the taps. He raised a hand ingreeting when Duncan came in, too busy to look up. For a moment, Duncan had to wonder how Methos could be so absolutely sure it was him, not to even have to confirm it. But then, he always understood the Methos partof the other man's signature quickening, too. Jim, who was right behind Duncan coming down the three steps, missed none of it. He leaned over Mac's shoulder to ask in an undertone. "How does he know it's you?" 


"He can feel it, it's because we know each other." Duncan explained away the phenomenon, not wanting to think about it too much himself. 


Duncan knew almost everyone who had shown up early, although more than half the tables were already taken. He was quickly drawn over to a group of regulars. Blair caught Jim's sleeve, leading him towards the bar. He didn't try to talk over the noise, because if his Sentinel had followed �directions he already had his ears turned way down, but Jim followed him willingly. 


"Happy New Year, Adam!" 


"Happy New Year, Blair," Methos agreed, reaching into the silver ice cooler to pull out a Heineken bottle. He paused for a moment, squinting at Jim with a contemplative expression. "Fosters?" 


"That'll work," Jim agreed with a quick nod, trying to figure out why it annoyed him that Pierson could guess what kind of beer he liked. He certainly seemed a natural behind the bar. Jim watched him for a few seconds, fascinated by the totally economical stream of motion, the way the awkward, angular limbs moved so fluidly, doing three things at once and keeping up a conversation with Blair at the same time. 


"I hear you're going back on the job." The friendly voice cut into his observation, and Jim shifted his eyes away quickly. 


Why was he so uncomfortable talking to Pierson, even now that he understood what he was? It was the nagging sense that this guy wasn't just hiding something, he was hiding everything. There was a person in there somewhere, but Jim got the feeling that he had very little in common with Adam's outward persona, and that made him nervous. 


"Yep." Jim accepted the cold bottle, stepping back from the bar while Blair dug in his jeans pockets for singles. 


"Well, good luck." 


"Thanks." Jim caught a quick, catlike smile before Adam's attention was caught by another thirsty customer. 


Spencer waved to them from across the room, one arm around Colleen's shoulders, and Jim made his way over to wish them a Happy New Year. 


"Hi Jim! Happy New Year. Did you have a good Christmas?" Colleen greeted him, standing up on her tip toes to give him a hug. Colleen was tiny, barely five feet tall, but she looked even smaller next to Spence. A plump, pretty woman in her early thirties, Jim had liked Colleen from �the first moment he'd met her. She was very easy to talk to, and he could tell right away that she was just as crazy about Spencer as he was about her, and that she did a very good job of keeping him in line. 


"Wonderful, best holiday I've had in years. How about you two? Did the nephews like their presents?" 


"Oh yeah, they went nuts, man, it was awesome. You should have seen their faces when they they unwrapped the rollerblades. They've got us talked into taking them to a rink to skate next weekend. Hey, does Blair blade? Maybe he'll want to come with." 


Jim laughed, remembering Blair on the inline skates, trying to help the boy genius who'd wrecked his car. He'd fallen down so many times there had been more of him bruised than not by the end of the day. "Putting Blair on skates isn't safe." 


"I heard that!" Blair came up behind him, punching him good naturally in the side. "He's right, I'm totally uncoordinated. Did the boys like their blades?" 


"Big time. What'd you get, Blair?" 


Blair laughed, bright eyes smiling at Jim. "I made out like a bandit, man. Let's see, I got a playstation, and a new backpack, and Duncan gave me this." Blair held up his fist for Spence and Colleen to see. 


"Wow. That's gorgeous, Blair. It looks very old." Colleen took his hand, lifting it up to admire the signet ring more closely. 


"It's been in Duncan's family for generations," Blair obfuscated, catching Jim's grin over Colleen's head. 


"That's so beautiful, Blair. You're such a lucky guy. Duncan is just such a good person, I'm so happy he's found someone to love." Colleen smiled at him beatifically, giving him his hand back. 


Duncan joined them, coming up behind Blair to wrap an arm around his shoulder. He caught Jim's eye, making sure he knew he was included. "I'm the lucky one." 





The year had less than an hour left, and just about everyone was drunk, or at least halfway there. Joe had so many friends that were musicians that rather than have just one band play, he kept the mike live and the crowd enjoyed a continuous wide variety of music. 


It was so loud that Blair had to lean close to Adam to hear what he was saying, and his eyes kept searching the crowd for Jim, checking on him every few minutes. He looked like he was having a great time, sitting at a table with Duncan and Amanda and Colleen and Spence. 


"Come on, Adam, lay it out for me, man. What are you saying, that Jim needs to be baby-sat? I do quite a bit of hand holding and shadowing as it is." 


"Yes, but in what context? Who's in control?" 


"We are." 


"Hmm. I wonder if that's what he'd say?" 


Blair laughed, only feeling a tiny bit guilty for pumping Adam for information when he was drunk. "Yeah, well, control is sort of an issue for him, you know? I mean, it would be for me, too, if I had to stay on top of all five of my senses twenty-four seven to keep from going off into la la land." 


Methos nodded, and drank his beer. He wasn't drunk, but it was entertaining to let Blair think he was. He was possibly a little tipsy. Every time Blair looked up to find his Sentinel, he thought of the one three hundred years dead, burned on a pyre high up in the mountains, so completely gone that to look at Jim Ellison made him want to pound his fist with rage on the bar top. 


"I'll give you one little hint, Blair. Passive-agressive isn't a good personality trait for a Sentinel's Guide. Their charges don't live long lives." He dropped his empty bottle in a large trash can behind the bar, and wandered back to the cooler to get himself another. 


Blair squinted, trying to understand everything the Immortal was telling him at once. "You mean..." 


"Now, now, this isn't a lecture, Mr. Sandburg, it's a party. Go, have some fun." Methos made shooing motions at him, nodding in the direction of Duncan and Jim. 


"Okay, but I'm not gonna forget that. Another time..." Blair smiled, and turned away from the bar reluctantly to weave slowly through the crowd. 


When he joined them at the table Jim leaned over to speak near his ear. "Talking shop, Chief?" 


Blair frowned at him, clearly distressed. "You shouldn't be doing that in here, it's too loud. What if you zoned?" 


"I didn't." Jim gave him a cocky smile, squeezing his hand briefly under the table. "You worry too much." 


"Not enough." Blair grumbled, but he let it go. 





It was a little past three a.m. when they returned to the loft. Jim and Duncan swayed down the hallway, arms around each other's shoulders.Blair had taken it considerably easier on the alcohol. He took the elevator key out of Duncan's hand, fitting it into the lock to take them upstairs. 


"Thank you, Caro." Duncan smiled at him, one arm draped over Jim's shoulders for balance. 


"No problem, handsome," Blair grinned back at him. "You looked like you could use a little help." 


"Jim, he's making fun of me." Duncan complained, leaning over Jim's shoulder so far he made them both stumble a step to the left. 


"Easy, Mac, you're a little heavier than he is." 


"Oh, what are you saying, you can just toss me over your shoulder like a sack of flour?" 


Jim chuckled, swaying against Duncan's weight. "Don't tempt me, Sparky." The truth was, he was having a little difficulty keeping his own balance, let alone Duncan's. 


"That's it, man, you're dead meat," Blair warned, waiting until Jim had disengaged Duncan, pulled the gate and stepped out of the lift to execute his attack. 


He took a running start and tackled his Sentinel from behind, jumping onto his back to wrestle him to the floor. Duncan stood back and admired the combination of speed and guile Blair used to scramble on top of the larger man, pinning Jim with his back up against the side of the couch �and all his weight on Jim's thighs. Blair's fists pushed into the hollows of Jim's shoulders, keeping him pressed firmly against the sofa. 


"See, big guys like you are all talk," Blair crowed, purposely letting his knees dig in to the hard muscles beneath him. 


"You're heavy," Jim told him, sounding rather surprised, and ready to play fight in earnest. "And if you don't get your knees away from my groin I'm gonna..." 


"Yeah? What?" Blair taunted back; shifting quickly when it looked like Jim was going to get his arms out from behind him. He'd managed to pin him against the sturdy furniture with his arms stuck behind his back, but it was going to take considerable effort to keep him that way. 


"I'm gonna toss you on your butt," Jim informed him, sounding mean and deadly serious. 


Blair laughed, undaunted. He met the sparkling blue eyes with wicked merriment. "Wouldn't you rather fuck?" 


Blair sprung to action in the second of shocked reaction he got from the horny Sentinel beneath him. He threw them both to the side, falling down on top Jim just as his back hit the hardwood floor. He knocked the wind out of him, and while he gasped for breath Blair spread his weight out �evenly on top of him, knees and elbows once again digging in to keep him there. 


Blair watched, surprised and very excited, as his playfighting partner went still and limp beneath him, arms thrown up over his head. His hands hit the floor hard in the seconds of silence. He could feel the wave of heat that came off Jim's body, and felt his cock harden quickly, fighting for space in the restraining suit pants. 


"What do you think? Wouldn't "uncle" be a good idea right about now?" Blair teased relentlessly, purposely grinding his groin over the tight bulge beneath him. 


"Blair!" Jim gasped, trying to squirm out from under the painful knees. 


"Come on, tell me I can kick your ass," Blair was laughing, but he didn't budge an inch. Instead, he shifted from his elbows, resting his weight on his forearms across Jim's chest, laying on him as if he were a comfortable piece of furniture. 


"No kicking." Jim was trying to keep his tough guy face, but a smile was starting to crack its way through, and his voice shook with what was clearly a very intense and immediate need. 


"We'll see about that." Blair lunged forward on top of the larger man, teeth closing quickly over his earlobe. He bit hard, and then sucked even harder before he let go. 


"Oh God, Blair," Jim groaned, losing all ability to keep up the pretense of a fight. Blair felt him succumb to the desire that he'd ignited, and a rush of power and satisfaction ran through him, making him even more determined to hold his position. 


"Yeah? What? You were trying to tell me I own your ass, right?" Blair growled playfully, sweeping down to lick his neck, a quick stroke all the way from his Adam's apple to his jaw. 


They were both laughing, but Blair still refused to budge, letting his Sentinel support all his weight, his legs stretched out on top of him. Jim pushed his hips up sharply beneath him when he shifted a little, taking some of his weight off the hard groin. 


"Whatever you say," Jim finally gasped, chest heaving beneath him. 


Maybe Adam's on to something, Blair thought, dropping down to seize the smiling mouth, telling himself that he had to take this concept slowly, figure it out first, not just take the bit in his mouth and run like a wild mustang, and tried even harder to make his hard cock believe him. 


Jim kissed him back enthusiastically, but there was no question about who was in charge of the action. Blair's bladder finally forced him to break the kiss, taking one last lick across the hungry lips before springing to his feet. He disappeared into the bathroom before Jim could catch him, locking the door behind him. 





In the bathroom, Blair relieved himself with some difficulty, and washed his hands and face. Staring into the mirror over the sink, Blair looked himself in the eye and tried again to curb the way his hormones were trying to take over his brain. He needed to be able to think this through carefully. Otherwise, his cock was going to get way ahead of them. If he was understanding the little tidbits of information that Adam had tossed at him, the Guide was the one in control, all the time, that was the history of the dynamic. It only stood to reason that this would carry over to sex, so maybe he'd been looking at Jim's behavior all wrong from the start. 


He thought about the way Jim had responded to him since their relationship had become physical, the way Jim had allowed him to lead him, to guide him. It was just so hard for him to think of himself as dominant where Jim Ellison was concerned, it wasn't how he'd ever imagined sex between them, that was for sure. It wasn't the size thing, it was just Jim. He'd been submissive to him in every aspect of their relationship from the very first day; it was Jim who was in control, and Blair who did exactly what Jim told him to. Was that what had marked the situation for disaster from the first? Would Incacha have told him that he was doing everything wrong, if he'd had lived long enough? That was a frustrating thought, Blair frowned at himself, pushed it back. He'd already wasted plenty of time trying to figure out what wisdom Incacha might have entrusted him with, if he'd lived, or if he would have judged him worthy to guide his Enquiri at all. 


"Stop it. Get back to here and now," Blair whispered aloud, trying to ignore all the conflicting urges going on in his head. He wanted to get Jim into bed and make him talk, and he wanted to get Jim into bed and just take him, take whatever he would give. "Let's try and go for a �compromise; way safer," Blair muttered, raking a hand through his hair before he turned out the light and left the bathroom. 





Duncan was at the sink, drinking cold water in a determined attempt to sober up quickly enough to take part in the play. Jim got to his feet, grinning at him. He watched Duncan's Adam's apple bob as he drank, the sound of the running water and Duncan swallowing loud in his ears. All �his senses were spiking after the close contact with Blair's hot, squirming body. 


"He got you good," Duncan observed, watching the intense hunger in Jim's eyes with interest. 


"He's dangerous," Jim agreed, coming over to stand directly behind him. He wrapped his arms around Duncan, leaning over his back to wrap all the way around his chest and hug him close. 


"Mmm, definitely." Duncan arched back into Jim's chest, letting him support his weight as he dropped his head back on Jim's shoulder to whisper in his ear. "I love watching him, the way he can get you all worked up in about two seconds. It's incredible." 


Jim growled low, turning his face to nibble over Duncan's jaw, bending his neck back to reach his throat. 


"Do you?" 


"Yeah, it's fascinating." Duncan moaned out loud as Jim's hands moved boldly from his chest straight down to his groin, covering his hardening cock and squeezing him gently. 


"I like you like this," Jim told him quietly, his hands moving possessively over Duncan's groin, fingers spreading out to squeeze the narrow hips hard before moving back to stroke his cock through the thin cloth of his dress slacks. "We really get you going, huh?" 


"Mmm..." Duncan agreed; reaching to suck on the earlobe Blair had bitten. 


"Oh man, you two are so fucking hot, I swear to God..." Blair came out of the bathroom, stopping a few feet away to stare at them with greedy, lustful eyes. 


"That's funny, Caro, I was just saying the same thing about the two of you," Duncan gasped, twisting in Jim's arms, his own hands reaching back to hold the back of Jim's head as his neck was devoured. 


"Thanks. Jim man, are you going to eat him alive? Save some for me, okay?" Blair stood on the other side of the counter, watching, while Jim feasted on Duncan's throat, jaw and lips. He looked like he was perfectly ready to devour the rest of him, a few inches at a time. 


"Come and get it," Jim advised, pulling Duncan backwards with him out of the kitchen and walking them across the room towards the bed. 


Blair followed them, turning back the covers for Jim to push Duncan down on the sheets. He watched his Sentinel cover Duncan's body, full of anticipation and deep curiosity. Would Jim keep the dominant role he'd taken, or would he give up the control to Duncan, who was pulling Jim's �clothes off from beneath him, fighting to undo the small buttons and shove the shirt away while he was being pushed back on the bed, Jim's weight on top of him. 


"Come here, Caro, help me," Duncan invited, trying to pull Jim's shirt off his arms. 


"Mmm, you don't look like you need any help," Blair laughed, pouncing behind Jim to undo the fastening on his pants, arms reaching around his waist to slip the zipper down. "I'm all for getting his clothes off, though." 


Jim let him push his slacks and underwear off his hips, but he stayed on his knees between Duncan's legs, and Blair was forced to leave the clothing bunched up on his thighs and move on to the undershirt. 


Duncan seemed to have decided to lay still and let Jim kiss him to death. Blair watched Jim hovering over Duncan, his back arched and shoulders tense. He was such a beautiful animal, for a moment Blair thought that he was going to zone out. Every time he got close to Jim, he felt the connection grow stronger, but it was more than that, it was power, his own power. He was getting closer to the answer, right here, Blair thought. He moved over a little to give Jim more room, watching them intently while he took off his own clothes. 


Duncan was moving beneath Jim, twisting and arching to help facilitate the loss of his shirt and pants. Blair watched, feeling almost as if Jim was touching him, it affected him so powerfully to watch his hands on Duncan's body. They were, undeniably, both very fine looking men, but it �was the way Jim was touching Duncan that was making it so hard to remember to do things like breathe and swallow. Jim was so focussed that Blair thought he might zone. He was stroking Duncan with his fingertips, long, light sweeps across his chest and stomach and up his arms, watching his face while he touched him. Blair was sure that he was using his sense of touch to figure out exactly what would please Duncan most. Blair's already hard cock swelled with sympathy for the way Jim's hands were wandering slowly over his body, drawing out the anticipation. 


Duncan gasped harshly, and Blair's eyes followed Jim's hands down his body, watching as he took Duncan's cock in his hands, stroking him just as lightly. "Mmm, Jesus that feels good," Duncan wheezed, breathing heavily under Jim's gentle touch. 


"Yeah? What else do you like?" Jim asked quietly, his words frank and simple. Blair looked up at him, surprised. "Tell me, how do you like to be touched?" Jim asked again, low and husky. 


"Um... oh God. Um, that's good. Harder? Just a little... Ahh. Slower." 


"You look... I don't even know how to tell you." Jim was staring into Duncan's eyes, looking at him with such tenderness that Blair suddenly thought that Jim must love Duncan, maybe even as much as he did. 


"Suck me?" Duncan whispered, opening his eyes to look at the man kneeling above him; Uncertainty and a very intimate desire expressed in his dark eyes. 


Jim didn't answer him, his mouth was already on his cock, dropping little kisses all over the head, tongue flicking out to taste the drop of precum at the slit. 


"Oh my God." Blair heard himself groan, plastering himself up against Duncan's side. He felt his lover's warm hand reach out to close gently around him, stroking his cock with uneven jerks as Jim's mouth took him in. 


"Duncan," Blair moaned, pressing himself hard against Duncan's side. 


"Come here, Caro, bring it to me," Duncan groaned softly, arching into Jim's mouth as he slid smoothly up and down on his hard shaft. 


Blair scrambled to the head of the bed on his knees, bringing his cock to Duncan's lips. With his fist wrapped around the shaft, Blair brushed the tip his cock slowly over Duncan's soft mouth, tracing his lips with gentle insistence. "Open up," Blair whispered, a rush ofsatisfaction shooting through him when his lover obeyed him instantly, relaxing his jaw to let him slip inside. 


"Mmm... You look, so hot. Is it good, to have me in your mouth while he's sucking you? Yeah, I can see it, in your eyes. I can't believe I've got you like this. Oh Duncan..." 


Blair held still in Duncan's mouth, not wanting to distract him too much from the pleasure he was receiving. His lover seemed perfectly capable of doing both, though, before long he was moving with Jim's rhythm, swallowing Blair's cock and releasing him, moaning around him every time he �took a breath. 


Blair couldn't see Jim, but he could feel him, could feel his excitement as Duncan writhed beneath them, sucking him frantically in between deep groans of pleasure. He pulled back, releasing Blair from his mouth just before he came. 


"Jim!" 


Blair leaned back to watch Duncan shudder and thrust into Jim's mouth, and turned around in time to see his Sentinel sit back on his haunches, licking his lips, looking for all the world like his animal spirit, the panther. He was flushed, panting a little and very proud of himself, he could see it in the wide grin spreading across Jim's face. 


Blair took one look at him, and pounced. A rush of emotion swept through him so intense that it felt like for a moment he lost consciousness, or slipped into a different state of being. Not possessiveness, but possession, and tremendous pride and satisfaction with his Sentinel, with the knowledge that Jim's spirit belonged to him, and even stronger, the need to claim it. 


"Blair," Jim whispered his name, but Blair didn't hear it, he felt it; it vibrated in his head, in his bones. He heard the demand and the admission of need and the promise in the one word Jim could say. 


He spread out on top of the larger body, laying Jim down on his back and flattening himself out to cover as much of him as he could reach. "I need to make this real. I need to be a part of you." 


Blair rubbed his cheek back and forth across hard cheekbone, sniffing his skin and licking at his hairline because he couldn't stop himself, couldn't resist the urge to recognize his taste and smell. He wanted to rub his face over Jim's entire body, to lick him from head to toe. 


Duncan actually made him jump when he laid a warm hand on his back. For a few seconds he'd completely forgotten that Duncan was there at all. 


"Easy, Caro. It's okay. Would you like me to go? I could let you be alone..." 


Blair stared at him, feeling tears forming in eyes. His lover was the most perceptive, compassionate, intuitive person he'd ever known. Instantly, he knew that he wanted Duncan here with them, needed him. Duncan's quiet strength and unconditional love kept him grounded, �secure, and confident. In a quick flash of memory, Blair thought of the one of the first conversations they'd had about Jim and his life in Cascade. Duncan had asked him, who guides the Guide? 


"You're so good... I love you. No, don't go anywhere. Come closer, get comfortable," Blair urged, sitting up to allow Jim to shift, scooting down on the sheets to make room for Duncan to sit above them, his back against the headboard. 


Duncan settled with his knees drawn up and his legs spread, pulling Jim up between them. Blair watched Jim approvingly as he wriggled back up on the bed to lay with his shoulders against Duncan's spread thighs and his cheek piloted on his groin, nuzzling his soft cock affectionately. Jim's arms lay still at his sides when Blair covered him with his weight, his eyes closed and his mouth soft and slack over Duncan's slightly engorged shaft. It was too beautiful for words. He wanted to tell Jim what it did to him, to have him this way, to watch his mouth on Duncan's cock, but he couldn't find any words to express the depth of the emotion. Instead, he leaned in to kiss him, licking and sucking over Duncan's stirring sex and the eager, offered up lips. 


"Ohh," Duncan exhaled softly as they kissed around him, licking and chasing each other around his cock. 


When he'd had enough of his lips, Blair moved down Jim's neck with long sweeps of his tongue, already too greedy for the rest of him to take his time. 


"Blair...Oh God, honey, don't stop. I need- I need you." 


"I know, I know, I'm so there..." Blair mumbled a distracted reassurance as he licked his way down Jim's chest. Capturing a hard nipple, he sucked avidly, feeling his Sentinel shudder and surge beneath him. Blair was past any kind of rational thought, so focussed on Jim and the hunger they were feeding between them that he wasn't sure he was going to be able to stop when Jim told him to. He was on fire, every part of him screaming for Jim's body withan intensity that was becoming painfully urgent. Blair wasn't sure this was sex, anymore. This was need, it was animalistic, totally sensory instinct. Instinct and hunger and what felt like a challenge he was predestined to meet, to conquer. 


"Stay with me, don't you dare leave me," Blair managed to groan, rubbing his face and his mouth over the expanse of hard, sculpted muscle tissue as he moved down his chest to his abdomen. Licking across his stomach with long, hard strokes of his tongue, Blair felt as he was branding �him, marking this body with more than just his saliva and the impressions of his teeth, with his spirit. 


"Blair?" Jim's whisper pulled him back from the dark, lustful trance he could feel himself falling into. Blair raised his face from the burning skin, so that he could see Jim's eyes. 


"What?" 


"I can feel you... inside. Do you feel it too? I don't want you to stop, please, Blair." Jim's whisper went from joyfully shocked and intimate to desperate and serious on the last two words, and Blair heard them vibrating in his head as he fell down onto Jim's cock, claiming it with �his mouth almost savagely. 


"You're mine." Blair heard the harsh sound come out of his throat, unrecognizable, as he covered his Sentinel's cock with long, rough sweeps of his tongue. "And I'm never going to leave you, and I'm always going to be a part of you, I'm always going to be in your head, in your spirit, in your dreams. I swear it." 


"Yes. Oh God, please." Jim cried out, arching under his Guide's fierce mouth, begging for him. 





Duncan held Jim's shoulders, not trying to restrain him when he twisted and jerked under Blair's mouth. Both Jim and Blair had told him they wanted him here, but now he wished that he'd slipped away when he'd had the opportunity. The magick being woven between Sentinel and Guide �was too real to be called anything else. He watched them with awe, and a strong, protective love, trying not to intrude. 


Jim's arms came up, elbows bent to reach behind him, his hands groping for Duncan's shoulders. When he found them, he gripped hard; anchoring himself and holding on tightly as Blair devoured his cock, taking the entire length down his throat in one swallow. 


"Duncan..." Jim groaned helplessly. He sounded lost, afraid of the intensity of the pleasure. His eyes were tightly shut, teeth tearing at his lip. 


"I've got you. I'm here." Duncan heard himself reassure the distressed Sentinel in his arms, his voice low and musical. He pulled Jim up a little higher, so that he could get his arms around the top of his chest, trying to shelter him with his body. "It's safe, everything is going to be alright, I've got you, I won't let you go." 


"Keep him here, Duncan." Blair's voice came to him from what seemed like a long distance, charging him with the task of guarding Jim's senses while he claimed his body. 


He leaned over until he could reach Jim's mouth, covering his lips and pushing his way gently inside. He kissed him slowly, and Jim was totally relaxed and limp in his arms, soft mouth opening up to let him in as deep as he wanted to go. Duncan found himself stabbing into Jim's open mouth, invading the soft, wet cavern as possessively as Blair was devouring his sex. Jim let him support all of his weight, holding his head up with his palm curved around the back of his skull. Jim's arms had fallen back to his sides, now one hand came up to touch his face, stroking his cheek lightly, following the quick movement of his tongue. Duncan thought what it must feel like, for him, to be taken like this, and he held him even more tightly, gentling his attack on the soft, willing mouth. 


Jim cried out sharply against his lips and Duncan realized that Blair's mouth had abandoned his cock to cover his balls, sucking and licking him with such possessive hunger that Duncan thought he could actually feel the claim his lover was making through Jim's trembling lips. Thrusting �into his mouth, Duncan pulled Jim's body up a little higher, so that his weight lay over his stomach and he could hold his upper body tightly against him. 


Jim sobbed harshly against his lips, hands groping blindly until he found Duncan's, intertwining their fingers and pulling Duncan's arms tighter around his body. Duncan couldn't bring himself to break away from Jim's mouth long enough to look, but he knew that Blair's path down his body had moved lower, Jim was moaning continuously against his lips, shaking in his arms. 


"It's okay. Breathe. I've got you," Duncan whispered tenderly, feeling Jim shift and tense as Blair repositioned him, spreading his thighs and squirming lower to lie down between his legs. 





Jim turned his face into Duncan's chest, pressing his mouth to the hard sternum as Blair's tongue entered him, licking and stabbing with absolute authority over the most intimate parts of his body, making him squirm and gasp with the burning, needy pleasure of having Blair's tongue inside him. 


His Guide held his legs spread wide, held him open with enough force to let him know this wasn't up for negotiation, which was good, because he couldn't have gotten an intelligible word out if his life depended on it. He was grateful for Duncan's strong arms around him, holding his back firmly against his chest, and for the playful tongue in his mouth, trying to distract him. He was afraid, but he was even more afraid of stopping, and what it would feel like to lose this sensation, the almost telepathic connection with his Guide. It wasn't like he could hear Blair's thoughts, but he could feel him, could feel Blair's hunger and the rhythm of his heartbeat somehow deep inside his own body. 


Blair's tongue scraped over his nerves and Duncan's teeth nipped at his tongue, and his whole body seemed to be nothing but wet, urgent want and emptiness. He clung to Duncan's grip, vaguely aware that Duncan would keep him from falling, from zoning on the sensation of his Guide pushing insistently inside him. 


"Listen to me. This is easy, all you have to do is listen to me and let him in. He's already inside you, isn't he?" 


Duncan's whisper was deep and resonant, rich sounds that seemed to be somehow connected to Blair's slow movements, synchronized, as if Duncan could feel exactly what was happening to him. 


"Okay, talk to me. Oh God, Duncan..." 


"I know. I know, it's okay. Just relax, it's not going to hurt at all, I promise." Duncan's voice was calm and strong, holding him still. Blair was kneeling between his legs, one slick finger rubbing insistent, gentle circles around his hole, pressing up gently against the bundle of nerves under the skin there. 


"Take a nice, deep breath, relax, trust me." Duncan was close, talking with his lips pressed lightly against his cheek, so that he could feel the vibration of the sounds in his mouth. 


"Umm, oh God... I'm gonna come. No, Duncan..." 


Jim sobbed against Duncan's mouth, hanging onto his hands with all his strength, trying to accept the shocking rush of endorphins shooting through him, the pleasure that was too intense to deny. 


"Easy, not yet, not yet. Stay here with me, not yet. Easy." Blair's sing-song chant lulled him as a finger pressed slowly into his body, his Guide's heartbeat pulsing in his blood. 


"That's it, just let him..." Duncan murmured, stroking his face, holding his head pressed against the center of his chest. 


It felt like a very safe place to break apart and cry out from the sensation of Blair's touch inside him, stroking him, claiming him from the inside out. 


"Yeah, okay, I'm with you, it's okay. We're just gonna let this happen, now, just stay with me, I'm not gonna let you go, never, just feel me." 


Blair's chanting voice wrapped around his brain, held him still and willing and naked and waiting while his Guide explored his body, touching him so intimately that Jim thought that Blair could feel exactly what happened inside him each time he twisted slowly inside, the explosion of pleasure that happened, deep, deep inside him. 


It seemed that a long time passed, where he faded in and out of reality, so high on the slow, unending rhythm of Blair's finger moving inside him that everything else just faded away into nothing. Duncan kissed his face, stroked his sides and his hips and gently squeezed his cock, his breathing was slow and deep under his back, but all these things faded away as Blair took him further and further into the place where nothing else mattered but this touch inside him, giving up what his Guide wanted. 


"One more time, relax for me, let go now," Blair groaned softly, and Jim realized that there were now two fingers inside him. He tried to speak, but all that came out was a long moan of willing consent. "Umm..." 


"Yeah, we're so close, I know." Blair's deep voice held him steady as he was stretched and pressed back into the bed, opened up and filled with his Guide's hand. 


"Please... do it. Come inside me." Jim felt as if the words got ripped out of his heart and flew out his mouth solely by the pressure of Blair's fingers thrusting into his body alone. 


"Not yet, not yet. I need you to relax, come on, let go for me, just let go. Let Duncan take care of you, he won't let you zone completely, just let go, it's okay." 


"He's going to feel so good, Jim," Duncan's whispered against his temple, lips pressing softly against his cheek, nibbling over his jaw to take his mouth again. 


Clinging to Duncan's lips, sucking his tongue into his mouth greedily, Jim thought that if Blair didn't make it stop soon, he was going to go mad. He had to move, to shift back, to push against the maddeningly slow invasion. 


"Please, Blair." 


"Take me," Blair answered him, and Jim realized the hard, slick, insistent pressure against him was Blair's cock, pressing very slowly inside. The head was in, and it felt fine, but when Blair moved he wanted to scream. It was too much, too frightening, to realize that he really was about to take all of that into his body. 


"Wait, Caro, be patient," Duncan cautioned softly, and Jim felt his Guide go still. 


"Ahh... Blair? I'm scared." 


"Shh. I love you; I'm not going to hurt you. Stay right here with me, just feel me, feel me inside you. I can feel your pulse, I can feel you breathe. I just want to be a little deeper, mmm, oh God, Jim, yeah, that's it, so good. Ahh. There. Now I'm inside you, forever." 


"Blair," Jim heard himself moaning his Guide's name, trying to answer him, to say yes, stay there, right there, always inside me, but he couldn't make the words come out. Duncan held him firmly, arms wrapped around his shoulders, and Jim turned his face back into Duncan's skin, feeling himself open up to accept Blair's cock inside his body. 


Duncan took his cock gently in his fist, and Jim moaned in appreciation as pleasure sizzled over his nerves. "Duncan... it feels so good. So good. I don't want it to stop." 


"I know, it's okay. Don't move, just lay still and let him do the work, hmm? He's going to come inside you, and you'll feel it, won't you? I know, you'll feel everything." Duncan's soothing instruction floated through his brain as his hand pumped his cock slowly, letting him concentrate on the sensation of Blair deep inside him. 


"You're mine, I'm never going to leave you," Blair whispered, shifting slowly to lie down on top of him. Duncan leaned back, taking the extra weight. 


"Stay," Jim groaned, reaching up to clutch Blair's shoulders. 


"Mmm. Yeah, that feels so good, hmm? If I move just a little..." Blair smiled down at him, shifting his hips subtly to rock gently inside him. 


"Ohh, Blair, yes, right there..." Sparks ran through him, the pleasure exploding inside him starting at the spot where Blair was touching, deep inside. 


As he felt Blair begin to move more and more, slowly sliding in and out of him, Jim lost himself. There was no Jim or Blair, there was only one being, made up of both of them, held safely in Duncan's arms. Completion that Jim hadn't known was possible fell over him as he heard Blair �scream one word, as he came. 


"Mine!" 


The sensation of hot come shooting inside him sent Jim into his own orgasm. As he came in Duncan's hands, the feeling that Blair was marking him, from the inside, claiming him, made Jim shudder convulsively. He felt Blair's arms around him, grounding, keeping him safe. 


"Mine, mine, mine, mine," Blair was chanting softly, clinging to his body, covered in sweat and shaking so badly that Jim rolled him over, laying him down on the bed. 


"Are you okay, Caro?" Duncan's concern broke the silence. 


"Mmm, very. Jim?" 


"What is it?" 


"I love you." 


Jim nodded, reaching out to touch his Guide's mouth with his fingertips. "I love you, too. Always. Are you sure you're okay? You're shaking." Jim pulled his Guide into a tight, sweaty hug. 


"Yeah, just exhausted. Can I sleep in the middle tonight?" 


"Absolutely." Duncan answered him, reaching over Jim to pull Blair into the middle, resettling on his side on Blair's left, his head propped up on one arm. 


"Thank you, both of you, for wanting me to stay. I love you both very much." Duncan spoke to them quietly, his free hand stroking absentmindedly through Blair's curls. 


"Thank you, Mac." Jim leaned over his Guide to kiss Duncan one more time before they slept. 


"I don't wanna go back to school." Blair grumbled, his face buried in Jim's chest. 


Duncan chuckled, reaching over them to the bedside table to turn out the light. 


"Well, you have two more days, we'll make the most of them." 


"I'm gonna hold you to that, handsome." 





Part 36 


By Zen&nancy 





Two Weeks Later... 


Blair strode across campus towards the parking lot, feeling exceptionally happy about having the afternoon off. He felt free of guilt for the unexpected free time; it had been his full intention to spend all afternoon with his Anthro 101 students, watching a film. A film he'd ordered early last week, and which the department had promised him would be available. It wasn't, and since he didn't have anything prepared for a back up plan, he'd been forced to set them free. Laughing to himself as his students rushed for the door, Blair refused to be discouraged by their joy in being spared his film and lecture. It was a beautiful day, cold, but exceptionally clear and sunny, without the usual dampness of winter in Seacouver. 


Dumping his backpack in the back seat, Blair contemplated what he might do with his afternoon. Duncan was teaching, on the other side of campus, and Jim was already on duty at this hour. He could go to the library, or stop by Joe's bar for a cold beer and a sandwich. Both sounded good, but as he pulled out of the lot, an idea occurred to him. Blair hadn't forgotten a single word of what Adam had said to him on New Year's Eve. In fact, he'd thought about little else. This seemed like an ideal time to see if he could persuade the reticent Immortal to elaborate on those little tidbits of wisdom. 





Adam answered Blair's knock in a white terry cloth bathrobe provided by the hotel for their more affluent guests. He seemed pleasantly surprised to see Blair, and quickly invited him in. 


"Hi Adam. Where's Amanda?" 


"Shopping, eternally. You'd think she'd give up and just fly to New York. Something about a quest for a diamond brooch. I ask as few questions as possible. What are you doing making social calls in the middle of the day?" 


"Had to cancel my afternoon lecture; film department screwed me over on a request I put in four days early. Happens all the time, Anthro gets no respect," Blair kidded, following Adam into the luxury suite. He took a seat in a very comfortable armchair, declining Adam's offer of a beer. "No thanks, too early. I hope you don't mind me just stopping by. I thought maybe we could talk some more, about your experience with Sentinels." 


"It's never too early." Adam told him, settling into the corner of the sofa with a fresh bottle from the bar. "So you've come seeking knowledge," Adam's voice was thick with sarcasm, and Blair thought that a few weeks ago, that remark would have annoyed the hell out of him. Now, he only smiled, shaking his head in denial. 


"Nope. I mean, I don't care how old you are... you're still just a guy, right?" 


Adam gave him a strange look, tilting his head to the side to regard him with hooded, curious eyes. "Yes." 


"Okay, good. So, I just thought maybe you'd be in the mood to tell stories, relive some old memories, whatever... If you don't, it's still a gorgeous day, and I don't have anything I have to do. Maybe you wanna go to the zoo, or the museum. I could give you the tourists tour, if you haven't done that stuff yet." 


Adam smiled at him, obviously entertained. The man had a funny, offbeat kind of charm. Blair was beginning to understand why Duncan had such a hard time putting a finger on it, when he asked Duncan to name what it was about the older Immortal he was drawn to. 


Adam regarded him with speculative, raised eyebrows. "No regression? No hypnosis therapy? I've heard about you." 


Blair had to laugh, shrugging his shoulders in a small attempt at self-defense. "No, I promise. Whatever you want to give me." 


Adam shifted to stare at him with suddenly piercing eyes. "What do you want to know?" 


Blair felt as though he was being put to the test, but he didn't understand why, or exactly how the results were going to be evaluated. "Well... You've given me reason to believe, on two separate occasions, that you feel that I'm doing something wrong with Jim. I need to know what. I'm getting the idea, you said we've got it backwards... and lately, some things have been happening between us that would definitely support that theory, but I need to understand why." 


"That's a very tall order, Mr. Sandburg." Adam's voice was affectionate, letting him know that he wasn't playing with him anymore. 


"Well, then, how about you just tell me about your Sentinel." 


Adam frowned, and for a moment Blair was sure he'd flunked. He waited, trying to be patient, while Adam stared at him, a completely unreadable expression hidden under the surface of indifferent detachment. Blair thought that by now it must be almost impossible to break that facade, to startle any kind of spontaneous reaction out of those precise features. Finally, Adam rose from the sofa, speaking rather sharply, "Well, if you're going to insist, let me at least have the protection of clothing before the interrogation begins." 


Before Blair could deny the charges, his host had disappeared into the adjoining room, closing the door behind him. Blair fiddled with the straps of his backpack, looking around the comfortable, stylish hotel room and wondering nervously how to put the unreadable, mercurial Adam at ease. There had to be a way, something that would make Adam want to tell him what he knew. Blair thought about that for a moment; what Adam knew could be a totally inexhaustible amount of knowledge, of a proportion that had never existed in any written form. If Adam's memory was anything like Duncan's, he knew more than anyone else Blair was ever going to meet about the evolution of humanity, society and culture. For a moment the realization rocked him into a kind of stupefied wonder, and then sensibility got the best of him, and he told himself to put any crazy ideas about personal study out of his head. 


Adam returned only a few minutes later, in baggy jeans and a cable knit sweater. Detouring around the sofa to the bar for another bottle, he seemed unaware of Blair's eyes, following him. Blair took a deep breath, telling himself to relax. 


Adam came back to sit with him, and beat Blair to it when he started to speak. 


"Let me ask you a question, Blair, about your Sentinel." 


"Fair enough, hit me." 


"How did you find him?" Adam's eyes pinned him, making Blair want to squirm in his chair. 


"It just happened, it was just sorta fate, I guess. I stumbled on him. Well, not even me, this T.A. that I was, well, shtupping, she was doing work in the E.R. at the hospital when he walked in complaining about his senses going wiggy, and she knew my field of study... So I ran right down there and borrowed a lab coat and told him Dr. Sandburg was the only one who could help him, gave him my card and booked. Of course, the second time I saw him he put me up against a wall and threatened my life, but that's incidental." 


"No, actually it's very relevant. Are you really telling me that you just happened to meet him, it wasn't planned, you didn't hunt him down?" 


"Adam, right up until I got him to agree to let me test his responses, I had no substantial proof that what I was looking for even existed. He just fell into my lap, man. Karmic collision." 


"Good God. How the hell did he survive alone, up until then?" 


"He repressed them, after they finally got him out of Peru. His senses were dormant for close to five years. He came to the hospital when they first started coming back online, thinking he'd been poisoned or drugged or something." 


"A good assumption." 


"Yeah, well, it really was just fate. It turned out the place I was renting was right next door to these guys he was trying to bust. My place sorta got blown up in the course of events, and I moved in with him." 


"Do you understand how remarkable that is?" 


"No, I guess I don't. Explain it to me, Adam." 


"A Sentinel was given to his Guide at birth, or as soon as they're weaned, to be raised. A Sentinel never left his Guide's side, not from birth to death, under natural circumstances. In the place I lived, it was assumed that a Sentinel would immediately go insane if left alone. They need to connect, to use you as a reference point, a place to call home, psychologically speaking. They're not even considered full members of the tribe, not of any direct genealogy. Actually, they were thought of as a part of the other, the guide or watcher; one person made up of Guide, the dominant, and Sentinel, the submissive, both forms of the same function, to watch and protect." 


"That's amazing," Blair leaned forward excitedly in his chair, shifting to cross his legs beneath him. "So you're saying a Sentinel wasn't regarded as an individual, without a Guide." 


"I'm saying they were regarded as the property of their caretakers. They were throwbacks, and the elders of the tribes knew that. Mental stability isn't even the question, it was understood that these people had more connection to the natural world than the intellectual one." 


"They were thought of as animals?" 


"Well, nearly. Watchdogs, I suppose," Methos shrugged, looking somewhat uncomfortable with Blair's questioning. 


"You were a Guide, weren't you? At least once." Almost instantly, Blair was certain that he was right, and for a moment the unreadable Adam was transparent. He shifted defensively, drawing his legs up from his sprawl, hands on his knees. He was nervous. Something about Sentinels upset him, more than upset... 


"Yes, once. And then he died, just like every other mortal I've ever known." Hazel eyes squinted at him, and Blair told himself that this anger wasn't really aimed at him, it was just anger. He was walking on thin ice here, and he knew it, but he pushed a little farther. 


"How? What happened?" 


"He was killed by an enemy's arrow... We both were." Adam stopped abruptly, almost as if he hadn't realized he was speaking out loud. 


Blair thought it was probably smart to stop now, Adam didn't look like he wanted to answer any more questions, and if he pushed too far, he might never talk to him about Guides and Sentinels again. It was information Blair was sure he needed, and if he had to, he would wait for it. Wait until Adam knew him better, until he trusted him. Blair remembered that Duncan had said he was the only person Adam trusted, and promised himself he would do whatever he could to change that. He was starting to realize that he wanted to be Adam's friend. 





Duncan waited impatiently for the lift to carry him up to the fifth floor. He was returning from his Thursday night lecture, which ran until ten o'clock. He'd requested a night course this semester so that he could see more of Jim and Blair. Blair was teaching all afternoon and evening classes, and mostly keeping up with Jim's erratic schedule. Officially, Jim's shift was three to eleven, but as Jim had warned him, his schedule revolved around the job, catching the criminal, not the time clock. Duncan was hoping he'd be home tonight, along with Blair. He hadn't seem both of them at once for the last three days. Even with all of them trying to coordinate their work schedules, it wasn't always easy. 


Duncan's face split into a wide grin when he pulled up the gate. Jim was face down on the bed, laying on his stomach with his head hanging over the foot of the bed. Shirtless and barefoot, getting what looked like a very serious back rub from Blair, who was also shirtless and straddling his hips. Blair looked up, greeting him with a happy smile and a wave. 


"Hi handsome. Welcome home." 


"Thank you. How was your day, Jim?" 


"Hmm... Hi Duncan. Rough. Blair, don't stop... Uhhh, yeah, Harder." 


"This is solid rock, what am I supposed to do, get a pick and start chipping?" 


Duncan laughed, hanging up his coat and kicking his shoes off. He came over to sit on the edge of the bed. "Want me to take over for awhile?" 


"That'd be great, my arms are ready to give out here. It's good to see you, how was your day?" Blair didn't give him time to answer, leaning over to wrap his arms around his shoulders and into a long hug and a kiss hello. 


"Mmm, good, but I missed you." 


Blair laughed, giving him a delighted smile. He moved off Jim's back, offering his place. "He's all yours." 


"My, my, quite a gift," Duncan teased back, laying his hands flat on Jim's back to say hello as he straddled his hips, pushing his flattened palms slowly up either side of Jim's spine. 


"Ahh... He's selling me off, huh?" Jim turned his head to smile at Mac over his shoulder. 


"Yep. I got you for a song," Duncan chuckled, digging deeply into the heavy muscles of Jim's shoulders. "Rough day, superman?" 


"Uhh, harder. Chased this guy for six blocks, up onto a roof, ended up pulling him up off the side, hanging five stories up. Thought my shoulders were gonna come right out of their sockets. Guy weighed about two hundred pounds." 


"I told him he should have waited for Rita, but he doesn't listen to me." 


"Rita was on the fire escape, doing her job, reading the other guy his rights. The skinny one." 


Duncan laughed, shaking his head. "You love it." 


"Yep. Mmm, that feels so good." 


"So how are things going with your new partner?" Duncan asked, his own muscles flexing as he manipulated the rocks in Jim's shoulders, moving the tight muscles in slow circles until they relaxed. 


"Great. Rita Jackson is one tough cookie. Not a bad cop, either." 


"That's great. I'm glad it's working out." Duncan knew that Jim hadn't been happy about getting a new partner. He'd had some serious reservations, but after the first few days his attitude had changed dramatically. Blair had met Rita, she'd come over last week for lasagna, but he'd been teaching a class in the dojo and missed the chance to meet her. 


Jim groaned in delight, "Oh Mac, right there, that's the spot." 


"Uh-huh..." Duncan dug into the stubborn knot, patiently walking his fingers back and forth until he felt the tension releasing. 


Jim's groans of appreciation continued as Duncan's strong hands fought the bunched up muscles in his back. Slowly, Duncan worked his way down, kneading each group of muscles until Jim was totally relaxed. Shaking out his hands, Duncan placed his palm flat at the bottom of Jim's spine, the other hand curled around his shoulder to ease him backwards as he pushed. Jim's vertebrae popped with a loud noise, and he moaned in pleasure, relaxing back onto the mattress. "I don't know how the hell you do that, Mac, but it feels incredible. Nobody else has ever been able to make my back pop." 


"It's a gift," Duncan chuckled, lifting himself off of Jim. 


"Hey, gifted guy, I'm heating up dinner for you. Are you hungry?" 


Duncan laughed, not at all offended by Blair's teasing. "Yeah, I'm starving. Did you cook?" 


"Lasagna. We saved you a big piece," Blair assured him, getting the covered dish out of the refrigerator. 


"I adore you," Duncan told him, coming up behind his lover to give him a squeeze. 


"Me or my lasagna?" 


"Both, of course." 


Blair turned in his arms, hugging him hard. If felt so incredibly good, to come home to Blair, to have his smile and the happiness in his eyes when he told him, "That's good." 


"Did Jim fall asleep?" Blair asked quietly, looking up to his lover, who was facing in that direction. 


"Think so. We should let him." 


Blair nodded against his shoulder, holding onto him for another minute, until the microwave beeped. "Eat your dinner, I'll sit with you." 


Duncan retrieved his food from the microwave, transferred his dinner to a plate and brought it to the table. His lover came to stand behind him while he was pouring himself a glass of milk. Blair's arms wrapped around his waist, his forehead resting between Duncan's shoulder blades. "I went over to see Adam today." 


"Really? Did you have a good time?" Duncan returned the milk to the refrigerator, thinking that even Methos couldn't be entirely resistant to Blair's charm. Eventually, they were going to be friends. Blair was too persistent to be refused. 


"Yeah, it was very enlightening. Let me get him facing the right way on the bed and I'll tell you all about it." 


Duncan nodded, smiling. He watched Blair cross the room to take Jim's hand, hanging off the edge of the bed. "Hey, buddy, let's turn around, huh? Come on, I'll help," Blair whispered to Jim, who barely woke up at all. 


Duncan ate his dinner, listening to Blair's patient murmur as he got Jim turned around and began taking his clothes off for him. "Yeah, I know, you don't wanna wake up. Just lift your hips up for me, big guy. There we go... Uh huh, shirt too." Jim was mostly asleep, but he rolled and lifted and let Blair move him around until he'd lost all his clothes and was tucked under the covers. Blair kissed his temple, pulling the blankets up around Jim's shoulders. "Happy dreams. I love you." 


Duncan was moved by the devotion that Blair showed while he was doing these little things for Jim. He realized that one thing Blair had become expert at over the last two months was taking care of his Sentinel, especially now that Jim was learning to let him. Since they'd brought Jim here, so much had changed. Blair doted on Jim, but in a very matter of fact way. He made it seem normal for him to do things like tuck Jim into bed, or stuff a bagel into Jim's mouth on mornings when making love caused him to be running late for work. Instead of making him jealous, all these things only made him love Blair more. It was his endless capacity for caring that never ceased to amaze Duncan. 


When Blair came back to join him at the table he was quiet, resting his head on his hands, looking content to sit with him and watch him eat. 


"This is delicious." 


"Thanks. Wanna take a hot bath with me after you eat?" Blair's voice was just above a whisper, his eyes sparkling merrily at him across the table. 


"I'd love to. I want to hear all about your day." 


His lover was quiet while he finished his dinner, smiling when their eyes met, but seeming deep in his thoughts. He didn't seem upset, just serious. Duncan drank the last of his milk, curious about what had Blair thinking so hard. He could almost see the gears turning. He put his plate in the sink, going back to the table where Blair was still lost in his thoughts. 


"Hey, is there anybody in there?" Duncan asked softly, smiling down at him from behind his chair. "Bath time?" 


"Yeah, definitely," Blair smiled, deep blue eyes moving slowly down his body and back up. It made him feel so good, the way his lover looked at him. "Sorry, I was just thinking." 


"Tell me," Duncan answered, taking Blair's hand to pull him to his feet. 


Blair followed him into the bathroom, waiting until they had both stripped out of their clothes and were settled in the big, claw footed tub, the water level rising slowly around them. 


"I had to cancel Anth101 today, film department never got that documentary I ordered. I didn't know what else to do with myself, so I went to visit Adam." 


"Did you see Amanda, too? How are they getting along?" Duncan hoped that Methos and Amanda were taking care of each other. It was very possible that by now they were at each other's throats. 


"She wasn't there when I got there, she was shopping, but she came back before I left. They seem like they're having a lot of fun, they tease each other a lot. Amanda's good for him, isn't she?" 


Duncan smiled, reaching out to clasp Blair's hand across the lip of the tub. They were seated at either end, their knees drawn up and their toes touching under the water. "Yes, I think she is. What did you and Adam talk about?" 


"Well, you know, Sentinels... He told me some pretty amazing things. I think I'm still trying to process it all, and understand how it relates to what's happening with us." 


"Like what?" Duncan probed, playing with Blair's fingers. 


Blair's foot slid slowly up and down his calf, caressing him under the water. "You really want to know?" 


"Of course. I'm curious." 


Blair heightened his curiosity by blushing. "Well, uh, okay, if you really want to know... He said I'm supposed to be the dominant one. Like, completely." 


"Why?" 


Blair shrugged, at a loss how to express the kind of picture Adam had painted in his mind. "That's just the way it works. Or it's supposed to work. I don't know; I'm having kind of a hard time putting history in perspective here. It's hard to say what is and isn't relevant to us, in the modern world. You know?" 


Duncan nodded, frowning a little as he thought. "I think that matters of tradition are only important as long as they suit the needs of people." 


"Me too, but I also think that understanding patterns of behavior is the key to really understanding how this Guide-Sentinel thing works. I mean, I know there's a got to be a genetic blueprint in there somewhere, and then there's environment, but I think before any of that stuff there has to be a more intimate connection, something that would transcend hundreds of years and modern civilization." 


"And what is that?" Duncan prompted quietly, his fingers trailing gently up and down his lover's thigh under the water. 


"It's a bond, it's a power exchange and absolute dependence, unbreakable trust... more than that. It's hard to put into words. I think it's hard to define the kind of relationship I'm talking about it modern terms... let alone live it," Blair sighed, and closed his eyes for a moment. When he opened them his expression relaxed and he smiled, locating Duncan's hand to hold under the water. "Anyway, I'm not going to worry about it." 


Duncan chuckled, shaking his head and the utter impossibility of his lover's declaration. "That's a laugh." 


Blair's smile widened, but he shook his head solemnly. "No, I mean it, whatever we're doing right or wrong, I'm happy. Besides, when I think about how bad things got... I'm just amazed that it all turned out so good, and I'm grateful. I think I'm really, really lucky." 


Duncan spoke without any hesitation, "I'm the one who's lucky, lucky to have you in my life. You are the greatest gift Immortality has given me, Caro." 


Blair squeezed his hand hard, and then turned himself around in the tub so he was resting his back against Duncan's chest. He felt Blair relaxing against him; his knees pulled up so his feet were flat against the bottom of the tub, under the warm bath water. Duncan appreciated how perfectly his cock fit into the small of Blair's back. He felt so good, so heavenly to hold under the water, slick skin and the hollow contour of his backbone to press against, where his cock could slide up and down, nestled into his lover's body. 


"Mmm, this is nice." Duncan stroked his fingers through the wet strands Blair's hair, covering his own chest with it's length. 


"Yeah," Blair sighed, his eyes closed and a small smile on his face. Duncan never wanted to let this moment go, it was too perfect. The back of Blair's head rested against his collarbone, and Duncan had to tilt Blair's head back to look at him. Blair looked utterly content, not a single line creasing his forehead. His lover sighed, and turned his face to press a kiss to the hollow above his collar bone. 


"I don't think I want to get out of this water. You should take baths with me more often," Blair spoke softly, his hands reaching up to thread through his hair, pulling Duncan down to his lips. Soft, wet kisses, and the slide of Blair's tongue against his lips. Duncan made a happy sound of approval and agreement as he reached for Blair's hands, removing them from his hair and covering them with his own, then guiding them to cover Blair's groin. 


"Relax; let me love you, Blair." Duncan nibbled on Blair's neck as he spoke softly, trying to lull Blair into a state of bliss with his body and his voice. "Let me show you how precious you are to me." 


Blair responded by rolling his head to the side, giving Duncan full access to his neck and throat. His hips thrust into their clasped hands, causing Duncan to follow the movement with his own body, so he wouldn't lose contact with Blair's back. The water sloshed in the tub as they set a lazy rhythm, their bodies slowly sliding against each other. 


"Oh yeah, Duncan," Blair let go of Duncan's hands, reaching up to grip tightly in Duncan's hair. Duncan bit an especially tender spot on Blair's throat and the hands in his hair responded with quick tug. The flash of pain went straight to Duncan's groin, and he stroked Blair harder under the water. His fingers teased the head, and Blair let out a breathy moan. 


Another shift, and Duncan's hips ground into Blair's back as the pull on his hair became even more demanding. "Ah, Blair," Duncan growled into the soft wet hair that hid Blair's ear from him. "Let it all go love, let me see you wild, Caro. I need you so much, need you..." 


Duncan lost the words in his throat as Blair arched in his grip, his hands countering the action with another sharp pull on his scalp. Duncan had been stroking Blair's cock slowly in his left hand, teasing his head with little pinches and pets with his right. Now he switched his grip, pumping the swollen shaft steadily in his closed fist while his left hand moved up to Blair's nipples, pinching them hard enough to share the sensation of the sharp tugs on his hair. 


"Mmm, oh man, Duncan! Oh, oh you get me so fucking hard, Duncan. I wanna... wanna come for you so bad," Blair cried out softly, thrusting into his fist as Duncan continued to tease the nipple that had hardened under his fingers, twisting it back and forth under the sloshing water as Blair ground against his hard flesh. His whole body was enjoying the pleasure of Blair writhing on top of him, his body taut and twisting urgently, pressing into him to prolong the contact. 


"Oh- Oh Duncan, yeah, please, oh God, so close..." Blair's moan held a pleading note of expectation and demand, and the fist buried in his hair yanked his scalp so hard he saw stars. Duncan felt hot, almost agonizing pleasure shoot straight to his cock, and growled in response, tightening his hold on the thrusting hips with his thighs, hearing water splash over the side of the tub. Grinding against the slick skin, feeling each vertebrae of Blair's back against his cock, Duncan could only thrust back, bending his head back into Blair's grip as far as he could. 


"You're going to rip it out of my head if you don't take it easy, Caro," Duncan panted in a harsh whisper, not at all upset about the painful grip. 


"You're... You're going to make me crazy if you don't... don't let me come." Blair moaned back, panting hard, anticipation quickly turning to desperation under the relentless strokes. Duncan increased the pressure of his fist, but the water kept his jerks slow and steady, not quite fast enough to take Blair to orgasm, but still it was an incredibly pleasurable friction. Duncan's satisfaction with the state he'd brought his lover's body to made him forget the pain of Blair's hands in his hair, made him want to keep them both waiting at this agonizing point of pressure and anticipation for as long as he could. 


"Mmm, no, I like you like this. Tell me, tell me how good it feels Caro..." Duncan released the tortured nipple to reach up to the fingers tangled in his hair, closing his grip over Blair's wrist until he released his painful hold. 


"Oh God... You're trying to kill me. Please, Duncan, just don't stop, harder, oh man, just a little harder..." Blair cried, panting open-mouthed and wide-eyed, his cock thrusting helplessly into Duncan's steady rhythm. 


Duncan let go of Blair's hand, and it quickly grabbed the side of the tub so hard the knuckles were white. Blair was thrashing his head in short twists now, grunting and moaning in desperation. Duncan's own needs made themselves known as he felt his cock pulsing, demanding release. 


"All right, Caro. Come for me, then," he told Blair just before sinking his teeth into Blair's shoulder and doubling the pressure of his hand on Blair's dick. The reaction he got was exquisite. Blair yelled, his voice feral and raw, and his entire body shook as he came in explosive waves. It went on and on, Blair's body convulsing in Duncan's arms. 


The violent shaking of Blair's hard body against him had Duncan thrusting up against Blair's back. He moaned Blair's name over and over as his orgasm took him over. Holding Blair as close as he could, Duncan buried his face in Blair's neck. He wanted to become part of his love; he never felt like he could get close enough to Blair. 





A little while later they were still quiet, not moving, not wanting the moment to end. When Blair felt his hamstring threatening to cramp up, he reluctantly moved, so he was sitting up with his back to Duncan. He felt Duncan's fingers run slowly down his back, a feathery caress across his still sensitive skin. 


"Mmm." He sighed in satisfaction. Duncan's love was the most amazing thing he had ever experienced. He felt it deep down in his soul, warming him. "I adore you, Duncan, you know that, right?" 


"I know." Duncan hugged him from behind. "I adore you, too, and so much more." 


Blair turned his head to kiss whatever skin he could come in contact with. "Yeah, it goes pretty deep." 


They enjoyed the closeness a minute more and then made busy with getting clean and out of the tub. Blair took a moment to appreciate how complete he felt, how calm and peaceful he and Duncan were together. The harmony that they achieved in their relationship still amazed Blair. He realized that what he had with Duncan was a level of intimacy he'd never believed himself capable of before he'd met Duncan MacLeod. Duncan's love had taught him how to love. He thought that without Duncan, he and Jim would never be where they were now, and tried to express this idea to his lover. 


"You love me more than anybody ever has. Nothing would be the same without you." 


Duncan smiled, looking very happy with the compliment. "You too, Caro. Come, let's go to bed." 





Part 37 


By Zen&nancy 





Duncan raised the gate of the lift, surprised to find Jim stretched out on the couch, his feet propped up on a pillow and a beer in his hand. 


"Hi! I didn't expect anybody to be home. It's good to see you." Duncan went quickly to lean over the back of the couch, giving Jim a brief, hard hug hello. 


Jim smiled, but he looked tired, and Duncan wondered if he'd been sitting there worrying about something. "Rita and I wrapped up a case today, filed the first round of papers and came home early. Blair teaches late tonight, right?" 


"I think so." 


"Guess it's just you and me, then. Did you eat?" 


"No, are you hungry? I could make us something..." 


Jim raised his eyebrows, smiling conspiratorially at him across the room when Duncan went to hang up his coat and set down his briefcase. "We could just order a pizza." 


"We could," Duncan allowed, grinning back. He came to flop down on the couch with Jim, feeling especially happy about the arm Jim flung around his shoulders. 


"Extra everything, thin crust..." Jim was whispering in his ear, in such a low, sexy tone that Duncan leaned back into his arm without thinking, responding to the warmth in Jim's voice. 


"Mm, you've convinced me. One garbage pizza, extra grease." 


Jim leaned in to nuzzle his neck before pulling away, settling against the arm of the couch again. "You know how to make a man happy, Mac." 


Duncan chuckled, propping his feet up on the coffee table. "It's good to be home. So, how was this case? Anything especially bad?" Duncan was studying the creases in Jim's forehead, and the hunched, tense set of his shoulders even in his reclining position against the arm of the couch. 


"No, just the usual," Jim answered dismissively with a convincing shake of his head. Duncan knew that he didn't like to bring his job stress home with him, it was something Jim had been serious about from the start. It wasn't that Jim never talked about work, but only when it was something he thought he or Blair could help him with. Jim had talked to him quite a bit about what kind of toll being a cop, and an entire city's Sentinel, had put on him in Cascade, and he was trying hard to deal with it differently here. So far, it seemed to be working. 


"What's this, then?" Duncan asked quietly, reaching out to smooth the crease in the other man's brow, rubbing gently over his temple. Jim leaned into the light touch, closing his eyes for a moment. "That feels good." 


Duncan moved a little closer, so that he could reach Jim's temples. "Well, I'll make you a deal. I'll rub all this stress out of your head, if you tell me all about what put it there. What do you say, fair deal, Superman?" 


Jim grinned, nodding in agreement. Without saying anything, he reached for Duncan's hand, interlacing their fingers and squeezing hard for a moment. They sat still, just holding hands for a few minutes, and then Duncan got up to order the pizza. They had gotten into the habit of communicating without words quite well lately, and Duncan knew that Jim would talk to him when he was ready. So he ordered them the biggest garbage pizza Giggio's had to offer them, got two cold bottles of beer out of the refrigerator and brought them back to the couch. Handing one of the bottles over to Jim, he settled at the other end of the couch, reaching for the remote. 


They watched the evening news until the pizza came, and Duncan got to see a ten second clip of Jim, looking pissed off about the camera and leading a hooded man out of an office building in handcuffs. 


"I hate being on the news," Jim mumbled, sounding less upset about it than his words implied. 


"I'd think you'd be used to it by now. I hate it too." Duncan confided, and then they both laughed. 


"Is it a bad thing that we have paranoia in common?" Jim stretched, taking a long drink from his bottle. 


Duncan smiled, shaking his head. "I don't think so. Besides, I've never felt safer." 





Two hours later, the remains of an extra large pizza lay abandoned in its cardboard box on the coffee table. Duncan was settled comfortably into the corner of the couch, Jim's head in his lap. There was a hockey game on the t.v., providing background noise. Duncan stroked his fingertips lightly over Jim's forehead, waiting for him to relax. 


"So, talk to me. What are you worrying about?" 


"No, I'm not worrying..." Jim's answer was mumbled, turning his head slightly into Duncan fingers, which were drawing slow, patient circles over his temples. 


"Something..." Duncan prompted gently, drawing lines across Jim's brow with his fingertips. 


"Mmm...Thinking too hard," Jim chuckled, ending in a happy groan as Duncan's fingertips went back to circling his temples. 


"About?" Duncan prompted softly, drawing slow lines over the muscles in Jim's jaw, and then more lightly over his sinuses. 


"Ahh, well, Blair, I guess," Jim mumbled, enjoying Duncan's relaxation massage too much to speak clearly. 


"What's wrong?" 


"Nothing, absolutely nothing. That's what's so weird." Jim turned his head into Duncan's hand, pressing his cheek into his palm. His eyes were closed, and his voice was quiet and calm. 


"Okay... so, what's different?" 


Jim smiled, shaking his head. "Duncan MacLeod, there's a line between perceptive and spooky." 


"I'm perceptive. Now tell me...Talk to me." 


"I'm happy." 


Duncan smiled, walking his fingertips to the back of Jim's skull and drawing circles there with just the right amount of pressure. It wasn't easy, but he'd learned that with enough patience and encouragement, Jim would talk to him. 


"And what's wrong with that?" 


"Nothing's wrong with it." 


"Are we still talking about the same it? Come on, lay it on the line for me, spell it out." 


"Him being the one in charge," Jim whispered, muscles that had just relaxed under Duncan's touch tightening as he frowned, uncomfortable but determined to communicate. "Not just in bed, I mean. That too, though...everything." 


"Uh-huh." Duncan agreed quietly, waiting for Jim to continue. When he didn't, Duncan took time to think about his next question carefully before he asked. 


"Control has always been a big issue between you and him, hasn't it?" 


"Yeah, I guess so. This is different, though." 


Jim laughed at himself, and Duncan knew he was frustrated by his inability to put his feelings into words. Determined to drawn him out, Duncan concentrated on massaging Jim's temples and thought about what would be the best approach. 


"You've changed, not the essentials of your character, but some pretty important things. I mean, it's not just your environment that's altered, it's your self, so that's got to take some adjustment." 


"If I hadn't, I'd be dead." Jim's quiet answer surprised him, and Duncan was moved by the strong urge to comfort. He stroked the sides of Jim's face lovingly, thinking about what he'd said. When he spoke, it was just above a whisper, the emotion in his voice easy to identify. None of them liked to think too much about the circumstances that had brought Jim to Seacouver. 


"I know, but that doesn't mean it wasn't your decision. You made that change, you made it happen." 


"Mmm, with a lot of help." 


"You're not giving yourself enough credit. You were strong enough to take a hard look at yourself and decide what needed to change. You've put just as much effort into making this work as Blair has." 


Jim smiled, nodding slightly. "Yeah. He's what I need, Mac, what I want more than anything else in the damn world, what else was I going to do?" 


Duncan chuckled quietly, walking his fingertips down the back of Jim's head to work on the bunched up muscles in his neck. "Well, you said yourself you're happy, so what's troubling you?" 


"I think I'm just having a hard time understanding that putting Blair in charge is the thing that makes me happy." 


"Jim, there's nothing wrong with that," Duncan smiled; feeling like they'd actually gotten down to what was worrying Jim. 


They were both quiet for a few minutes, while Duncan gently kneaded Jim's neck and shoulders. 


"Duncan, can you explain something to me?" 


"Sure, I'll do my best." 


"How come none of that stuff matters to me where you're concerned? I mean about who's calling the shots." 


Duncan stopped his massage long enough to lean down and kiss Jim on the forehead. " 'Cause it doesn't matter." 


Jim laughed, shaking his head. "That doesn't make much sense, but you're right, it doesn't. So how come it matters so much with Blair?" 


"Because what you have with Blair is a hell of a lot more complex, and there's a power to question, to decide who's in control of. With us, it's totally mutual, and a lot simpler, too." 


"You can say that again," Jim mumbled sleepily, turning his head to the other side to smile at Duncan over his shoulder. "I'm gonna fall asleep on you soon." Jim yawned hugely, proving his point. 


Duncan shut off the tv and helped Jim sit up, pushing his shoulders up as Jim rolled to a sitting position. "I'm tired, too. I'm going to take a quick shower and meet you in bed." 


"Sounds like a plan," Jim mumbled to him sleepily, stripping off his shirt and undershirt as he made his way across the room to bed. Duncan watched him flop on top of the covers to unlace his shoes, thinking about how nice it had been to have Jim's company. Usually on the nights that Blair worked late Jim was either already asleep when Duncan came home, or working a late shift himself. It felt good to spend time alone together. The fact that Jim hardly ever slept down in his own loft made Duncan even happier. It seemed that the three of them were finding a way to let their lives mesh, and Duncan was content to let it develop slowly. What he thought of most when he contemplated his poly-relationship, was how very natural it seemed for the three of them to be together. In such a short time, Jim had become an integral part of his life. 


Duncan took a quick, hot shower and dried his hair with a towel until it wasn't dripping anymore. He dragged a brush through it and headed for bed, shutting off the bathroom light as he left. Jim had left the light by the bed on for him, and was laying on his back, sprawled in the middle of the bed. It amazed Duncan how Jim could make his huge bed look so small. As Duncan turned off the light and crawled under the covers next to him, he heard Jim mumble something, but couldn't make out the words. 


"What?" he asked quietly, knowing Jim would have no problem hearing him. 


Jim rolled onto his side and sleepily threw his arm around Duncan, speaking a little more clearly. "I said, come here." 


Duncan smiled and tucked one arm under his head, curling the other around Jim's torso. From chest to knees, they pressed themselves together. Jim's naked body surprised Duncan. Jim usually wore his boxers to bed, the fact that he had taken them off delighted Duncan. His skin felt smooth and warm against Duncan's torso, irresistibly inviting. Jim's eyes were only half open as he reached his hand into Duncan's hair, tilting his head back to kiss him, pressing small, wet, sweet nibbles at his lips. The gentleness and the lazy feel of Jim's sleepy mouth lulled Duncan into immediate relaxation. He felt himself melting into Jim's welcoming body, his hips picking up the subtle movements his half awake lover was making. 


"I'm so tired, but you feel so good," the mumble against his neck raised goosebumps on Duncan's skin. 


"This is nice," he whispered, thinking that "nice" was an extremely inadequate word, but it was the best his tired brain could come up with. 


Jim pulled his face back from Duncan's neck, and Duncan opened his eyes. Jim's expression was completely relaxed, open and happy. Duncan smiled, reached his hand to Jim's face and lightly brushed his knuckles across Jim's cheek. Then he slowly rubbed his palm over the fuzzy brush cut. Pale blue eyes held his; Jim's sleepy, sexy gaze burned into him, and his half aroused cock twitched against Jim's flat stomach. 


Passion won out over sleep and Duncan pulled Jim's mouth to his own, invading and arousing as his hand held Jim's head firmly in place. He felt their cocks grow hard against each other as Jim deepened the kiss, sucking Duncan's tongue into his mouth and feeding on it. The hand that had gone slack in his hair tightened, and Jim pulled back, panting. 


Duncan quickly reached back and grabbed the Astroglide from the bedside table. Jim moaned as Duncan sloppily covered their groins, propping himself up on his elbow and squeezing the cold liquid over them. He tossed the lube and slowly ran his free hand over Jim's cock, and then his own. Lining their dicks up side by side, Duncan tossed his leg over Jim's hip. He wrapped his arm around Jim's slim waist, wiping his hand off on the sheets before pulling Jim against him. 


"Ah, Mac," Jim moaned as they started to slide against each other. 


The hand in his hair tightened again, and Jim pulled him back. Duncan let himself go and arched into the demanding gesture. He arched his back, letting Jim pull his body taut. Their hips rocked slowly, and Duncan was lost in the feel of slick hard muscles flexing and relaxing against him. Jim leaned forward and started biting his neck, grunting when he had Duncan's flesh between his teeth. Duncan's moans felt strained in his throat, his head being pulled back at such a harsh angle, but he needed to give voice to what Jim was making him feel, to share the emotion. This sweet, animal possession set Duncan on fire. His skin tingled, his cock throbbed, and his lungs couldn't catch enough air. What had started out a sleepy seduction had turned almost feral, yet some how incredibly loving. 


Duncan felt Jim's bites turn to long, swiping licks. Their bodies sped up, the urgency for completion pushing his hips harder and faster against Jim's. Scattered words reached his ears as Duncan felt the pressure building against his spine. 


"Jesus... Mac... harder... shit... so good..." Jim stopped talking, and sunk his teeth into Duncan's shoulder muscle, hard. 


As Jim's teeth broke his skin, Duncan came, screaming and thrashing in Jim's tight hold. His entire body exploded, and Duncan lost his equilibrium. He felt disconnected from space and time, lost in extreme, bone melting pleasure, with only Jim's arms holding him down, grounding him in this chaotic rush of orgasmic pleasure. 


"Oh my God, that was... incredible doesn't even come close." Duncan's brain registered Jim's voice, somewhere through the haze. "Mac? Are you okay?" 


The tinge of worry in Jim's tone pulled Duncan back to earth. He realized he was still laying limp and panting in Jim's arms. He made a serious effort and opened his eyes, smiling at Jim. "Mmm," he sighed. "I'm wonderful." 


Duncan felt Jim chuckle, and energy began to return to his slack limbs. 


"We're a mess, Mac. I don't have to wake up early, how about you? Think we could pull ourselves up out of bed and into the shower?" In between words kisses were being dropped on Duncan's shoulder, which had already healed. 


"Yeah," Duncan laughed. "You know, I just took a shower." 


Jim inhaled deeply and made a face, mischief twinkling in his eyes. "Trust me, you need another one." 


"Very funny. Help me up and I'll wash your back for you." 


Jim pulled them both up and out of bed, and they headed for the bathroom, playfully poking and trying to tickle each other. 





Blair fit his key carefully into the door, trying to be as quiet as possible. It was after midnight, and he expected to find both Duncan and Jim asleep. He was exhausted himself, with the kind of over tired, cumulative stress that made his brain spin uselessly, neither able to give up on work and problems or capable of coming up with any sort of useful solutions. 


The lights were shut off in the living room, and Blair dumped his pack quietly to the floor next to the couch, looking to the bed for a glimpse of his lover's forms under the covers. For some reason, there was always an imperative to connect visually with Jim when he came home, to identify his Sentinel's location and confirm his first guess. He almost always knew where Jim was in their big building, it was a homing device that seemed to work better the longer they lived together. 


Blair's eyes identified the lack of sleeping bodies under the covers at the same time that his ears noticed the sound of the shower running. The light under the door confirmed the suspicion; Jim never bothered to turn on the light when he took a shower alone in the evening, he didn't need it. Blair sighed in disappointment as he shrugged out of his heavy winter coat and unlaced his hiking boots. Berating himself for the last half hour he'd spent at his desk, trying to catch up on his reading and falling asleep over a journal, Blair stripped down to his boxer shorts, tossing his jeans and sweater into the hamper. He was so tired that his fingers were clumsy and it took twice as long as it should have just to take his clothes off, but he was still sorry he'd missed their lovemaking. 


Going into the kitchen, he opened the refrigerator door and gulped orange juice out of the carton. Blair couldn't decide whether to simply flop into bed, which looked very cozy and appealing after they'd messed up the covers, or to stay awake long enough to go into the bathroom and say hi. He finally decided that he would only lay awake until they came to bed to join him, so going to bed would be pointless. 


Going to the bathroom door he knocked lightly. "Hi, I'm home." 


"Come in, Caro." 


Blair smiled through the steam at the two naked, happy men soaping each other in the shower. "Hi, sorry I'm late. I had the longest day ever." 


"Poor baby. Join us?" Duncan offered, sliding the glass door back to encourage him. 


Blair shook his head, loose hair flying around his face. "Too tired. I just want to flop. Sorry I missed the opportunity to watch, though." 


Jim laughed, and Duncan shook his head, sliding the door closed so he wouldn't flood the bathroom. "We wouldn't have been much of a show, we were sloppy and tired, right Jim?" 


Jim smiled at his Guide through the glass, an uncharacteristically shy expression. "He's right, Chief, you didn't miss anything spectacular, just a couple of tired guys too horny to fall asleep." 


"Oh man, I'm there. Everything that's been a potential pain in the ass for the last three weeks decided to explode into full fledged crisis today. I swear, I used to think academics were smart people." 


Jim's sympathetic laughter quickly turned into a groan of pleasure, Duncan was sucking on his neck. "Mac... You make it damn hard to talk, you know that?" 


"Uh-huh." 


"Oh, hey, Duncan, don't let me stop you..." Blair teased, leaning towards them to get a better view through the glass. 


"Mm, Mac... come on, aren't we supposed to be trying to get clean here? So we can go back to bed?" Jim's argument was weakened considerably by his laughter. 


"Bed... bed sounds good. God you two look good together." Blair's boxer shorts were tenting, his cock responding quickly to the sight of all the slick, naked skin in front of him. 


"You think so?" Duncan asked him devilishly, pulling Jim back against his chest and wrapping his arms around Jim's torso. One hand slid down Jim's stomach to curl around his cock, holding him up for Blair to judge. 


"Yes." Blair hissed, laughing helplessly. "You're mean, Duncan. I'm too tired, man, really..." 


"Mm, there are parts of your anatomy that disagree, Caro." 


"He's right." Jim put in his two cents, arching back against Duncan's chest. "Duncan... why don't you just give our little voyeur something to watch, huh?" 


"We could." Duncan agreed, his voice low and sexy. 


"Suck me off." Jim's voice was commanding, but still gentle. 


"With pleasure." Duncan purred, then dropped to his knees, turning Jim slightly, so Blair had a perfect view. 


"Oh man." Blair groaned, leaning against the wall. He watched as Duncan slowly slide his mouth over Jim's erection. 


He saw Jim reach out to hold the wall for support and knew how a blowjob from Duncan could make you weak in the knees. Jim reached down with his other hand and pulled Duncan's hair back, so Blair could see better. He found it interesting that Jim was not only comfortable with this, he had initiated it. Who would have thought that Detective James Ellison would be an exhibitionist?Just the thought made his cock jump. He pulled off his boxers and started touching himself. Very lightly, teasing himself as much as the scene in front of him. 


Looking at them through the glass door gave the illusion of distance, as if Duncan and Jim didn't even know he was there. Blair stroked himself harder as he watched Jim's eyes fall shut and his guttural groans got louder. Duncan's eyes were staring up at Jim, his throat distended from the act of deep throating. Blair wondered how he ever got so lucky. Not only did he have two wonderful, gorgeous men who loved him, but at the moment they were indulging two of his biggest kinks. Voyeurism and a strong man being submissive. Jim was thrusting into Duncan's mouth �now, muttering obscenities between grunts. Jim took his hand from the wall and grabbed the other side of Duncan's head. Blair felt his toes curl when Duncan closed his eyes and let his head go limp in Jim's grasp. As Jim fucked Duncan's mouth, Blair realized he was whimpering, and he needed some more lube than just the humidity of the shower and his own leaking cum. He couldn't look away from Jim and Duncan, so he licked and spit into his hand. It would have to do. 


Jim didn't last much longer. Soon he was yelling and coming down Duncan's throat. He was magnificent like this, his power and his beauty was amazing. He watched as Jim recovered, and pulled Duncan up from the shower floor. They smiled at each other briefly, then Duncan slid the �shower door open and pulled Blair in. 


"I want you," Duncan panted at him, pushing him under the water and rubbing against him. 


Blair grabbed the soap soon they were stroking each other frantically, kissing and biting everywhere. There wasn't time for niceties, as far as Blair was concerned. He was aching for release by the time Duncan had pulled him in here, and now his body was tensing; he was almost there. 


"Duncan, please, just a little harder." 


Duncan moaned, tightened his grip, and cried out as he came. Blair followed, instantly becoming light-headed. He fell forward, against Duncan's chest and wrapped his arms tightly around his lover. 


"I love you, kiddo." Duncan spoke quietly against his ear. 


"Mmm, love you, man, so much." 


"Come on Blair, let's go to bed. Jim's way ahead of us." Duncan rinsed them off and then shut off the shower. 


"He is?" Blair hadn't noticed that Jim was already brushing his teeth. 


Duncan laughed as they grabbed towels and Jim shut off the sink. "We never seem to get enough sleep around here." 


They left the bathroom laughing, and crawled into bed. 





Methos admired Amanda as she rolled off of him, and stretched luxuriously. Her skin glistened with sweat, but goosebumps had started to rise on her quickly cooling skin. The cool air of the room was a sharp contrast to the heat their bodies had just been generating. Amanda arched her back, letting out a contented sound as she stretched. He loved watching her in this blissful, post-coital state. Without thinking, Methos reached his hand out to skim ever so lightly across her smooth stomach. She arched higher into his touch and he continued to brush his hand lightly over skin, moving up to lightly cup her full breast and then skim over her nipple. She closed her eyes and let her head fall back. Methos cupped her face in his hand, reveling in the closeness they had developed in the past few weeks. 


"You are so beautiful." He rolled onto his side, resting his head in his hand, and took in the loveliness of a satiated Amanda. 


"You're not so bad yourself." She smiled, raking her eyes up and down his naked body. "It's a pity the way you hide yourself in those baggy clothes." 


"Yeah, well, survival is more important than vanity. It's safer to blend in." 


"We can't let anything happen to the 5000 year old man now, can we?" Amanda teased, and then placed a kiss on the tip of his nose. "I've been thinking." 


"Always a dangerous thing," he teased back. 


She poked him in the belly. "Very funny. Seriously Methos, I was thinking that maybe we should get an apartment. This suite is lovely, but very expensive." 


"You mean, get a flat together?" His eyebrows furrowed uncontrollably. "Live together?" 


"Yes, why not? We've been having fun so far, my money won't hold out very long at the rate we're spending it, and I don't want to go just yet. You're good company, and you said you wanted to keep an eye on Duncan, so why not?" She rolled over and pushed him flat against the bed,throwing an arm and a leg across him. 


Methos realized that Amanda had him pinned. It was gentle and friendly at the moment, but he knew if he tried to get up she would do her best to stop him. What was disturbing about this was that Amanda had obviously figured him out well enough to know his first instinct would be to put �distance between them. 


"Give me a minute to think about this." He stared into her deceptively innocent, round eyes. 


"Sure." She smiled, then curled around him, snuggling her head onto his shoulder. 


He absentmindedly ran his hand up and down her bare back as he mulled it over. It was true, they had been having lot of fun. More fun than he'd had in many years. Amanda was more than just a bit of fun, though, she was a damn good friend. She wasn't nearly as flighty as she wanted the �world to think. Friendship and loyalty were things she took very seriously, and Methos did feel that he could trust her. Well, with the important things, anyway. 


"So, what kind of an arrangement are we talking about, here?" He needed to know what Amanda expected out of this. 


"Arrangement? Well, I figured I'd put a collar around your neck and get a nice cage to keep you in, but I'd get you a nice fluffy pillow to sleep on." She pinched his nipple hard, and continued, "Relax, would you? I'm not asking you to marry me, just shack up for a while. We could even have separate bedrooms. I'm not trying to step on your toes, Methos, I just don't want to have this end yet. I've been running around the globe for months. It would be nice to stay put somewhere for a while, and you're a good friend. The past couple of weeks have been wonderful, why stop?" 


"Separate bedrooms?" He began to think that this might work. 


"Sure, if it would make you feel better. I can't promise I won't crawl into your bed in the middle of the night, from time to time, though." A deep, warm kiss punctuated her words. 


"No strings, no commitments, either one of us can get up and leave whenever we want, no hard feelings?" If anyone had the right disposition for this type of relationship, it was Amanda. She certainly understood the need to get up and go, and he didn't think she'd be possessive. Nosey and �bossy were Amanda's style, but not controlling. 


Amanda smiled at him, "I told you, Methos, I don't want to marry you. You are a very dear friend, and I do love you, but I'm not looking for a relationship any more than you are. Don't freak out on me, I just think we should find someplace a bit more economical to live." 


While she was giving this speech, Amanda had sat up and straddled hips. The move was much more assertive than sexual, and he realized he was worrying for nothing. It seemed that Amanda wanted the same things he did, so why shouldn't they enjoy each other's company while they kept �an eye on Duncan? 


"Okay, you've convinced me. Maybe I can get Joe to let me tend bar, or get a job at the university." He marveled at how her face lit up when she smiled like that. 


"Wonderful," Amanda leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of Methos' head. 


He pulled her down, hard, and rolled her over before she knew what hit her. He felt lighter than he had a few minutes ago. Having someone as intelligent, intuitive, and beautiful as Amanda to keep him company gave him a sense of belonging that he hadn't had in centuries. It was nice not to bealone, for however long it lasted. This revelation sent a shot of joy through him, and he began totickle Amanda relentlessly, causing her to squirm and wiggle under him. Unfortunately, she foundan opening and shoved her knee into his lungs, knocking the air out of him and propelling him over the edge of the bed. Methos managed to take her with him, and they landed with a thud onthe floor. 


"Quiet down or they'll kick us out before we can find a flat," Methos laughed as he scolded Amanda. 


"I love playing rough with you." She was out of breath and red in the face from all the tickling, but her eyes gleamed. 


"You think playing house will be just as easy?" He found himself hoping it would be. 


She sat up and smiled at him. "Yes, Methos, I think it can be this easy. It has been so far. Besides, I like having someone older than me for a change." She winked at him, and then got up. "Let's order room service. We may as well enjoy it while we can." 





Part 38 


By Zen&nancy 





Blair slammed his car door shut behind him as he glanced up to the window of the loft, looking for lights. It was dark up there. There wasn't much likelihood of Jim or Duncan going to sleep at 8:30 at night, no matter how bad their day had been; therefore, he was most likely the first one home. Blair's day had been exceptionally good. His students had seemed especially interested in his lectures, and an artifact he'd been waiting for had finally arrived from Chile. Now he was home at a decent hour and could cook some dinner before Jim and Duncan got home. Chicken stir fry sounded appealing. 


He stopped dead in his tracks when he saw the outline of a large man just inside the doorway to the darkness of the empty Dojo. It looked like Spencer had already closed up for the night and gone home. Blair's stomach did a flip, but he made an effort to appear relaxed and not in any way threatened or frightened by finding a stranger in the hallway. 


"Can I help you?" He asked, as he approached the intimidating man. 


"I'm looking for the owner." The man's powerful voice filled the Dojo. 


"I'm sorry, the Dojo is closed. You'll have to come back in the morning." It was the best Blair could think of to get the stranger out before Duncan came home. After assessing the long coat and general aggressiveness of the man, Blair decided it was far more likely than not that he was an Immortal. Whether he was after Duncan's head or not, he wasn't sure, but the guy certainly wasn't acting like an old friend, and Duncan could walk in the door any minute. 


"Do you know where he is?" The stranger took a step towards him, and Blair backed up before he could stop himself. The man's eyes were scary, a bright, piercing green. He had the look of a fanatic, or someone hell bent on accomplishing his goal. He was as tall as Jim, and just as wide across the shoulders. He moved quickly, with a light step for a man of his size. He looked to be about forty, and in excellent physical condition. 


"I don't know, he must be working late. You'll have to come back tomorrow." Blair answered quickly, making himself stand still and look the Immortal in the eye. All he wanted to do was get him out of the Dojo, as quickly as possible. 


"Ah, well, thank you for all your help. I'm sure I'll catch up with him eventually." The man gave him a long, level look, and strode quickly out of the Dojo. 


"Oh shit." Blair cursed, running down the hall to the elevator. 


Upstairs, he ran straight to the phone, dialing and shifting his weight anxiously from one foot to the other. "Come on, Duncan, answer!" 


Blair waited anxiously through eight rings before hanging up. Duncan must already be on his way home. Wishing desperately that there was some way to warn his lover, Blair ran to the window, to see if the stranger was waiting outside in front of the building. There was no sign of him, or the unfamiliar dark blue SUV that had been parked in front when he'd come home. 


Pacing back and forth as the far as the phone cord would let him while he called Jim, Blair was tearing himself up inside for telling the stranger that Duncan was working. What if the man had done his research? What if he knew Duncan taught at the university? What if he broke into Duncan's office while he was working and caught him by surprise? Jim answered on the third ring. 


"Ellison." 


"Jim! It's me." 


"Blair, what's wrong?" 


"Um, we had a visitor at the Dojo. Someone looking for Duncan..." Blair let his voice convey the whole story, knowing that Jim would understand. 


"Where is he?" Jim demanded, interrupting him. 


"He's not home yet, I called his office at the U and no one answered. Can you come home?" 


"I was on my way home. I'm going to the University. I'll call you back when I get there." 


"Jim! NO! Listen to me. You can't interfere. You know how Duncan feels, you promised him, you gave your word. Come home, I need you, man." 


"Blair, this guy could be after him, right? Mac deserves warning, at least. I won't get involved, I just want him to know what he's up against, okay?" 


"No, definitely not okay. Warning is interfering. You know what he said. You have to stay away from it, whether you like it or not, and so do I. I'm scared, Jim. He was big, really big, and he didn't look like he was here to look up an old friend. Please, just come home." 


"I'll be there in five." Jim ended the call, sounding pissed off. Blair wanted to run to warn his lover just as badly as Jim did, but he knew he was doing the right thing staying in the loft. With a little luck, Duncan would be walking in the door any second. 





Half an hour later, Duncan still hadn't returned, and Blair was pacing the length of the loft, muttering curses under his breath. Jim sat tensely on the edge of the couch, watching his Guide. 


"Are you sure I can't go after him? The rule says that Immortals can't interfere, it doesn't say anything about regular people." 


"Duncan says we can't interfere. That bastard found him, he must have... Duncan told me he wasn't planning on staying late, that he'd probably be home a little after me tonight. I hate this, I hate this so much..." Blair continued to pace, unable to stay still with the amount of adrenaline in his system. 


"I'm gonna call Adam." Blair finally decided, grateful to have any kind of purpose. To sit and wait, never knowing how long he would be waiting, was the worst thing. At least calling Adam and Amanda would make him feel like he was doing something. 


"Helloo?" Amanda answered on the second ring, sounding cheerful and charming as ever. 


"Amanda, it's Blair." 


"Well hello, Blair, how are you?" 


Blair cut Amanda's friendly inquiry short. 


"I'm fine, but I'm pretty worried about Duncan. Um, I'm on cordless phone here, do you think you and Adam could maybe stop by for a bit?" 


"Don't worry, sweetheart, we'll be there in ten minutes." She hung up before Blair could thank her. 


Blair set the phone down, smiling reassuringly at his brooding Sentinel. He realized with a feeling of tremendous relief that he really did feel better, just because Adam and Amanda were on their way over to wait with them. He knew that Duncan's Immortal friends wouldn't be able to do any more to help him than he and Jim could, but somehow it would feel better just to have other Immortals around. 





Three hours later, all four of them were pacing. Blair had collided with Adam twice; they mumbled distracted apologies to each other and continued their worried wandering around the room. Amanda moved restlessly between the windows, leaning against the sills to peer out into the rainy night, looking for headlights, or lightning. Jim finally sat down in Duncan's wing back leather chair, nervously tapping his foot and drumming his fingers on the arm. 


"Should we call Dawson?" Jim asked abruptly, startling Blair and breaking the silence. "I mean, he would have information, right?" 


Methos and Amanda both answered at once, pausing afterwards to see who would speak. "No." 


"Why not? That's his job, right, keeping track of the stats?" Jim demanded testily, glaring at their frowns. This wasn't what Blair had envisioned when he'd called them, and he began to wonder if maybe it would have been better if he and Jim had waited alone. 


"It doesn't work that way." Methos informed him, sighing in irritation. "It's not Joe's job to feed us information. He is, or at least he's supposed to be, an impartial observer. You don't get to root for your guy," Methos finished dryly, dropping down on the couch to shift restlessly into a sprawl. 


"He's right, we shouldn't. Not yet..." Amanda murmured, turning away from the window. 


"It's been too long. He should be back by now. Last time he was only gone a little over an hour," Jim complained, and Blair realized that Jim was intently watching him pace around the room. He made himself stop, standing within touching distance to Jim. 


"Okay, this isn't doing any good. Let's face it, there's nothing any of us can do except wait. We're waiting together, so instead of jumping down each other's throats, maybe we could try to get a little unity going here." He watched as Jim slumped back in the chair, and Adam and Amanda stopped and looked at him, Amanda apologetically and Methos with mischievous amusement. 


"Adam, you need a beer. Amanda, how abut some tea? Jim?" Blair hoped he could get them to focus on something else, at least for a little while. He knew he certainly couldn't take much more of this restless waiting they were doing. 


"I don't want anything," Jim answered him quietly, managing to apologize for his aggressiveness with Adam while he answered the question. 


"Okay, no problem," Blair told him, offering the best smile he could muster. "Amanda, peppermint or chamomile?" 


"Chamomile, please." Amanda gave him a reassuring nod, coming to sit on the couch next to Adam. "You know, Jim, there's really very little reason to worry. Duncan is... the best, simply the best. He's gotten out of more than one tight situation in the past. We just have to be patient." 


"Thanks, Amanda, but I'm not very good at waiting." 


Methos made a short sound of sarcastic surprise, frowning back at Blair when he called out a "Hey, come on, guys; mellow out" from the kitchen. 


Blair made tea, and then they all settled in to wait in wait in earnest. Blair tried to sit in his usual place at the end of the couch next to Amanda, but after twenty minutes of lackluster conversation and watching the clock, he slid miserably down to the floor to sit with his head resting on Jim's knee. The fingers that had been anxiously drumming Jim's knee sank into his hair, weaving their way quickly through his curls. Blair turned his head to smile at Jim over his shoulder. His Sentinel looked a little calmer, and that did wonders for Blair's point of view. Anytime he could help Jim and see that it was his presence that made the difference made Blair feel stronger. 


"Chief?" Jim's quiet voice broke the silence. 


"Yeah?" 


"I don't know how much longer I can wait. I'm going to have to go look for him soon." 


He put one hand on Jim's leg to comfort, but he shook his head resolutely. "We can't, Jim. You know we can't. We just have to wait and see." 


"See? See what? No, Chief. I can't do that, I'm sorry." Jim shifted in his chair, gently removing Blair's head from his lap with his hand. He rose; ignoring the hand Blair put on his leg to discourage him. Jim stood in front of him, open palms turned up, a helpless, pleading look in his eyes. "I have to find him Blair, I have to--" Jim stopped abruptly, his slightly squinted eyes the only sign of listening, and then a wide grin of relief cracked his tense features. 


"He's here? Okay?" Blair asked quickly, making the decision after the words were out his mouth that he didn't care, they didn't have to hide Jim's senses in front of Adam and Amanda. 


"Yeah, it's him. He's alone." Jim confirmed for him, grinning in obvious relief. 


"That's quite a remarkable gift you have, Jim." Amanda's breathless voice startled them. 


Blair smiled up at his Sentinel and shrugged, holding out a hand to be pulled up with. Jim pulled him to his feet, and Blair gave his hand a squeeze as they waited for the elevator to come to a stop. He glanced quickly at Adam and Amanda, seeing relief in Amanda's face, but Adam still looked very tense. 


When the lift came to a stop, what Blair saw put his heart in his throat. Duncan was slumped against the wall of the elevator, his clothes shredded and covered in blood. He looked exhausted, and this scared Blair more than anything. He had never seen Duncan looking anything but the picture of health. Hell, he was Immortal, Blair didn't know an Immortal could look this bad. As soon as they'd caught sight of Duncan, Jim's grip on Blair's hand tightened to a painful extreme. Blair could feel the rage and worry pouring off of him. 


"Easy. Let him talk to us. He's here," Blair murmured soothingly under his breath to his Sentinel, even as his own heart began to palpitate with anxiety. Duncan had his sword in his hand, dragging it across the floor to stumble into the loft when Jim yanked the gate up for him. He had to be helped to the couch. Jim was at his side instantly, and Blair took his other arm, draping it around his shoulders. They walked him to his chair and Duncan collapsed limply between them, his breathing coming in choked gasps, long and labored. 


They all tried to speak to him at once, except for Methos, who had taken one look at him and gone to the kitchen to pour him a drink. Blair held tight to Duncan's hand, his voice rising above the confusion. "Let him breathe. Give him a minute! It's okay, Duncan, you're home." 


Blair wanted to cry from the pain of cataloguing all the damage inflicted to his lover. His eyes traveled slowly over Duncan's body, seeing first the deep, terrifyingly deep gash at the very base of his neck, between his collarbones. Blood was still oozing from the wound, and Duncan's breathing was choked and bubbly. His shirt was hanging in shreds from his body, and Blair could see long cuts across the left side of his ribs and a one that was almost entirely healed over his right pectoral. His jeans, too, were soaked with blood, and torn in five different places, but Blair saw no unhealed cuts there. It was his neck, his precious, beautiful throat that was bleeding, and Blair thought for a second that he was going to lose it completely and scream from the terror. 


"I'm okay, it's healing. Healing slowly," Duncan told them, trying to push Amanda feebly away when she shoved her way between Jim and Blair to cover the cut with her hand, her eyes wide with fright and full of tears. 


Adam pulled her back gently, setting scotch down in front of Duncan on the coffee table. "He needs to sleep. Let him recover. How long a fight?" Methos asked, his deep, calm voice drawing Duncan's exhausted attention. 


"Three, four hours. Don't know, lost track. I didn't take him, Methos. I couldn't." 


"But it's over for now," Was all Adam said, a quiet, soothing reply as he moved away from where the rest of them were crowded around Duncan's chair. Blair looked up at him sharply, the name Duncan had used registering in his head in spite of the panic and fear that had frozen his mind when he saw Duncan's neck bleeding. 


Jim still had Duncan's right arm wrapped around his shoulder, he was crouched on the other side of the chair, his eyes watching Duncan's throat intently. "You're right, Mac, it's healing," Jim told him gruffly, his voice harsh and clearly upset. 


Blair tore his eyes from Duncan long enough to look up at Jim across their injured lover. "He's okay," Blair told him, speaking more to comfort them than because it was necessary. Jim nodded at him, sharing the pain with him. Blair wrapped his arm around Duncan's shoulder, giving Jim's arm a squeeze. 


"When I got home tonight there was a guy waiting in the Dojo. I told him you were working." Blair admitted miserably, leaning over to get closer to Duncan. 


"It's not your fault, Caro. You don't have anything to do with it. Remember that." Duncan's voice was still harsh and raspy, his lungs fighting to suck in enough air. 


"I know, I'm sorry," Blair agreed miserably. "Can you tell us what happened?" 


"He ran me off the road a little ways from the edge of campus, down by the water. I couldn't beat him, I knew it right away but I kept fighting." Duncan stopped, exhausted. 


"Don't talk, Mac. Just relax. You're safe." Jim told him, his hand on top of Duncan's head, stroking the thick hair unconsciously. 


Blair looked to Amanda and Adam for advice, afraid for Duncan's safety and unsure of what to do. There had to be something he and Jim could do. 


Adam nodded, and answered his questioning eyes as if he'd voiced his fears. "You could run. Take him somewhere tonight and resettle someplace out of the way, harder to find." 


"No. You know I'm not going to run." Duncan answered him angrily, trying to shake his head at Adam and groaning, his hand coming up to his neck. 


"I didn't think so, but it's worth a try." Adam told him with a shrug, sitting down again on the couch next to Amanda. 


"Who was he, Duncan?" Amanda's worried eyes hadn't left Duncan's face since they'd sat him in his chair. 


"Carlisle." 


"Never heard of him." Amanda shook her head, asking Adam, "Have you?" 


"No. He was good?" 


"The best I've fought. As good as Brian was, on his best day." 


"How did he hear about you?" Adam asked quietly, his brows creased with worry. 


"He killed Steven Keane." 


"Ah," Adam sighed softly, leaning back into the couch. "Well, that makes sense. What's he doing, running through a who's who list of the best swordsmen in Europe?" 


"Yeah, as far as I can figure." 


"Well, that's what being famous gets you," Adam muttered in disgust. He got up, taking Amanda's hand and pulling her with him. "We'll let you rest. Be careful, Mac." 


Blair left Duncan long enough to walk Adam and Amanda to the lift. "Guys, is he going to be okay? His voice?" Blair looked anxiously between the two concerned faces, hoping anxiously for reassurance. "Is there anything we should do?" 


Amanda hugged him, squeezing his shoulder when she stepped back. "He'll be okay, Blair. Don't worry, just let him rest." 


"It looks worse than it is, I've seen others recover from more serious neck wounds." Methos offered, smiling at him quickly. "Don't let Jim smother him, and he'll be back to normal in a few hours. It may scar, but I think probably not, it's already healing." 


"Okay. Thanks, Adam. Thank you both, so much, for coming. Thanks for everything." 


Adam shook his head, brushing off Blair's emotion. "Don't mention it. We like him in one piece, too." 


Blair pulled the gate for them, going back to kneel next to Duncan. Jim had already removed his socks and shoes, and was working on the shredded remains of his denim button down shirt. 


"I'm sorry I scared you, Caro. You too, Jim." Duncan's voice was still hoarse and raspy. 


Jim shushed him while he pulled the cloth over his head. "Don't talk. Let it heal. Adam said it might scar." 


"A scar?" Duncan laughed weakly, sounding less confident than Blair had ever heard him. "That would be something new." 


"Jim's right, Duncan. Don't talk. I think we should get him into bed," Blair added quietly, coming to help Jim with the blue jeans, stiff and soaked in Duncan's blood. It made him feel sick, just to touch the wet cloth and see how badly he'd been hurt. 


"No. Shower first," Duncan argued vehemently when they pulled him to his feet. 


"Okay, okay, take it easy," Jim murmured gently, taking Duncan's arm and draping it over his shoulder to help him. 





Jim held Duncan under the hot water, his arms locked around Duncan's waist. Duncan's head leaned back against his shoulder, his eyes closed, letting the water run down over his face. Jim watched the blood turn pink as it washed off his body and swirled down the drain. He couldn't take his eyes from Duncan's neck, or release his grip on the solid body. This reassurance of closeness was helping, but Jim couldn't shake the fear. He was almost zoning on watching Duncan's neck heal. He tracked the sparks of energy, watched the flesh mend itself, but none of it was happening fast enough. 


Duncan released a shuddering breath, and leaned more heavily against Jim. 


"You scared the shit out of me, Mac." Jim's anger was still very close to the surface, and it came through in his words. He couldn't help it, being helpless just wasn't something he'd had much experience with. 


"Scared myself, too. I couldn't beat him, Jim. No matter what I tried, I couldn't beat the son of a bitch." Jim felt Duncan shaking, and heard the rage more clearly, now that Duncan's throat was healing. 


"Waiting around, not knowing if you were dead or alive, it was killing me." Just saying the words eased Jim's anger, but he felt Duncan tense up. 


"You can't do that. I can't have that, from either of you." Duncan's harsh voice was full of stubborn and unreasonable anger. "I don't want that." 


Jim took a deep breath, exhaling slowly. Blair was sitting on the toilet just outside the shower stall, keeping them company. Jim closed his eyes, and it was as if he could hear Blair talking him down in his mind. For a moment, he focused on Blair's smell and heartbeat, and he was able to calm down enough to talk to Duncan instead of yelling. 


"Mac, it's not your fault. I'm not blaming you. It's just the way it is." Jim's voice was gentle, trying to break through Duncan's denial. 


"No!" Duncan shouted at him, spinning them both around with his hands on Jim's shoulders to slam his back against the wall. 


"What do you think it does to me?" Duncan was shaking as he gripped Jim's shoulders. "Don't you think it scares the hell out of me knowing that he's still out there, that he can use you and Blair against me? Don't think for one minute that he can't, Jim. How do you think it makes me feel when just having you and Blair in my life puts you both in danger. You are mortal, Jim. Blair is mortal. How do you think I lost Tessa?" 


The last was shouted with such rage and anguish that Blair was on his feet and trying to push his way into the shower with his clothes still on. Jim didn't fight Duncan's bruising grip on his shoulders, but he did reach around his body to shut the water off. 


"Duncan, Duncan, calm down. It's okay. We know, we're not going to put ourselves in danger." 


"It doesn't matter!" Duncan sobbed, rage turning to helpless upheaval as his arms fell away from Jim's shoulders, his hands spread in the air between them. "Whether you put yourselves there or not, the danger is always there. I love you. That makes it possible to use you to get to me." 


Jim watched Blair pull Duncan out of the shower, wrapping a towel and his arms around Duncan's shoulders. Duncan leaned against Blair, his face in his long hair. Jim watched, in frustrated empathy, as Duncan stuffed all his rage back down, taking deep breaths to get it back under control, his fists clenched at his sides with Blair's arms around him. 


"I shouldn't have yelled at you, it's not your fault." 


Jim shook his head, dismissing the apology in Duncan's eyes. Blair let Duncan go, giving him room. "It's not anybody's fault, Duncan." 


Jim watched Duncan dry himself, tense with the effort of restraint. He wanted to pull Duncan against his body and reassure himself that he was here with them, healed and alive in spite of whatever he'd been through. 


Blair wrapped his arms around him, pulling Jim out of his thoughts. Blair's warmth was a comfort in his arms, and Jim leaned down to bury his nose in Blair's hair. 


"It's okay, Jim, he's okay," was whispered in his ear, and then Blair let go, moving towards the door. 


"Are you ready for bed, Duncan?" 


"Yes." Duncan answered him shortly, dropping his towel over the rack and following Blair naked to the open door. His hair was still dripping wet, and it was chilly in the loft, but Jim restrained himself from telling Duncan to put his robe on. Blair would get him straight into bed, and that would be better for him than anything else. 


"I'll be right there." Jim promised them, watching Duncan's tense shoulders as Blair led him across the room to bed. 


Jim hung their towels on the rack, pausing to wipe up the puddles Duncan had left on the floor. Brushing his teeth at the sink, he thought about Duncan's anger and his fears. No matter what Duncan said, Jim refused to believe that anyone would be able to use him to manipulate Mac. The first Immortal that tried to get to Duncan through him was going to get his head blown off. There had to be a way to convince Duncan that mortal or not, he was an asset, not a liability. 


Until tonight, Duncan's Immortality hadn't seemed like anything but an extra edge, like his senses. Mac getting hurt was one less thing that he had to worry about. But Immortal didn't mean invincible, he'd heard Duncan say that a dozen times. He'd never really believed it until now. Seeing Duncan's neck sliced open and covered in blood was a wake up call that Jim was glad to have gotten. He'd much rather know what the score was than delude himself. This way could be ready. 


"One way or another, Mac," Jim mumbled to himself under his breath as he shut off the faucet and replaced his toothbrush in the holder on the wall. "We'll get this bastard." 


Duncan and Blair were already under the covers, Blair barely visible underneath Duncan's larger frame. His arms were locked around Duncan's neck, and he was speaking quietly in Mac's ear. Duncan had his eyes closed, and his face was relaxed, but Jim saw the fist knotted in the comforter and knew that they had long way to go before any of them were going to get a good nights sleep. He automatically tuned in to the "guide voice" that Blair was using. 


"It's over, for tonight it's all over, and you came home to me. I got you; everything's going to be all right. Every little thing, Duncan, remember?" Blair began to hum softly, his hands kneading Duncan's shoulders. 


"Is there room for me in there?" Jim asked quietly, unwilling to interrupt Blair. Watching him soothe Duncan, demonstrating his love so freely, fascinated Jim as much as it pulled on his heartstrings. He got a glimpse of what his Guide looked like when he was working his magic, doing that thing that only Blair seemed to be able to do. 


"Of course. Always," Duncan answered him quickly, rolling off of Blair and pulling him over to make a place for Jim on the bed. "Come here. I need both of you." 


Jim crawled under the covers, and rolled Duncan onto his side. Spooning up behind him, Jim wrapped his arms around Duncan and squeezed, maybe harder than he had meant to. Duncan seemed to need this physical reassurance as much as Jim did, because he burrowed his body into Jim's as he pulled Blair against his shoulder. 


"I will not lose this." Duncan's voice faltered as he turned his head and looked Jim in the eyes. 


He saw the absolute conviction in Duncan's eyes, and a stubbornness that Jim knew first hand. He could see Duncan already trying to psych himself up for the next fight. He recognized the soldier in him, and responded. 


"No Mac, you won't, and neither will we. I know you won't let me help you kick this guy's ass, but you can let me help you get ready for the next time. Bring your endurance up, work on the reflexes, whatever it takes. Next time, you'll take him down." He held Duncan's eyes, trying to give his strength to Duncan any way he could. 


Blair picked his head up from Duncan's shoulder and propped up on one elbow. Jim looked up, and saw some of the worry gone from Blair's face. "Duncan, Jim's right. You'll get stronger and faster, and then you'll take this guy." 





Duncan heard Blair's words, and thought of what Methos had said to him so many years ago. He let his head fall back onto the pillow, and shared the wisdom. "Live, grow stronger, fight another day." 


"Exactly." Blair plopped back down next to him and kissed the end of his nose. 


He drew comfort from the gesture, and tried to let go of some of his fear and anger. It had been too close tonight. Just when he had thought Carlisle had the upper hand for the last time, he'd been able to get in a vicious slice to the man's torso, and to Duncan's amazement and relief, Carlisle ran, yelling over his shoulder at Duncan that he'd be back. Whether the man would actually come hunting him again, Duncan wasn't certain, but his instincts told him that Carlisle would be back, with a vengeance. 


"Hey, c'mon handsome, you're here and you're safe." Blair's voice pulled him from his thoughts. Duncan opened his eyes to see a very worried Blair trying to smile at him. "No brooding, remember?" Blair cocked his eyebrow at Duncan in a shameless attempt to make him smile. It worked. 


Blair's love was worth fighting twenty Carlisles. To keep this wonderful, amazing man in his life, Duncan would do whatever it took. He felt Jim's nose nuzzling into his hair, breathing against the back of his neck. It sent shivers through his body, and tore at his heart. Jim was an unexpected gift, a kindred spirit. The days when Jim first came to Seacouver seemed almost unreal now. Duncan couldn't see any of that man in Jim; that had been the repercussions of a Sentinel losing his Guide. When he looked back now, he could truly understand the hell Jim had gone through, and it bonded them together in a way that nothing else could. He had found a peace and deep happiness that fed his soul with these remarkable men, he wasn't going to let some head hungry son of a bitch take this away from him, not for anything. Realizing that this time, he would do anything he had to do, even if it meant acting without honor, to keep them and stay alive was both frightening and exhilarating. He felt wild, out of control in a way he'd never felt before, with no boundaries. All he could think of was that he would do anything, anything at all, to keep from losing this fight. 


"Shh, easy Mac, I got you." Jim's deep voice was quiet next to his ear. "You're shaking again. Did you know you were shaking?" 


He hadn't realized it, but the tenderness in Jim's voice made his tremors worse. He shook his head in response, unable to get a breath past the knot in his chest. He felt a hand stroking his hair back from his face, petting him slowly. When he heard Blair talking, he managed to open his eyes, and see past his rage. Deep blue eyes gave him focus, and he heard what Blair was saying. 


"C'mon Duncan, that's it. Breathe, man, you're scaring me." Exhaling was painful, and Duncan fought against the sobs that wracked out of him. After a few shuddering breaths, he was able to regain some control. He couldn't let himself fall apart; he had to keep it together until he took Carlisle's head. The soothing feel of Blair's fingers across his scalp went straight to his worried mind, and soon his shaking faded. 


"You can't keep bottling it back up inside you, trust me I know." Jim's hands moved as he spoke, and goosebumps thrilled Duncan's skin as he felt the hyper sensitive fingertips lightly grazing his chest. Jim's fingers barely brushed through Duncan's chest hair, and suddenly he couldn't get enough air in his lungs. He arched into Blair, feeling his dick grind into sharp hip bone, and wondered how he hadn't noticed that he was rock hard up until that moment. 


"Jim's right, Duncan, you gotta let it out." Blair leaned forward and kissed his forehead, and then he felt Blair's hand wrap around his cock. 


"Ah," fire rushed through him and Duncan felt everything else fall away as a lustful, needy hunger took over. "Yes, please." He needed this so badly he burned from it. The sensation of helpless free falling overwhelmed him as Jim's lip's sucked at his neck. "Hold me, Jim, don't let go." 


"I've got you." Jim pulled him back, his arm tight around him again. A remarkable sense of safety overwhelmed Duncan, and he melted into the comfort of the hard muscles of Jim's chest behind him, as Blair began a trail of hot kisses across his chest. 


Jim rolled them back a bit, and Blair's mouth worked it's way down his body. Duncan gave up trying to concentrate on the individual actions of the two mouths seducing him, and simply let himself melt into the pleasure of being devoured. 


When Blair's wet lips sealed around his cock Duncan let out a groan, unable to check the urge to thrust up into the hot, tight pleasure of Blair's mouth. It felt so very good, the soft, wet passage opening to allow him access, closing around him with gentle, steady suction that only made it harder to keep from slamming into his lover's throat. 


"Do it. Fuck his mouth. He wants you to, I can tell. He can handle it, Duncan, just let go. I won't let you hurt him." Jim's soft growl in his ear was insistent, one large hand moving down to his hips to encourage him to thrust into the willing mouth closed around his hard cock. 


"Please!" Duncan sobbed, pulling his hips back to thrust forcefully into the tight pleasure of Blair's mouth, unable to stop himself once he began. He shouted in painfully intense pleasure and release, thrusting hard and deep into the slick, wet place that opened up for him again and again, never refusing his helpless, vicious thrusts. Jim's strong hands guided his hips, holding him steady while he came, a flood of pleasure, frustration and release spilling down his lover's throat. Blair pulled back quickly, swallowing with his face pressed against his pelvis. 


"Love you, Handsome," was whispered hoarsely against his hip, as Blair pressed his lips softly to his stomach, a gentle, reassuring touch that told him his lover had survived his rage-induced passion unharmed. 


"Thank you, Caro, thank you so much. You're wonderful..." 


Duncan whispered, exhaustion taking hold as his body slowly came down from the adrenaline rush of orgasm. He slumped back against Jim's warm body, grateful for the support. 


"Feel better?" Jim asked, his head coming down to nibble across his shoulder. 


"Oh yes... immeasurably." 


He felt calmer, a little more in control, but Duncan still had a searing need, like fire in his belly. He couldn't get close enough to Jim, or to Blair. He needed more of them; he needed to get lost in them. 


Blair scooted up on the bed, and Duncan was comforted by the warm, strong body that curled into him, Blair's face nuzzling his chest. Jim followed Blair's lead, and hugged him closer, so he could feel every inch of Jim's body against his back. Jim's arm curled around him, his hand burrowing into Blair's hair. There was a peace that Duncan always found in this connection, all of them touching, holding each other. 


"I need you both... I can't lose you, I can't." 


"You won't Mac, I promise." Jim's voice was rough in his ear, his arm suddenly tight enough to bruise around his ribs, and Duncan pushed back against the hardness he could feel pressed up against the small of his back, encouraging Jim's roughness, needing it, and the proof that he was here, safe, with both his lovers unharmed. 


"Show me." Duncan groaned quietly, undulating against the sensitive cock burrowed into his back, grinding his ass against the hot skin in shameless invitation. "Show me, Jim. I want you." 





Blair saw Jim close his eyes, and felt his Sentinel's groan as much as he heard it. Duncan's cock was twitching against him, and once again Blair marveled at the recovery time of Immortals. He reached his hand out to Jim, the touch causing his pale blue eyes to fly open. Blair saw so much in Jim's usually stoic face. Passion, definitely, and love, protectiveness and fear for Duncan, but it was the somewhat lost and confused expression that engraved itself on his heart. He'd never seen Jim wanting something so badly, and being so unsure about how to get it. 


"You want him, Jim?" Blair whispered, trying to get at the heart of Jim's confusion. 


"Yes," Jim hissed the word, his hand sliding down Duncan's chest to stroke his cock lightly, his fingers playing over the quickly hardening shaft with a touch that seemed to soothe Duncan as much as it excited him. The dark brown eyes drifted shut, the hands on Blair's shoulders relaxing their tight grip. Jim held his gaze, communicating his want and his fear so clearly that the words he whispered were almost superfluous. "Blair, I'm not sure I can... I want to... but," 


Jim wanted Duncan, wanted to fuck him, but Blair could read the layers of doubt and uncertainty in his Sentinel's eyes. Jim didn't have to tell him that he'd never had anal sex before, or that he was terrified of zoning out inside Duncan's body, Blair could feel Jim's fear in the pit of his stomach, as if it were his own. "I know, it's okay. It's not going to happen, you're not going to zone, just trust me, Jim. Concentrate on him, take touch and turn it up, no, trust me, man. Let yourself feel what you're doing to him, feel what he's feeling." 


"Blair, I'm not psychic..." Jim whispered helplessly, pressing his lips quickly to the back of Duncan's neck, as if to reassure him that he was still a part of this conversation. Duncan only groaned softly, turning his head into Blair's shoulder and arching back against him. His legs shifted, one knee coming up to lay over Blair's thigh. 


"But you can feel him, feel his response to you, you can concentrate on that and let him tell you what he wants. Just take it slow," Blair argued quietly, slowly disengaging himself from Duncan's arms. Jim pulled Duncan back against him, taking him into his arms and resettling them with his cock nestled tightly between the spread cheeks of Duncan's ass. Blair scrambled across the bed to retrieve the bottle of Astroglide from the bedside table, pressing it into Jim's hand. 


"You sure you want this, Duncan? I'm gonna try real hard not to be clumsy..." Jim's whisper was full of tenderness and self-deprecation. 


"Oh yes, very sure. I promise, I'll do half the work," Duncan teased, his words cutting off in a delighted gasp as a slick, blunt fingertip pressed gently inside him. 


"That's good. Just don't let me hurt you, okay?" Jim answered, a smile breaking the tension on his face as Duncan arched back against his careful probe. 


"The last thing I need... is gentleness," Duncan gasped harshly, his hips rocking back sharply against the exploring finger, and Blair could see that the desperation and rage Duncan had bottled was getting closer and closer to the surface. 


"Be patient for just a minute, handsome. Kiss me." Blair soothed, stroking his fingers consolingly through the dark, silky hair, pushing it back off his lover's face. "Relax, wait for it, kiss me... you're so gorgeous." Blair heard his own voice, deeper than normal, barely above a whisper, as he closed the space between their mouths. It was a dark, deliciously dangerous experience, letting himself be devoured and ravaged by Duncan in this state. His lover's teeth tore hungrily at his lower lip, his tongue stabbing deep into his mouth before licking roughly across his lips again. Blair let himself moan, knowing it would only excite Duncan further. 


Blair felt Duncan's leg come up to wrap around him, pulling them together from the waist down, as Duncan's hands sunk into his hair, holding his mouth up to feed on him while Jim shifted behind him, squeezing more lubricant from the tube to coat his hard on. 


"Now," Duncan groaned fiercely against Blair's mouth, his hands yanking on his hair. 


"Duncan... ow, let go," Blair gasped, his hand coming up to cover Duncan's fists, loosening his grasp and working the curled fingers free to reposition on his shoulders. 


"Sorry, Caro. Jim! Give me... now, Jim," Duncan panted, throwing his head back to slam against Jim's collarbone. 


Blair watched, his heart pounding in his chest, as Jim entered him slowly. Duncan's features were contorted with pleasure, his eyes tightly shut as he was slowly penetrated. 





"Oh God, Duncan." The exclamation of pleasure and surprise was torn out of him, the intensity of the sensation too much to contain. Jim could feel the pulse of blood flowing beneath the thin tissue, could feel Duncan's muscles trembling and releasing as he pressed slowly inside. Heat, incredible heat and tight, throbbing pressure. 


"Mmm, yes, hard!" Duncan groaned, his upper body curling forward into Blair's arms as his hips pressed back to push against Jim's tentative thrust. 


He let himself get lost in the feeling of possession, knowing that Duncan needed it as badly as he did. Buried inside his body, Jim could feel every breath inhaled, every pulse and shudder of response, the absolute relief with which Duncan's body welcomed his invasion. Holding on to Duncan's shoulder with a fierce grip, he let himself thrust into Duncan, each time feeling Duncan thrust back, demandingly. 


"Oh yes, please, Jim, please," Duncan almost sobbed into Blair's hair, clutching and clawing at Blair's back. 


Jim watched, the burning pleasure held off by the total amazement and fascination with which he watched Duncan impale himself on his cock, his hips thrusting back again and again to take more of him, pulling him into the tightest, hottest pleasure imaginable. Sweat trickled down Duncan's spine, plastered his hair to his shoulders as Jim took up the rhythm of Duncan's wild thrusts, driving into him with a reckless, hungry lust that he'd never released on anyone, the endorphins rushing in his blood stronger than any care for their safety. Blair's voice was in his ears, insistent and quiet and right here with him, focussed on him completely, although he was almost completely obscured to Jim's sight by the larger body Blair held in his arms. 


"Give it to him, feel him, don't lose touch, stay right here inside him. Make him come for you. Oh God, so close... You're gonna make me come too, ahh... that's so damn hot." 


Explosive sensation sizzled over his nerves as Duncan shouted his name, repeating it in a chant that swirled with sensation and sight and smell until it felt as though he was absorbing all of it all at once, through the body that held him, fucking him harder than he ever would have dared to. 


Pounding into the taut, straining body that rocked back to meet him, Jim felt the rage and the fear that had seized him the moment Duncan had staggered into the building finally begin to loosen it's strangling grip on his senses. He took in deep lungfuls of air, groaning in thanks and relief at the pleasure of the total awareness of Duncan rocking in abandoned pleasure in their arms. Duncan was caught tightly between them, his chest encircled by Blair's strong arms, his body undulating between them, wildly alive and healthy and pouring out animal grace and lust, his scent so dizzyingly erotic that Jim let his senses swim in it, his head dropping down to lick up the sweat pooled between Duncan's shoulder blades. Jim's hands clenched the muscular hips, taking control and thrusting up and into Duncan with a hard, possessive force that finally seemed to satisfy him. Duncan panted and shuddered in pleasure, his groans loud and insistent. 


"Yes, yes, now, oh God, now!" Duncan's shout coursed through him as his body exploded into orgasm. Burying himself once last time in Duncan's ass, he fell over the sweat slicked body, driving deep into welcoming heat as he collapsed in bone melting ecstasy. 


Duncan panted harshly beneath him, fighting for air under his bulk, and Jim tried to shift some of his weight, but Duncan protested loudly. 


"No! Not yet. I need you. Stay, don't move, just stay, both of you." He spoke against Blair's shoulder, wrapped tightly in their embrace, hands still clutching Blair's back. 


"It's okay, breathe, handsome. Nobody's going anywhere." 


"No way," Jim confirmed, his breath coming more slowly as he relaxed, sheltering Duncan with his body, feeling protectiveness and possessiveness swelling inside him while his cock slowly softened, still sheathed in the tight, hot space Duncan had given him. He never wanted to leave, he wanted to stay here all night, and make love to him again, slowly, and explore this intensely close and intimate contact, but he could tell that Duncan was already very close to sleep. He lay limp and exhausted between them, one arm crossed over his chest so that his fingertips could rest on Jim's shoulder. 


"You okay?" Blair whispered, smoothing Duncan's hair back so that he could look at him over Duncan's shoulder. 


"Oh yeah. He is, too," Jim told his Guide softly, gently repositioning Duncan's hips as he slipped from the relaxed passage. Duncan sighed, smiling when he was fitted firmly into Jim's body and held in a four-armed embrace. 


"Thank you," Duncan whispered, rubbing his cheek against Blair's shoulder while his hand squeezed Jim's shoulder. "I love you both, nothing will come between us." 


"Not ever." Jim promised him, watching as the security registered in the relaxed features, and Duncan slipped off to sleep. 


Blair smiled, his eyes twinkling at him in the dark. "I'm so glad, Jim..." 


"Me too, Chief." Jim grinned back, settling with Duncan's head tucked under his chin, his arm stretched over him to hold Blair's hand. It was a habit they'd fallen into, holding hands in sleep, and Jim got the deepest, most restful sleep of his life with Blair's pulse beating steadily against his own wrist. Blair made a sound of sleepy agreement, kicking one of the quilts up from the bottom of the bed. Jim pulled it up for him, drawing the blanket up over Blair's shoulders. He drifted off to sleep with Duncan's heart beating against his chest and Blair's pulse at his fingertips, wrapped in contentment. 





Part 39 


By Zen&nancy 





Blair rolled over in the big bed, slowly waking up as the extra space registered in his consciousness. He flung out one arm, finding only blankets beside him. Sighing, he opened his eyes, already missing the bodies that deserted him in the early hours to go running in the frozen park. Blair smiled and closed his eyes again when he realized that Jim was still in the bed with him. He was lying on his back, the empty space that Duncan had vacated spread between them. 


Blair started to drift back to sleep, wondering where Duncan was. There was no sound of the shower running or the smell of coffee that Duncan, the first one awake in the morning, always made. 


"You awake, Chief?" 


"Almost." Blair whispered back, rolling over on his stomach to burrow farther under the blankets. Slowly, the events of last night came back to him, and he sat up in bed, looking quickly around the loft with a delayed sense of panic. 


"Where's Duncan!" 


"It's okay, relax. He's downstairs, working out." 


Blair took a deep breath, exhaling the relief slowly as he came more fully awake. His eyes went automatically to the side of the bed, where Duncan kept his katana. 


"With his sword." Blair answered Jim sleepily, noting the absence of their lover's weapon in the corner. 


"Yeah." Jim confirmed, the tone of his voice telling Blair all about the pride, concern and fear that Jim was feeling. He was lying perfectly still on his back, his hands folded behind his head on the pillow. 


"You're listening to him?" Blair asked, his voice quiet to save Jim the extra work of tuning his hearing back to the normal range. 


"Yeah. He's amazing." Jim whispered back, closing his eyes for a moment. 


"Mmm, how long have you been listening to him?" Blair asked, rolling over onto his side to prop himself up on one elbow. 


"A little while." Jim answered softly, sounding distracted. He was focussed on Duncan, the familiar expression of listening on his face. "He's working hard, pushing himself. You wouldn't believe how fast he can move." 


"Yeah, I know." Blair agreed, his voice gentle and quiet as he watched the love and pride in Jim's eyes. "He's going to be okay, Jim. We just have to have faith in him." 


"I know." 


"Okay, I'm gonna make coffee." 


"Wait, Chief." One hand reached out to his shoulder, pulling him back as he rolled to the sit at the side of the bed. 


"Huh?" 


Jim just grinned at him, dragging him across the bed for a kiss. "Thought you were going to just sneak out on me?" 


"Uh-uh." Blair argued, squirming quickly back under the covers to press his body against Jim's warmth. "No way." 


Jim's lips parted under his, letting him in for a long, slow kiss. When he pulled back, Jim was smiling at him, but his eyes were serious. "I want you to call me when you get to school, okay? Stay in for lunch." 


Blair cut off his Sentinel's instructions with more kisses, sealing his lips over the worried mouth. "Come on, don't worry. You're worse than Duncan." 


Jim's arms tightened around his back, a frown creasing his forehead. He rolled them back, laying down on top of Blair, hands on either side of his head to keep him there. "No. Listen to me, Blair. Duncan's right, this bastard could decide to use you against him, and you can't let that happen. I need you." 


"Okay, I'll be careful, you do, too." Blair poked his lover in the chest to emphasize his point. "You gonna let me up, or are we staying home today?" 


Jim groaned, looking at the bedside clock. "I'm almost late." 


"You're never late. I'll make coffee." Blair argued back, rolling to his side of the bed when Jim released him reluctantly. 


Blair went straight to the kitchen, letting Jim take the first turn in the bathroom. Soon the shower was running and the coffee perking, and Blair leaned against the counter top to wait for it, his thoughts with Duncan, downstairs. 


The simultaneous sounds of the shower shutting off and the elevator clanking into motion pulled Blair from his thoughts. He poured three cups, pulling the blue ceramic mugs from the wooden stand next to coffee pot. Jim came out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist, and Duncan collected his coffee and a granola bar from the counter, kissing him on top of his head as he passed by. 


"Morning, Caro." 


"Good morning." Blair answered; watching his lover's sweaty back as Duncan crossed the room to put away his sword. His hair lay wet and plastered to his brow, the muscles in his arms and shoulders still pumped from sword practice. 


"Can I have the bathroom next?" Duncan asked him, standing next to the coffee table and gulping coffee. 


"Yeah, go ahead. I've got time." Blair watched Duncan and Jim moving around each other next to the bed, retrieving clothes from their dressers with familiar coordination. It felt like any other morning, even though it wasn't. Jim slapped Duncan on the shoulder and told him to have a good day, and collected one more kiss from Blair before he rushed out of the house, his coffee cup still in his hand. 


Blair made the bed and watched the weather report on the morning news while Duncan showered, glad that the temperature was hovering just above freezing, with no precipitation forecasted for the day. In fact, the weatherman was predicting an entire day of sunshine, with the kind of righteous glee known only to weather forecasters in the great northwest. "Yeah, I'll believe it when I see it." Blair muttered, getting up to refill his coffee cup. 


Duncan came out of the bathroom dressed and smelling like soap and aftershave, his hair pulled back into a tight ponytail and held with the Celtic bull clasp, with the letters 'hold fast' inscribed around the silver circle. 


"Caro, I want you to be very careful today. If you notice anyone following you, or anything out of the ordinary, I want you to call me right away, okay?" 


Blair laughed, nodding in consent in spite of himself. "Yeah, Jim already got me with the "be careful" speech. Don't worry, I will." 


"Do you promise?" Duncan asked him seriously, coming over to where he was sitting on the couch to put an arm around his shoulder. "Humor me, Blair. Please?" 


"Of course." Blair promised, his arms reaching up to wrap around his lover's shoulders, pulling him down for a hug. "I will be careful, Duncan, don't worry about me." Blair didn't want to ask, but he had to know. "Are you going to look for him?" 


"Not yet, Caro. I'll give him the chance to find me, first. It's just a matter of time." 


"How can you be so sure?" Blair asked, disturbed by the finality in his lover's voice. Duncan sounded neither confident nor fearful, only resigned. He clung to the broad shoulders when Duncan started to pull away, until Duncan sat down next to him on the couch, one arm wrapped around his waist and other hand resting reassuringly on his thigh. 


"I just am." 


"Okay, but you're going to win." 


"Of course I am, Caro." Duncan smiled, moving closer to press his lips comfortingly over his temple, and Blair sighed, leaning into the soft kiss. 


"I love you, Duncan." 


"I know, I love you too. Now I really do have to go, or I'll be late. I'll see you tonight." 


"Okay." Blair didn't want to let go of him, but he made his hands release his lover's shoulders, watching him with hungry eyes as he moved around the loft, collecting his wallet and briefcase, gloves and keys. Last of all, the sword was slipped into the sewn-in sheath in his long overcoat, and then he was gone. 





Morning classes had gone well, no bad guys came hunting for his anthropologist butt, not that Blair had really thought one would. Blair figured that he'd done his time as bait back in Cascade, with Jim. All morning, however, he couldn't get one word out of his brain; Methos. 


Duncan had called Adam Methos last night, when they were arguing over the idea of Duncan running away from a fight. The very sound of the name filled him with curiosity. Was it his real name, or only one he had used at some point before Adam? The more Blair learned about Adam, the more fascinated he became. It was like a sore tooth that he couldn't keep his tongue from worrying, the idea that Adam could very possibly be the greatest puzzle his anthropologist soul would ever find. 


The phone rang, pulling him from his thoughts. 


"Blair Sandburg." 


"Hello, Blair. How is our friend today? I was wondering if you'd like to meet for lunch." 


Blair felt the little hairs on the back of his neck stand up at the sound of Adam's lyrical, slightly accented voice. It was as if the Immortal knew he'd been thinking of him. 


"Yeah, lunch would be good, sure. Duncan's okay, feeling much better." 


"Good. one o'clock? How about Nick's Fisheries?" 


"Sounds great, I'll see you there." 


As he hung up the phone, Blair wondered how the hell he could get Adam to tell him about the name Methos without pissing off the prickly Immortal. Adam, or whoever he was, had been so tight lipped about personal information that Blair knew he wasn't just going to say, "Sure Blair, I'd be happy to tell you all about Methos." Then again, Adam did seem to be warming up to him, sharing more and more of his knowledge about Sentinels with Blair. Maybe if he asked at just the right moment... Blair hoped he would recognize that moment if it came along. 





Methos stood at the pier, looking out at the water. His fight last night with Amanda was running through his mind. At this very moment the daft woman was searching the streets of Seacouver, hunting for Carlisle. She'd been pissed as hell when she realized she couldn't talk him into going with her. She kept yelling about how they owed MacLeod. He didn't owe anyone so much that he would pay with his life. Still, he was concerned, more than concerned, for Mac's safety. He hadn't felt guilt in centuries, but now he couldn't help but feel that he did owe Mac this one. It was only the truth Amanda threw at him this morning; Duncan had risked his life for Methos, more than once, but MacLeod's battles weren't his to fight. Amanda should bloody well know it, too; she didn't have Duncan's excuse of youthful ignorance when it came to acting on impulse instead of logic. 


Damn that woman anyway, and how did she get to know him so well that she could get to him like this? Methos shook his head, knowing full well that he was lying to himself, and doing a piss poor job at it. It was his feelings for Duncan that raised this unwanted guilt, and there was simply no hiding from that. After the blow-up with Amanda this morning, the first thing he thought to do was call Blair and check up on Duncan via a somewhat trusted third party. 


In spite of his first impressions of Blair, the young man had begun to impress him. His mind was next to brilliant, and quick as a jackrabbit. He was interesting company, although like Duncan, he asked too many questions. Blair seemed to sense the line he drew, and walked it very carefully. Methos could see, though, that sooner or later Blair's curiosity was going to get the best of him. 


Methos turned from the water as Blair jogged towards him, calling out a greeting. 


"Adam! Hi, how's it going?" 


"You tell me." 


"Duncan was up early, practicing in the dojo. I talked to him before I left and he seemed okay, confident. You know, Duncan." Blair smiled widely, falling in step as Methos began the walk up the pier to the restaurant. "He was worried about me, of course, but I told him not to be. Are you hungry? I'm starving." 


"Yeah, let's get some lunch." 


Once they were seated at a table in the little fishery, a basket of clams and shrimp between them, Methos noticed that Blair still hadn't settled down. The kid was spinning the plastic basket of shrimp, bouncing his leg against the table, eyes darting all over the place. 


"Blair?" 


"Hmm?" 


Methos looked down to the spinning basket, and then back up to Blair. 


"Oh, sorry man. Guess I'm still kinda on edge." He took a long slurp of his soda. "Actually, there's something I want to ask you, but I think it's going to piss you off." 


"Then maybe you shouldn't ask." Methos smiled, but he meant what he said. 


"Yeah, right. Um, I don't think that'll work. I kind of have this relentless curiosity, a burning need-to-know kind of thing. Yeah," Methos was amused by the way Blair was squirming, and his nervous laughter. "So, I was wondering... who's Methos?" 


Never missing a beat, he answered. "You're right, you shouldn't have asked." 


Methos got up and stalked out of the fish shop, knowing he could have handled that better. God damn MacLeod all to hell. This was all his fault. He could hear Blair running after him, but refused to stop. He needed some time to decide how to deal with this. Leaving town was looking like a smart move, no matter how wonderful Amanda's company had been; better to be lonely and alive. Before the next thought could form, he felt the immortal buzz. Picking his head up slowly, trying not to give himself away, Methos looked for the source. The pier was deserted, except for Blair, who was quickly catching up to him, and the large man in the tell-tale long coat he could now see at the end of the long pier, walking straight towards him. 


Bloody hell! Spinning around, Methos hoped he could get the ever curious anthropologist and himself the hell out there before whoever it was, probably Carlisle, could catch up to them. Unlike the eternal Boy Scout, Methos did not feel the compulsion to take up every challenge that came his way. He heard the steps behind him break into a run. 


"You can run, but you can't hide!" The shout carried on the wind, full of mad glee and expectation. Methos saw Blair's eyes get huge as the immortal caught up to him. 


"Blair, get the hell out of here!" That was the last bit of energy Methos was going to waste on worrying about Blair Sandburg. It seemed as if this challenge wasn't going to be easily avoided. Turning his back on Blair, and facing the man who was now only a couple of feet away, he gave it one last shot. "This is far too public, ours isn't a spectator sport. Besides, I have no quarrel with you." 


"You exist. It's what we do. You may be a coward, but I know what I am and why I'm here. We fight, it's why we live. So let's get on with it." 


His opponent had circled Methos, and was now walking them both backwards, further onto the pier and further away from any mortal eyes. Except Blair's. The fool was following them, at a somewhat safe distance. Methos was aware of Blair in his peripheral vision, but wasn't about to take his eyes off the man, who had now drawn his sword and was waving it tauntingly in front of him. Reluctantly, Methos drew his own weapon, circling the man determined to fight. 


"My name is Carlisle. You are?" 


"Getting pissed off. Why don't you be smart and walk away, while your head is still attached?" Methos could feel the bloodlust coming to a simmer under his skin, the weight of his sword becoming an extension of his hand. 


"I followed the hippie to see if I could catch up with MacLeod again, but you'll do for now, whoever you are." 


With out any further discussion, Carlisle burst into action. His flurry of hard hitting blows kicked the simmer up to a boil and all Methos existed for was to separate the man's head from his shoulders. When they had traded a dozen blows he understood why Duncan had such a hard time beating Carlisle; the man didn't exactly play fair. 


That was fine with Methos. Playing fair was not only boring, it was stupid. Anything to survive had always been his motto, and it served him well now. It didn't take long before Methos saw his opening, pulled his other blade, and finished it. His short sword sliced Carlisle's heart as his Ivanhoe sliced through his head like it was butter. 


"Oh man, that is seriously gross." 


Methos heard Blair's voice, but it was far away, lost in the haze of the coming quickening. He was surprised to hear himself yelling at Blair to get away, and then it started. 





Blair was shaking; he could feel his knees trembling, but didn't feel connected to them. He was standing on the pier, staring at the head that lay on the cement, eyes staring at him. He heard Adam yell something at him, but didn't process the words. He still couldn't believe that he'd just seen Adam chop off Carlisle's head. He knew that this was what they did, immortals, that they fought and cut off each other's heads, but he'd never explored the reality of it. Never really thought about what it must look like, sound like, for someone to have their head cut off. It was gross. that was as far as his brain could get, and then he saw Adam fall to his knees as a bolt of lightning ran from where Carlisle's head used to be, straight to Adam's torso. It seemed as if the lightning ran through Adam's body and then out his arms, which flew straight out in the air, as if pulled by strings. 


At this point, Blair got enough of his wits back to realize that the waves were gong crazy against the pier and a storm was beginning to swell around them. He looked around for somewhere to take cover, but could only back up, walking backwards towards the shore. He was unable to pull his eyes from the sight of the quickening, surprised by how violent and painful the experience appeared to be. Adam screamed and twisted as the storm ran through him, over and over. Finally it seemed to calm, and Adam fell into a boneless, panting heap on the concrete. 


Looking around to see if anyone else had seen, Blair was relieved that all he found was the Fish shop employees rushing around the outdoor part of the fishery, closing down the outside tables they had set up. The unexpected rainstorm seemed to take all of their attention, and light show had gone unnoticed. Blair realized that it was raining hard now, and he was shivering and soaking wet. 


So was Adam. Blair rushed to his side, offering him a hand up. "Adam?" 


"I'm all right, just give a minute." Adam raised his head and looked up at Blair, giving him what appeared to be an attempt at a reassuring smile, but only looked like a painful grimace. 


Blair was surprised to find all of Adam's defenses down, his face more honest than Blair had ever seen it. The spiky, dark hair was plastered to Adam's skull, and he looked older that Blair could even imagine. He waited quietly, unsure what to say in the face of the strangely disturbing age and vulnerability on Adam's face. Blair watched as Adam pulled himself up by leaning on his sword, disregarding the hand Blair offered. 


"Were you the only witness to that little display?" Adam asked, his voice a bit rough but back to it's usual mix of apathy and sarcasm. 


"Yeah, I think so." He didn't know what else to say. Blair wanted to ask a million questions, but could tell by Adam's tense movements and body language that they would not be appreciated, so he just shut up, shoved his hands in his pockets and followed Adam back to their parked cars. 


"Well, thank you for a delightful lunch, Blair..." Adam fumbled with his keys and laughed dryly under his breath. 


"Adam, can't I drive you somewhere? Are you gonna be okay? I know what Duncan's like... after. Let me give you ride, man, it's the least I can do. I heard that guy say he was following me... I'm sorry-" Blair felt a shudder run down his back, unable to say anymore. 


Methos drew a deep breath, obviously marshaling his patience before he spoke. "Blair, I'm fine. I have a lot more experience at this than MacLeod... and I dare say more self control." Blair felt his face go hot under Adam's leer. The way the Immortal's eyes blazed briefly with lust as his direct gaze swept down Blair's body and back again to stare tauntingly at blushing cheeks contradicted his words, and Blair felt the heat of that look in spite of the freezing rain pouring down on them. "I have bit of age old wisdom for you, though," Adam smiled, the mask dropping back effortlessly, his eyes once again remote and unrevealing. 


"Tell me?" Blair was stunned when Adam genuinely smile at him, and smiled back, glad for the feeling of camaraderie. "C'mon, hit me man, I can use all the wisdom I can get." 


"It would be a bad idea to tell Mac that Carlisle followed you. He'll over react. You seem to have a realistic grasp of the dangers of being involved with Duncan, and I think you are exactly where you want to be, and you're good for him, so just don't say anything about it and spare yourself a lot of trouble." Adam unlocked his car door and started to get in when Blair stopped him. 


"So, what do I say? I've got to tell him that Carlisle's dead." 


"Just say that when I met you at the fish shop, I told you I had already run into the head hungry bastard and taken him. Say it was a chance meeting, luck, fate, whatever." 


"Lie to him? I don't feel right about that, Adam." Blair shuffled his feet. "I know what you're saying is right; Duncan will go through the roof if he finds out that Carlisle followed me. Hell, man, it gives me the creeps in capital letters. I just... I've never lied to him before, or Jim. Oh shit! Jim will know. There is no way on this earth that I can lie and Jim wouldn't know. Shit! Now what?" 


Adam let out a long sound of frustration, snarling at him before he barked out "Fine! Get in the car." 


"Look, man, you're right. This isn't your problem, you shouldn't have to deal with it." 


"Do you want to keep MacLeod?" 


"Yes!" 


"Then shut up and get in the bloody car." 


Blair got in, buckling his seat belt while studiously avoiding Adam's glare. When they were on there way, Adam exhaled a long sigh and spoke quietly, stating the facts with such detached surety that Blair felt his stomach cramp with anxiety. 


"If he knows that Carlisle followed you, he'll over-react, and he'll leave you." 


"What are we going to do? I can't lose him, Adam, and I can't lie to him, either." 


"Then let me do the talking. If MacLeod fights with me first he's far less likely to walk out on you. We'll tell him the truth if we must, but we'll tell him my way." 


"Why?" Blair wished that Adam would drive more slowly, so that they'd have more time to talk before they reached the dojo. 


"Because in this one area I think I know him far better than you do, and I know how to handle him." As if the thought had just occurred to him, Methos asked, "Is the Sentinel going to be there, Blair?" There was a hint of something dark in his voice, and Blair's anxiety took off in an entirely new direction. What did Adam have to fear from Jim? 


"No, probably not. He won't be home till later. I think he said around eight tonight." 


"Good." 


"Why?" 


"We're here. And Duncan's home." Adam noted, pulling his car into the empty space next to Duncan's Thunderbird. 


"Oh man, I am so not ready for this." 


"Relax, Blair." Adam ordered shortly, getting out of the car. Following him to the door and down the hallway, Blair did his best to obey. 





"It's just me and Adam, Duncan." 


Duncan was waiting for them upstairs; the sword set aside with a frown when Blair called to him. 


"What are you doing home? Was there trouble?" 


Duncan moved quickly, yanking the gate up even before the lift had come to a stop. Blair realized that his mouth was working before his brain, as words came tumbling out and he forgot all about the promise he had just made to Adam to let him do the explaining. 


"Everything's fine. I'm okay, no problem. I met Adam for lunch and we decided to come to come home to talk to you-" 


As he stepped off the elevator Adam's arm cut off his forward progress, a flat palm laid against the center of his chest. Blair closed his mouth immediately, his eyes darting nervously away from Duncan's. 


"Hello Mac." 


"Hello. Are you going to tell me what happened?" 


"Are you going to let me in?" Adam asked mildly, a little smile at Duncan's irritation when he stepped back to let them into proceed into the loft. Adam walked slowly to the couch, looking completely relaxed and normal as he flopped down in Duncan's wing back leather chair and made use of the foot stool. Blair watched in fascination, marveling at the control and acting ability being displayed in front of him. Adam looked cool as a cucumber, no more interested in his surroundings than he ever appeared, although less than a full minute ago he'd been tense and sharp and radiating excess energy from the quickening he'd taken. 


"Get me a beer, Blair, would you?" 


"Yeah, sure. You want one Duncan?" 


"No. I want to know what happened!" Duncan didn't actually shout, but he raised his voice enough to send Blair's blood pressure skyrocketing. Blair headed straight for the refrigerator, taking out two bottles and listening intently to Adam's calm, disinterested voice as he told a bold face lie to Duncan's face. One Blair reminded himself he had knowingly collaborated. 


"Relax, Mac. Everything's fine. Blair was never anywhere near it, the fireworks were over by the time he arrived. Yes, there was trouble, and yes, I took care of it. You can thank me now. I fancy that short sword you've got downstairs on the south wall." 


"Very funny. Carlisle?" 


"Yes." 


Duncan jumped up from the couch, anger flashing in his dark eyes, scowling down at Methos when he demanded more information. Blair stood behind Methos' chair, handing him the open bottle of beer as Duncan began to pace in front of the coffee table. 


"I hope you don't really expect me to believe that it was a coincidence. Bloody hell! How dare you? Mr. 'I never interfere'. How dare you take my kill?" Blair's breath hitched in his lungs as he recognized the bloodlust in Duncan's voice and saw it in his eyes. His fingers went numb and he forgot to breathe as he saw the killer in Duncan; the killer that must exist somewhere inside every Immortal. Of course he'd though about before, but he'd never seen it in his lover's eyes. Adam was talking, and Blair raised his beer to his lips, swallowing without tasting it. 


"Calm down. You make it sound like he's the last one on earth. There'll be plenty more opportunities to face good swordsmen, Mac." Adam's glib response was a strange comfort; something normal to counterbalance the shock at seeing this side of Duncan, a man Blair had always thought of as gentle. 


"Stop it, Methos! I'm not your student, and you had no right to fight my battle." 


"I didn't get the chance to decline, Mac. I didn't go hunting him for you. I was meeting Blair for lunch at the waterfront and he accosted me on my way there. I didn't have any other choice but to fight. The fool was head hungry, he just wanted a quickening, and apparently anyone would do." 


"How did you beat him?" 


"Little trick I picked up back in fifteenth century." Adam shrugged, and took a long drink from his bottle. "I got lucky." 


Blair did his best to look calm when Duncan turned his focus away from Adam. The rage was still in Duncan's eyes, but only for a moment. Blair managed to smile and relax a little as he saw love and concern calming Duncan's face. 


"You're alright?" 


"I'm fine, really." The obfuscation fell easily from his lips, even though Blair was still trying to process everything he'd seen. He had witnessed this violent aspect of Duncan before, when Jim had first come to Seacouver and they had almost killed each other, but for some reason it was different now. Duncan seemed genuinely hungry for the battle, and disappointed that he wouldn't get another chance at taking Carlisle's head. 


"I know you're not telling me everything, Adam, you're only giving me pieces of the truth. Why should now be any different? We're all just here to entertain you, anyway, isn't that right?" Duncan's expression shifted with his eyes, frustration and spitefulness in his voice as he turned back to the other Immortal. 


"I'm the one that just took the lightening, Mac." Methos' mild words were countered by the long, assessing look he gave Duncan over his beer bottle as he drank. 


"The important thing is he's dead, and he's not going to come hunting you, so we can all chill out, right?" Blair stepped around Adam's chair to put himself between the two Immortals. He felt an even greater than usual imperative to defuse the tension in the situation. The way Duncan was talking to Adam set his teeth on edge. 


Duncan took a deep breath and ran a hand through his hair. The sigh he exhaled sounded more like aggravation than calm. "Yes, Blair, the danger is gone. That doesn't mean I'm happy about it." 


"Well I am." Blair met Duncan's angry eyes, holding his stare until finally his lover nodded in agreement, backing up to sit down on the couch. 


Duncan leaned forward, arms on his knees, shaking his head wearily. "Then I'll try to be, Caro." 


Blair felt the tension ease slowly in the room and he joined Duncan on the couch, his eyes following Adam when he got up to get himself a second beer from the kitchen. The air around Duncan was practically crackling with energy, while Adam had masked the effects of the quickening so well that Blair would never have believed that he had just killed a man and suffered electrocution by lightning if he hadn't seen it with his own eyes. Duncan's reaction was disturbing and difficult to accept after what he'd seem Adam endure, and he found himself unreasonably angry at his lover, and wanting to deny it, even to himself. He took refuge in his beer, his attention shifting to Adam when he came back to sit with them. 


"Let it go, Mac." Adam's voice sounded both stern and tired, the lines around his eyes deeply creased as he met Duncan's glare. 


"Why? I don't like you meddling in my life any better than I like Amanda's manipulations! Both of you need to learn to stay out of my business." 


"For the last time, Duncan, it was an accident. Would you rather I let him win so you could play the hero and avenge my death? Is it the glory you're obsessed with, or just your pride?" 


Blair interrupted before Duncan could do anything but draw a loud, angry breath. "I don't get you two. I really don't. Why can't you just deal with the fact that neither of you are dead and it's over? Exactly what are you accusing each other of, anyway? Caring?" 


Both Immortals leaned back in their seats, defensive and silent for a moment, staring at him to see if he was finished interrupting. Blair saw Duncan about to say something, but Adam cut him off. 


"Sometimes I wonder why I bother." In one continuous motion Adam was up out of the chair with his coat in his hand and heading for the door. "I'm out of here. I'll be sure to give Amanda your regards, MacLeod." 


The door slammed shut just as Duncan was jumping up from the couch, chasing after Adam. Duncan slammed his fist against the closed door. "That man is the most irritating, manipulative son of a bitch!" 


"Duncan!" Blair was so shocked that all he could do was stare at him, watching with gradual relief as his lover stood with his fists clenched at his sides, taking slow, deep breaths with his eyes closed. Finally Duncan shook his head, lifting his hands up helplessly. 


"I'm sorry, Blair." 


"Okay. Maybe you should tell Adam?" Blair offered his opinion gingerly, unwilling to deal with Duncan's rage again now that he seemed to have it under control. 


"It's not that simple," was the only explanation Duncan offered, taking the long way around the room to sit slumped in the chair Adam had vacated. 


"Okay, well, maybe I should just stay out of it. This is between you and him, but I'd like to offer you some advice, if you'll let me." 


Duncan smiled, apology and affection in his voice when he answered. "Of course I want to hear it. I'm sorry I lost my temper." 


Blair shook his head, thinking that Duncan wasn't going to get off so easily. His lover was all too ready to step up and take the blame, and avoid the real issue entirely. "Don't be sorry, it doesn't have anything to do with me. Here's what I see, Duncan; you hold yourself up to an incredibly high standard, you have this code that you live your life by. Now that works for you, and you don't hold your friends and the rest of the world up to the standards of perfection you set for yourself, because you know the rest of the world doesn't work that way. Except with him. With him, you do, you want him to make the choices you'd make, and you don't cut him any slack. Maybe you should ask yourself why you do that, why you want him to be like you." 


Duncan sat silent for a long time. Finally, he leaned forward, elbows on his knees and his hands covering his face. 


"I don't know, but you're right, I do." 


Blair sighed in relief, getting up to throw away his empty beer bottle and give his lover a few minutes of space. He turned the water on in the kitchen, washing the three empty coffee cups in the sink. He felt drained, vaguely guilty for the deception against Duncan and vaguely jealous of his lover's reaction to Adam. There was so much more there than either of them were willing to deal with, and if he was honest with himself, Blair thought, he didn't want that can of worms opened any more than Duncan did. Seeing Duncan so upset was difficult, he wanted to help as much as he wanted to deny the conflict entirely. 


Duncan made the decision for him, getting up from his chair and crossing the room to stand behind him. Duncan's arms reached out, wrapping around his waist, drawing Blair back against his chest. Blair let himself relax into the embrace, willing to leave things as they were for the moment. Duncan's bulk was solid and reassuring behind him, and he closed his eyes for a moment, letting the warmth of his lover's body spread slowly over his skin. 


The lift rattled to life and Blair felt Duncan give him quick a squeeze before letting go and heading for the elevator gate. It was Jim, offering them a wide smile of greeting. 


"You're both home, that's great. Rita and I have a stake-out tonight, Captain sent us home to get some sleep." 


"Then I'm glad we get to keep you for a few hours." Duncan told him, going to Jim to take off his coat, hanging the heavy black leather on the coat rack. 


"Me too." Jim unbuckled his shoulder holster, slipping his firearm into the inside pocket of his leather jacket. 


Blair took in Jim's relaxed body language and smiling face, and decided not to go back to the University today. He could see Jim's good mood had the same effect on Duncan, who had slung one arm across Jim's shoulder and was leaning against his side. 


He called in to his office and told them that he wouldn't be coming back today. He didn't have any more classes, and no meetings scheduled, so it wasn't a big deal. As he hung up the phone he saw Jim and Duncan engaged in a serious lip lock, and thought that maybe Duncan could work off some of his pent up energy in a healthy way, and he would get a get the pleasure of watching them, something he enjoyed almost as much as participating. He leaned against the edge of the countertop, watching with satisfaction as Duncan's firm grip on Jim's shoulders slowly guided him backward and up against the wall. Flattening himself against Jim's hard body, Duncan used the full body contact to his advantage, grinding against Jim blatantly as he pressed Jim's shoulders back against the wall. 


Jim's helpless laughter turned quickly into a series of moans as he was deftly stripped of his oxford and undershirt, Duncan's hands were fast and determined as he worked the layers of cloth off to be tossed behind them to the floor. Then Duncan ripped off his own sweater, only taking his hands off of Jim for a second or two. 


"It's good to see you too, Mac." Jim gasped helplessly, his chin dropping down to sink his teeth into Duncan's shoulder, sucking hard enough to leave a red welt as Duncan's hands went to work on the fastenings of his belt and slacks. 


"Come here, Caro," Duncan invited, one hard thigh slipping between Jim's to pin him against the wall more effectively. "I'll share him with you." 


Jim's groan interrupted whatever reply Blair was going to give, and he crossed the room quickly to join them. 





Duncan's muscles were strung tight under Jim's sensitive fingers, and he wondered why Duncan wasn't saving this energy for the fight with Carlisle. This morning he had been completely focussed on being ready for the next battle. 


"Did I miss something, Mac? You get your guy?" He gasped out as his pants were yanked down and his shoes unlaced with impressive speed. 


"Somebody beat me to it." Duncan growled in his ear, sharp, even teeth attacking his earlobe, biting with so much determination that Jim understood very quickly the frustrated anger and aborted violence that Duncan was containing, and that he was going to be eaten alive. All he could do was groan, slamming his head back against the wall and into the demanding, insistent hands. 


"I think he's happy to see you." His guide was pressed against his side, whispering in his ear while Duncan's hungry mouth moved over his shoulder and across his chest. Jim wouldn't have bet it was possible to go from fully dressed to completely naked as fast as Duncan had stripped him. Not two full minutes ago he'd been standing here in his work shoes and coat with his gun under his arm, and now he was totally nude and pressed hard against the cold wall. Not that he was complaining, especially when Blair's body joined in the attack, and he was simultaneously pinned and humped on both sides, four hands moving over whatever exposed skin was left. 


"Anybody in favor of moving this to the bed?" Jim asked hoarsely. letting Duncan take more of his weight as a warm palm traveled up and down his thigh. 


"No, not yet. I like you right where you are." Duncan growled back, taking each of his wrists and lifting them above his head. "Hold him for me for a second, won't you Caro?" Duncan's voice was husky, teasing and full of promise as he pulled Blair between them. Blair's soft, wet mouth covered his and Jim lost himself in the rich taste of Blair's tongue in his mouth. He was vaguely aware of Duncan fighting his way out of the rest of his clothes. Blair's fingers curled around his upper arms, holding him against the wall with the strength that always surprised him. 


"Fuck, you feel good." Blair groaned, almost incoherently, his mouth pressed against the side of his neck while his hands slid up and down Jim's ribs and pushed hard at the hollow of his hips, pressing his ass against the wall. Blair's hard, hot cock was suddenly pressed naked against his thigh, and Jim realized Duncan must have removed Blair's clothing as well. 


"That's it, Caro, get him all worked up for me." Duncan whispered harshly, pressing his body to Blair's back and pinning him between them. Blair's gasp for breath was loud and hot in Jim's ear as he squirmed, fighting for enough air to groan as Duncan pressed into him forcefully from behind, setting a rhythm with grinding hips and two strong hands on Blair's hips to rub him back and forth against Jim's cock. 


"Aah, Duncan." Jim felt Blair moaning against his skin, his Guide's open mouth sliding across his chest, devouring him with sucking bites until he found a nipple, where he licked mercilessly while Jim trembled and thrust beneath him. 


"Shit, Blair... Oh god, Duncan, let him... more." Jim heard himself moaning incoherently, trying to ask for more of the body Duncan was grinding slowly against him, giving Jim the heat of Blair's skin and the delicious friction of their hard cocks against each other. 


Duncan shifted, thrusting hard against Blair's ass as his hands came up to brace on either side of Jim's head, holding Blair up tightly between them as Jim was pressed back against the cold wall. 


"Jack him off." Duncan panted against his cheek, leaning over Blair's shoulder to press his forehead against Jim's temple. "Do it, take him in your hand and make him come all over you. I want to lick his come off your cock..." 


"Oh God, Duncan!" Blair's moan sent a shudder of need through Jim, as he groped blindly for Blair's cock, letting the press of Blair's body against him hold up most of his weight as he gave himself over completely to the lust burning over his skin, the craving for Blair's moans and the powerful satisfaction of giving Duncan exactly what he wanted. 


Blair was already slick with sweat, and Jim stroked easily up and down his cock, enjoying the feel of the hard, hot flesh in his hand almost as much as he enjoyed the sounds of Blair's moans and stray words. 


"Good, good. Ah, Duncan, tell him, please, make him... faster. Oh god!" 


Duncan was thrusting hard against Blair's ass, throwing his weight against them to press into the curve at the small of Blair's back. The slick body bucked and shook between them, and Duncan pressed close enough to get his mouth over Jim's for a few too-brief moments, a hard tongue thrusting between lips. Duncan's voice was dark and smooth in his ear. 


"Squeeze him, make it good, make him come for you. He's yours, he's dying to." 


"Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah." Blair gasped out harshly in agreement, arching back to throw his head against Duncan's shoulder, exposing the white curve of his neck. He pushed up into Jim's strokes as much as he could, held tightly between them by Duncan's weight. 


Their encouragement sent waves of desire through him so powerful that Jim lost track of everything but the pulsing heat of Blair in his fist, his hand a blur of motion over tight, hot skin. He could feel the orgasm coiling in his Guide, the tension that arched his body back tight as a bow until he cried out in exultation. 


"Now, now, now!" Blair screamed, and Jim felt Duncan shift, pulling Blair back with an arm locked around his waist, holding him so that his come shot over Jim's stomach and dripped onto the head of his cock, hot and wet, the heady scent that sent Jim rushing into a state of almost insensible desire. 


Suddenly Blair was no longer between them and it was Duncan's cock pressed against his hipbone. Duncan's mouth was hot and frantic over his, sucking and biting as he panted into Jim's mouth. Jim swallowed again and again, taking as much of Duncan's spit and sweat and lust into his body as he could. 


"Bed?" 


He heard Blair groan hopefully, and then Duncan was peeling him off the wall, helping him stumble through their pile of clothing with one arm wrapped firmly around his waist, hard fingers digging into his hip. Duncan walked them directly to the bed, pushing him down on his back when he would have rolled onto his side to take equal part in the action. 


"No, no, no. Lie back." Duncan murmured, coaxing him with long strokes down his body with the flat of his palm, soothing and exciting him until Jim felt almost hypnotized by the slow, firm touch of Duncan's hands. 


Blair was curled up on his side on the lower half of the bed, smiling up at him with warm, sleepy eyes. "You look so good underneath him." The erotic whisper was almost lost in the sound of Duncan's harsh breathing. 


Duncan's body was glistening, his muscles jumping under his golden skin, and Jim ached to lick and taste it. Instead, when he craned his neck up, Duncan firmly pushed him back down to the bed, one hand grasping the side of his face. 


"Hold still for me. Please? Just let me have you." Duncan took his wrists and pulled them above his head, tucking his hands into the tight space between the mattress and the bottom of the headboard, so that the sharp edge of the wood pressed against the insides of his wrists. 


"You can do it, I know you can." Duncan whispered in his ear and Jim had to close his eyes and absorb the tingling heat of Duncan's breath on his skin. A hard, pointed tongue swept down his neck and Jim found himself gripping the edge of the headboard with all his might as the talented, hungry mouth gnawed over his collarbone, biting him over and over again with gradually increasing pressure until he moaned, and then resumed its nibbles and licks until he though he would go out of his mind if Duncan didn't bite him someplace else. Duncan's fierce, calculated teasing went on until Jim began to thrust his hips up beneath him, trying to increase the friction. 


"Stop it." Duncan bit him hard, his teeth sinking deeply into the tender skin at the hollow of his shoulder. "Hold still." 


"I can't." Jim gasped, feeling the muscles in his arms tremble as he fought the urge to bring them down around Duncan shoulders. 


"Yes you can." Duncan's voice was hard and determined, his hands pressing his hips into the mattress. "Please, Jim?" 


The groan that came out of him wasn't an answer, but Duncan took it as consent, and resumed his attack, licking and biting with a focussed, concentrated lust that Jim was helpless to fight against. All he could do was close his eyes against the erotic sight of Duncan sitting astride him, leaning over him, his dark skin gleaming. Giving himself up entirely to sensation, Jim panted beneath Duncan's weight, trying to will the hungry mouth further down his body. 


Letting all his focus center on where Duncan's mouth tortured his skin, Jim was almost able to ignore the ache in his cock. Then the mouth was gone, and his eyes opened to see Duncan panting above him, wild eyes locking with his. There was a ferocity to Duncan's passion, and Jim found it dangerously intoxicating, to see how badly he was wanted. 


Slowly, so maddeningly slowly, Duncan's mouth returned to his skin, the pointed tip of his tongue reaching out to swipe quickly over his nipple, repeating the wet jolt of pleasure again and again. Jim groaned, absorbing the searing sensations while the rest of his body begged for more, pressing hard against Duncan's muscles everywhere they touched. 


Quick as a snake, Duncan's tongue slithered its way down his torso. Jim's skin burned, and it was a challenge to get enough air in his lungs. Jim could only gasp and groan through clenched teeth as Duncan made good on his promise, licking every trace of Blair's come off his stomach and his cock with wet, lapping strokes that made Jim feel as if he would simply turn to liquid himself and melt under Duncan's broad tongue. 


"Mac, don't... more, please, more." Jim couldn't stop himself from begging, or trying to, when Duncan raised his head, going back to biting across his lower ribs now that his cock had been bathed and cleaned with his tongue. Oh, that tongue, so soft, so gentle that it made you want to kill to get more of it, always touching him exactly as he craved to be touched. 


"Will you promise not to move?" Duncan taunted softly, his voice low and sexy against his skin. 


"Why?" Jim gasped, arching up against the insinuation of a hard thigh between his legs. 


"Because... just because. Because tonight I want all this strength at my mercy. Because I want to give you so much pleasure that we both forget every single thing that's happened today. Because you're absolutely irresistible with your arms above your head like that..." Duncan's voice trailed off as he reached up to caress the insides of his wrists with his fingertips, sliding slowly down his arm to his run across his collarbone, bringing back the throb of the bruises his mouth had left there. 


The trembling began in his legs and spread through his body, uncontrollable lust that felt like forbidden, even shameful pleasure. Yes, yes, I want this, Jim thought desperately, shivering violently under Duncan's light touch. 


"Okay... okay." The barely audible groan was the best he could do. Jim could feel his face suffused with heat, his cheeks burning with embarrassment and excitement. 


"No, no, come on, you're so gorgeous. I just want to eat you alive." Duncan's murmur was soothing, even though he was too far gone to comprehend what he was saying. Then hot, wet, kisses were being scattered quickly across his ribcage, Duncan's panting a reassuring, stabilizing sound in the dark chaos he was rushing towards. 





Duncan's mouth worked it's way quickly down the hard chest, going directly for his cock. That Jim was so unaware of his sex appeal only made him more desirable. There was something about a shy, excited Jim that brought out the most powerful instincts of possession and protection in him. To have all this, this strength and unspoken need laid out willingly before him made it impossible to draw it out any longer. They were both hard, both ready for it, and as he dove down onto Jim's cock, letting it slide all the way down his throat, Duncan let Jim's moan fill his head, blocking out everything but their hunger. The sounds Jim made turned him on almost as much as the feel of the hard, slick shaft sliding down his throat. Jim letting out these hungry, guttural noises was Jim past the point of control. He couldn't ask for it, would never ask for the kind of dominance Duncan was displaying. He hadn't planned on attacking Jim like this, he'd just exploded, needing the release so urgently and knowing that Jim could handle his violent passion. All of the energy that had been called up to take to take Carlisle and then twisted into rage and frustration at Methos had found release on Jim's body. 


He only allowed them a few sharp thrusts, pulling the pulsing cock from his mouth with a firm hand around the base, Jim's arguing moan lost above him as Duncan pushed the muscular thighs apart, sliding down to take full possession of the man straining under his hands. He licked and then sucked the smooth, soft skin into his mouth, rolling Jim's balls delicately on his tongue until he shouted and began to twist his hips urgently under Duncan's hold. 


"Duncan! Duncan, now!" 


The harsh demand brought him up to stare for a second at the magnificent body held tight and trembling with need, a straight, hard line of muscle and control. 


"Roll over." Duncan groaned, his hands grabbing Jim's hips to facilitate the action. 


Duncan ran his palms slowly up the hard thighs, his fingers kneading the muscular cheeks until he got another long moan out of his prize. His hands dug into the relaxed muscles, massaging with a forceful touch until Jim was totally relaxed and open to his invasion, legs spread wide on the big bed, arms still raised above his head, grasping the edge of the headboard. 


"You are so fucking beautiful, absolutely perfect. Stay just like that, don't move a muscle." Duncan let his hands slide slowly over his ass and up his back, reaching over his shoulder for the tube of lubricant on the bedside table. 


"Duncan... I want you now." 


Jim's demand fed his own sense of urgency, as Duncan hurriedly coated two fingers of his right hand and his cock with the cool lubricant. Still he was careful, penetrating gently with just his fingertips until Jim squirmed and began to twist underneath him. 


"Now, Duncan. No fucking around, come on... please?" 


"You're dangerous." Duncan growled, leaning down to cover Jim's back with his chest, biting him hard on the back of the neck. Jim arched up into his body, reaching for touch, pressing back hard as Duncan repositioned them, pulling Jim up on his knees and draping himself over his body, letting Jim take almost all of his weight as his hand went to his cock, lining up and pressing just a little against the waiting hole, not hard enough to penetrate, just hard enough to make the body beneath him arch up expectantly. He felt Jim draw a deep breath and exhale slowly, rocking back a little against him. 


"Do it." 


He was so hot, slick and tight as he sank into him, Jim answering in a grateful moan. A moan that Duncan wanted to turn into howls, and he let go of what little control he had been using. He finally found the release he needed, pumping relentlessly into Jim. He was overwhelmed with the way Jim continued to lean back into his thrusts, taking everything Duncan could give, and asking for more. Pulling himself upright, he grabbed hold of Jim's hips, oblivious to everything but the noises coming from Jim, and his own animal lust, and he fucked Jim as hard and as fast as he could. As he slammed into Jim's hot, gorgeous ass, Duncan couldn't get enough air into his lungs to express his satisfaction. His skin was on fire, his body and what was left of reason begging and aching to come. Jim went still, a noise that could easily be called a howl tearing from him, and he felt Jim's orgasm rock through his body, arching tightly back against his thrusting cock and pulling Duncan over the edge. Holding himself firmly inside Jim, he shook with the force of climax, waves of release so explosive that he was dizzy. As soon as the after shocks calmed, he collapsed on top of Jim, pushing him down into the mattress. 


"Mac," Jim's voice was raw, but happy. "Holy shit." They both chuckled, and Duncan felt Blair's warm body joining them. Blair flung himself over Duncan, one arm stretched across his shoulders so Blair's hand could touch Jim's. He felt a twinge of guilt for the way he reacted to Blair and Methos earlier. Then warm lips caressed his shoulder and he let himself sink into the euphoric afterglow. 


"How the hell am I going to be able to pull myself together and go back to work?" Duncan opened one eye to see Jim make a feeble attempt at getting up. He couldn't, of course, being pinned under Duncan's completely relaxed body. 


"You've still got a couple of hours, Jim, you'll be fine." Blair was chuckling at Jim's noodle-limbs. "Don't worry, I'll get up and make coffee in a few." 


Blair sat up, and Duncan felt his hair pulled back from the sweaty mat it had created across his shoulder, his lover's fingers combing though it patiently, working out the mass of tangles. "Better now, Handsome?" 


Duncan took in a breath, taken aback by how much Blair asked, and told, with that one simple question. Duncan understood now that Blair knew, perhaps even before he had, what this scene with Jim had been about. Blair was telling him that it was okay, that there were no bad feelings between them, and asking if it had been enough, if Duncan worked it all out, mentally and physically. 


"Yeah, much better." And he was. 





Part 40 


By Zen&nancy 





It was a little after ten pm, but Duncan and Blair were already in bed. The loft was dark and quiet, �only the street lights coming in through the windows giving them a little light. After rousing themselves long enough to make and eat a simple dinner Blair had been happy to agree to an early night. To say it had been a long day would be a great understatement. 


Blair lay quietly on his back for a long time, the picture of Adam on his knees, his body contorted �by lightening running through his mind. It had all been too much to absorb, and by the time they �got back to the loft he'd been totally distracted by Duncan's unexpected reaction. Adam had �expected it, though, he may have even brought it out intentionally. Blair admitted to himself that �although he didn't understand Adam's motives, he was more than willing to let him handle �Duncan's anger. Sure, it was the easy path, to let himself accept that this business of Quickenings �and the game was something only another Immortal could fully understand, and not examine �either his motives, or Adam's completely. Blair told himself that he knew that, and that the only �way to get any more wisdom was to wait for Adam's trust. Something told him that sooner or �later, Adam would be willing to talk to him about these things. 


"You're quiet tonight, Caro." 


"Yeah." Blair rolled over to stare solemnly at his lover. "Lot to think about." 


"Specifically?" Duncan asked as he reached his hand up to comb through Blair's hair. It was the �small gestures like this that Blair was thankful for, thankful that Duncan always seemed to know �when the comfort of touch would make him feel better. 


"Specifically? I can't seem to get the picture of Adam during the Quickening out of my head. I �keep seeing those bolts of lightening going through him, and imagining it happening to you, and I �get all mixed up about it." He scooted closer to Duncan, thinking that the bed felt bigger than �usual. 


"Mixed up?" Duncan rolled on his side, leaving only an inch between them. "In what way?" 


"Well, part of me feels horrible that you have to go through something like that, but another part �of me is fascinated, awed by the superhuman nature of it all. I mean, you could easily sell this �concept as a comic book and I bet you'd make a bundle. It's just so unreal. Sure, yeah, I've been �dealing with Jim and his senses and the whole Sentinel - Guide thing, but all of that is based in �nature. This... you guys... you go against nature just by your existence." He finally stopped to take a breath, and realized that he'd just been babbling, not making any sense. "Sorry, man. I just went on a major trip into what Jim calls the Sandburg Zone, didn't I?" 


Blair heard Duncan's warm chuckle and some of the days tensions started to let go. "This isn't �something that makes sense, Blair. I've lived over four hundred years and I still don't understand �it, understand why we are or where we came from, or how any of it works." His tone became much more serious, "But I do know that I never want who and what I am to put you in danger." 


Blair immediately started to argue that he wasn't in any danger, but Duncan's gentle hand on his �mouth stopped the words almost as soon as they started. 


"I know, you weren't in any danger... today. But I can't help worry about tomorrow and the next �day and the next." 


Before Blair's brain could form a protest to what Duncan was saying, he found himself enveloped �in Duncan's arms, pulled close in a strong, tight hug. For a moment he just let himself get lost in �the feel of Duncan's body, his heat and his strength, but then his mouth wouldn't keep quiet any �longer. He started talking into Duncan's shoulder, needing to reach some point of resolve. 


"I know you worry about me, and I worry about you, too. Anytime you walk out that door you �could run into some guy who wants to separate your head from your body. But that's life, Duncan. Death is a part of life, for mortals and Immortals. I mean, I could get hit by a car, Jim could get shot on the job, you could have your head cut off in freak accident... anything can happen, that's the way life works." Blair picked his head up from Duncan's shoulder to look at his face, and try to get some idea of how his words were being received. Duncan had been quiet, letting him get all of this out in a rush of words. "Do you see what I'm saying? Life is unpredictable, and I'm not about to hide and shy away from every possible danger that might be out there. If I did that, I'd live in a hole, and worry about it caving in." 


Duncan smiled, but it was bittersweet. "I know, Caro, but the fact still remains that being such an �important part of my life puts you in danger. A danger that wouldn't be there if you weren't with �me. I'm not saying that I want to even think about life without you and Jim, just that..." Duncan �ran a hand through his hair as Blair watched him searching for the right words. "You can't deny �that by being with me you are putting yourself in the path of possible, no probable, danger." 


Blair kissed Duncan's nose, needing to take some the seriousness out of this conversation. "Nope, �I won't deny it, but I sure as hell won't walk away from you. I love you too much." 


Duncan smiled, finally, and Blair felt the sense of closure he'd been searching for wash over him. �He relaxed in his lovers arms, luxuriating in the feelings of resolution and relief, finally letting go �of everything that had happened that day. 


"I guess we just accept the risks and get on with our lives, then?" Duncan's voice was warm and �thick with emotion. 


"Yeah, that seems like the answer to me." He let himself melt into Duncan, wrapping his arms �around Duncan's warm, solid shoulders, and rolling him on his back. Blair happily snuggled �into Duncan's welcoming body, stretching to feel the heat of contact as he lay down on top of him. 


He watched Duncan's left arm snake out and pull the covers closer around them. 


"It's always cold when Jim isn't here. I can't remember what it was like to sleep alone in this huge �bed," Duncan chuckled, but Blair knew how he felt. He hated thinking of Jim working all night �while they were safe and warm in bed without him. 


"Man, we really have come a long way, haven't we." Blair mumbled, thinking out loud. He was �remembering how rocky the beginning of this relationship had been. 


"Yes, we have, Caro." Blair could feel Duncan's smile against the top of his head, and then felt the kiss that followed. 


Blair felt his body finally starting to relax. He suddenly felt like he'd run a marathon and written �five theses. Duncan's hands slowly stroked up and down his back, a hypnotic rhythm that was �hovering somewhere between sexual and comforting. The more he felt himself relaxing, the more �his body responded to Duncan's touch. Soon Blair found himself slowly rocking his groin against �Duncan's hip, his dick much more awake than the rest of him. 


"Mmm... want you." He moaned quietly, then turned his head to nibble on the nearest available �skin. 


Duncan rolled them so they were both on their sides, and then started pushing Blair's boxers down. He lifted himself up a bit so Duncan could slide them down his legs, then kicked them off as Duncan removed his own underwear. Blair watched him anxiously, his skin prickling with the need for contact. Draping one leg over Duncan's hip, Blair felt their half awake, half aroused cocks bump against each other. He felt Duncan shifting, and they fit themselves together, touching as �much as possible. Blair's hands aimlessly roamed across Duncan's shoulders and up and down his �arms as they slowly began to move against each other. 


Duncan's hand cupped his chin, tilting his head up, and Blair opened his eyes. Duncan's smile was �seductive and loving, his eyes only half open. 


"I love you," Duncan whispered, then leaned down and sealed his lips to Blair's. 


As Blair snuck his tongue between Duncan's lips, he felt Duncan growing harder, and his own dick �responding in turn. The heat started where their cocks met, and then drifted up between them, and �Blair felt it whoosh past his face every time they ground their hips together. He was only aware of �that heat, their dicks and their mouths... connecting, meshing, melting together. They never let their mouths lose contact for more than a second, and only then to breathe. He started moaning �into the kisses, unable to be quiet any longer. Duncan pulled them closer, and the need wiped away Blair's exhaustion. 


He thrust harder against Duncan, wanting to feel more, harder, faster. Passion, need, love, want, �and something Blair could never find a word for, a desperate feeling in his gut and his groin, �overpowered higher thinking, and Blair let himself be consumed by them. The need for air was �overwhelming and he had to pull his mouth from Duncan's, his head rolling onto the pillow as he �panted for breath. Duncan's arms were around him tightly, one under his ribs and the other �wrapped around his waist, and when their mouths broke apart, Duncan rolled Blair back. 


Blair opened his eyes as Duncan slid his arms out from under him. Duncan was flushed, his hair �hanging in his face, his eyes heavy and dark, and Blair felt his entire body rush with desire. He �grabbed Duncan's hips and guided them, pulling Duncan on top of him. 


"Mmm, yes, Blair," Duncan panted as he pushed himself up on his elbows, their slick, sweaty �bodies sliding easily against each other. 


He lost himself to sensations... his aching dick sliding against Duncan's, the rhythm of their �bodies, like waves, the hunger in Duncan's voice as he chanted Blair's name like a mantra, his own �cries and groans coming from somewhere deep in the core of his being. He held on tightly to �Duncan's muscular back as their hips rocked against each other, their bodies becoming a singular �wave of motion. There was a desperate need building in his center, his love for Duncan intensified �by the recent reminder of how quickly they could lose each other. 


"You're mine. You're mine... And no one is ever going to take you from me." Blair panted, the words almost lost in the struggle for breath and motion as the pressure turned to liquid inside him, a rushing wave of pleasure that arched him back, pressing desperately into Duncan as he drowned in ecstasy of release. 


When he came back from the blind, mindless pleasure of orgasm, Duncan was lying still on top of �him, staring at him with a curious, loving expression in his eyes. They were hot and messy, panting together in the dark. 


Blair felt himself blush, smiling up at his love. "I guess I need to believe that." He whispered, lifting his head to reach Duncan's mouth and kissing him softly. 


"Me too." Duncan answered in a hush, rolling slowly off him to rearrange their bodies. There was �comfort and familiarity in the way their limbs automatically fit together, spooning under the �covers, but Blair lay tense and awake, an emptiness that he didn't know how to fight growing �bigger and bigger inside him. 


After several minutes of silence, Duncan's lips brushed his ear. "What is it, Caro?" 


"Jim." Blair's whisper was so quiet he wasn't sure Duncan had heard him, but his lover sighed, �and held him more tightly, his arms going around Blair's chest, pressing his back tightly into the �heat of their embrace. 


"Need to spend more time with him..." Blair mumbled into his pillow, barely awake but still �talking to Duncan. He seemed to fall asleep like this more often than not, still trying to get one �last thought out before the day ended. 


"Shh, everything will be all right." Duncan's hand smoothed back his hair, and Blair sighed, �feeling his body falling ahead of him into sleep. 





For the first time in longer than he could remember, Jim was sorely tempted to use the lights and �siren to shorten his drive home after his shift was finished. The stake-out had been a long, boring �night in the truck, and he had to fight to stay awake sitting at the red lights. The dark, empty �streets seemed even more silent than usual, familiar, but lonely. Not having Blair next to him in �the truck was still a strange feeling, even after a month back on the job. He was thinking about �Blair and Duncan, asleep in bed, how far away his Guide seemed when he had to work at night, �and wondering if maybe he shouldn't just make a mid-life career switch and take up anthropology. 


He made himself laugh out loud, shaking his head at his own crazy thoughts, but the fact that not �having Blair working with him took much of the satisfaction out of his job was undeniable. Ever since he'd gone back to work, Jim had known that he was a better cop with Blair as his partner than he'd ever been alone, but he did his best to ignore it, and give everything he had to the cases he and his new partner were assigned. He liked his new partner. She was smart, tough and fair, and they worked well together and got along just fine, but it was still hard to get used to the absence of his Guide. 


As soon as he stepped into the loft, a sense of calm swept over Jim, even his feet seem to hurt less. �Carefully, being as quiet as possible, he hung up his coat and kicked off his shoes. After getting �some water some the fridge, he looked over at the bed, and saw Blair staring at him, Duncan's arm wrapped around his middle, Duncan quietly snoring. Jim could see Blair's curls moving from his breath. Blair smiled, and he headed straight for bed. Blair pulled the covers back, and the smell of sex hit Jim full force. He was too tired for it to do anything more than pull at his heart, though. He was too tired to care that he was leaving a pile of dirty clothes on the floor, and when he crawled into bed, Blair curled up to him as soon as he was under the covers. This is what Jim �missed when Blair wasn't with him, the sense of connection and belonging. Blair said it was a �Sentinel thing, but Jim couldn't help but wonder if it wasn't just a Blair thing. 


"How was your night?" Blair whispered, snuggling into Jim's chest as he tucked an arm around �Blair's shoulder. Duncan never woke up, just moved with them, so he was still wrapped around �Blair's backside. 


"Long," Jim answered as quietly as possible. "Good to be home." 


"Missed you." Blair hugged him, and reached up to run his hand over Jim's short hair. He felt �Blair's touch go through the top of his head and wash all through his body. His aches became �barely noticeable as Blair continued to pet his military cut. 


"Love your short hair. Feels good," Blair mumbled into Jim's chest. 


Jim fell asleep thinking that if it meant Blair would keep petting him like that, he'd keep this buzz �cut forever. 





Methos let out a long moan as he sank into Amanda. He had been able to ignore the effects of the �Quickening the whole time he'd been at Mac's, but as soon as he got back here, and told Amanda �what had happened, she touched him and it all exploded inside him. He was very grateful that they had the kind of relationship where he could simply ask, "take pity on an old man in desperate need of a blowjob", and she did. He came fast and hard, but without the sense of any relief. 


That was two orgasms ago, and now, with Amanda face down on the bed, her ass in the air and his cock sunk deep inside her, Methos began to unwind, and come down from the tense, agitated high �of the Quickening. She pushed back, grinding against him, and he lost his thin grip on control. �Taking her hips in his hands he pulled back and shoved into her, fast and hard. She let out a �demanding grunt and pushed back, and in seconds Methos was pounding into her. Soon the soft �sounds of slapping flesh were drowned out by Amanda's cries of "yes" and "more" and Methos' �favorite, "harder". He let animal instinct take over, let himself feast on her willing body, and �heard his own deep moans and cries accompanying Amanda's. Methos' legs were shaking as he felt his climax building, his exhausted body shaking and falling onto Amanda as he came for the third �time in as many hours. They lay panting, Methos almost unconscious from his euphoric release. 


"Off." Amanda shoved him, and he rolled to the side as she gasped for air. 


"Sorry, love." He stroked her hair, unable to move much more than that. 


"Mmm." Amanda let out a long, happy contented sound. "Feel better? I know I do." 


Methos opened one eye to look at her. "Much better, and thank you, you're wonderful." 


"Hmm," She rolled on her side to face him, smiling, but it was sad smile. "Don't be singing my �praises just yet. There was something I wanted to tell you when you came home, but then you told me all about the Carlisle stuff..." 


Methos squinted his eyes, having no idea what she was about to tell him, but being fairly sure that �he wasn't going to like it. "What? Spill it, Amanda." 


"Don't be like that." She tweaked his nose as she snuggled closer to him, insinuating her softness �against his exhausted body. "It's just... I think it's time for me to be moving along. Not that this �hasn't been fantastic, because it has. It's just..." 


Methos smiled, knowing exactly how she felt and what she meant, and they finished the sentence �together, giggling at the end. "Time to move on." 


After kissing her gently, lovingly, he said, "I know, and that's all you have to say. Believe me, I �understand. In fact, I give you credit. I usually just disappear." 


Giggling even more, Amanda rolled on top of him, nuzzling her nose into his neck playfully. "Do �you have any idea what a delight you are?" 


"Hmm, yes I do actually, and you're damn lucky I let you shack up with me in the first place." 


He tickled her until she squealed, and then tickled her some more. By the time Methos relented, �they were both red in the face, panting, and laughing so hard their sides hurt. Once they quieted �down, Amanda looked at him, her eyes soft and smiling. She stroked his cheek, and he felt a small �tug on his heart. He would miss her. 


"All joking aside, you really are wonderful, Methos. For a guy who's 5000 plus years old, you sure �do have a low self image." 


Methos ignored how close to home she was hitting. "I appreciate the concern, but I've taken care �of myself just fine so far." 


"I know you have." Amanda kissed his cheek, but wouldn't drop it. "I'm just saying that you �should let people see more of you. You hold back so many parts of yourself, and they're good �parts, Methos. Let Duncan see the guy who was tickling me senseless more often. It would do you both a world of good." 


"Don't start, Amanda, don't spoil this." He kissed her slowly, paying close attention to her taste �and feel, memorizing her. "I will take what you've said to heart, now drop it. How about one last �bubble bath for old times sake?" 


"Sounds perfect." She hugged him hard, for a long time, and Methos thanked the fates for a �letting him have such a good friend. 





Part 41 


By Zen&nancy 





Six Months Later... 


"I'm really glad that I was able to talk you into coming with me, Methos." Duncan stretched in his first class seat, turning to face his companion. 


"You wait until we're five thousand feet in the air to drop the other shoe, is that it, Mac?" Methos squinted his eyes into his familiar expression of suspicion. Duncan spoke quickly to defend himself. 


"No, not at all. Why are you always so cynical? It's going to be a wonderful trip. Why does there have to be a catch?" 


"Not a catch, just a motive." Methos signaled to the flight steward for another drink, lifting a lazy hand to offer his empty glass. 


Duncan shrugged, looking quickly away from Methos when he spoke. "Just company." 


"And?" Methos accepted his drink with a smile of thanks, without taking his eyes off Duncan. 


"And, I'm afraid I'm going to miss Blair and Jim terribly and get drunk in my hotel room alone every night if left to my own devices," Duncan finally admitted, feeling a quick sense of relief for having said it. As much as he wanted to attend the auction, he hated the idea of being separated from the two people most important to him. 


"Unbelievable. It's only a few days, Mac. Surely you can survive without him for that long." 


"Without either of them," Duncan corrected, frowning, "And the answer is yes, of course I can." 


"Good. I don't like the idea of you becoming dependent on them, as they are to each other. It's not wise, Mac." 


"Lecture me some other time, we're on vacation, Dr. Pierson." 


Methos' eyes laughed back at him, the hint of a smile shadowing his mouth. "I was on vacation in the first place." 


"Well, this is a holiday from that." Duncan told him reasonably, thinking about Amanda's characteristically quick exit from their lives, and how Methos had stayed in Seacouver, keeping the apartment that he and Amanda had rented. "Besides, I'm going to need your expert opinion at the auction." 


"You know as much about books as I do, Mac. You're the antique expert; I'm just old." 


"Ah, but this is going to be a very special collection. Besides, you never know when an old chronicle is going to pop up." 


Methos sank further into his seat, smiling at the suggestion. "There is that. If I find anything of mine there, I'm making you buy it for me." 


"Deal." 





The hot water felt wonderful on Jim's back muscles, and he sighed as he rolled his shoulders under the spray of the shower. He'd said his good-byes to Duncan and Adam early this morning, and then gone on a long run by himself, after watching Adam's SUV for several blocks as they drove away. He was glad for the time alone with Blair, but it would be strange without Duncan. Yet again Jim found himself marveling at how his life had changed, and how relatively easy it had been to slip into Duncan and Blair's life together. This was home now, and Jim wouldn't want it any other way. Never in his wildest dreams would he have imagined himself being so deeply and profoundly happy in such an unconventional relationship, but he was. 


Even his job was starting to feel comfortable and familiar. At first he'd had a hard time adjusting to the new police force and his new partner, but now, with six months on the job, he was finally starting to feel like he belonged there. Even though he had brought home quite a few reports that he needed to catch up on, he was incredibly grateful for having the whole weekend off. Ever since he started on the Seacouver P.D. he's been working swing shifts, paying his dues and proving himself as the new guy on the force. A good sign that he was gaining ground was that his captain had been generous enough to finally give him a whole weekend off. 


While Jim was shutting off the shower and toweling off, Blair burst in on him. 


"Sorry man, nature's calling," a very frumpled and naked Blair mumbled, as he beelined for the toilet. 


The sight of him, standing and pissing with his eyes closed, hair sticking out every which way, made Jim chuckle. He wondered if Blair was going to fall back asleep, standing up and taking a leak. 


"I'm awake," Blair mumbled as he flushed the toilet. 


At first it had seriously freaked Jim out, how connected they'd become. The first time Blair answered a question that Jim had never given voice to, only thought of, Jim got what Blair called "the woogies." Now that he was used to it, it just made him feel closer to Blair. 


"Sure you are," Jim teased as he wiped the steam from the mirror so he could shave. 


"I don't want to be." Blair's voice was still thick from sleep. "How about I convince you to come back to bed with me? 'Cause I gotta tell ya, Jim, you are looking really good standing there, all wet and naked." 


Blair's appreciative stare warmed Jim, but he couldn't help but laugh at his partners libido. "Your sex drive is a force to be reckoned with, Chief." 


"Ya reckon?" Blair asked as he walked past Jim, a devilish look on his face. 


Jim was happy to follow, happy he had the whole weekend with Blair, and just plain happy. 


"What did you have in mind, Chief?" he asked as he watched Blair burrow under the covers. 


"Get your ass in this bed and start generating some heat. I think we can figure it out from there." 


As he climbed under the covers, spooning up behind Blair, an image of the two of them, Blair on his back and Jim with his face buried between Blair's legs went flashing through his brain, but Jim couldn't tell if it was his own vision, or Blair's. 


"Chief?" Jim asked as he curled himself around Blair. 


"Hmm?" 


"Did you just think of something specific?" Jim asked as Blair snuggled closer. 


"Yeah." Blair chuckled. 


"Specifically, me going down on you?" Jim let his voice go soft as he spoke against Blair's ear. 


"Oh yeah. Exactly what I was thinking." He squirmed against Jim, his firm ass rubbing enticingly against Jim's groin. Then he stopped, abruptly, his head popping up from the pillow. "You got that, huh?" 


"Like a slide show in my head." 


"Does it still wig you out, this psychic connection we seem to have going on?" A hint of worry filtered through the lust in Blair's voice. 


"Not really. Not in a bad way." Jim gave Blair a reassuring squeeze, "It really floats your boat, though, doesn't it?" 


Blair laughed so hard his whole body shook. "Of course it does, Jim. I mean, did you ever think you could be this close to another person? Far beyond the anthropological implications, I'm blown away by how much a part of me you are. We're more in tune with each other now than most people can even imagine. I'm aware of you on levels I don't even understand." 


Jim buried his nose in Blair's hair, thinking that sometimes he still felt as though he could never get close enough to Blair. No matter how connected they were, Jim knew he would always want more of Blair. He held Blair tightly, the intensity of the moment overwhelming him. 


"Me too, man, me too." Blair murmured as he turned in Jim's arms, rolling over so they were facing each other, with not an inch of space between them. He burrowed into Jim's neck, and Jim marveled at how perfectly they fit together. "Never get enough of you, Jim, never." 


He felt Blair's words deep down in soul, and Jim needed to be closer, needed more with an urgency that always shocked him. Blair's hand slid up Jim's shoulder to curl around the back of his head, pulling Jim down into a fiery kiss. For a man who always complained about the cold, Blair's mouth was like a furnace. Jim dove into the heat of Blair's mouth, his tongue stroking Blair's, their lips dancing. They moaned as one, moved as one, and Jim lost himself and became a part of the whole that he and Blair created. He was peripherally aware of them rolling, Blair lying on his back and pulling Jim on top of him, but more than anything he was lost in the feeling of oneness. 


Blair's hands holding his face stilled their constant kissing. Jim opened his eyes to see Blair, but he already knew what he would see... Blair's hair, even more unruly than usual, because Jim could never keep his hands out of the silky curls; smoky blue eyes, dark with passion; Blair's lips swollen from so much kissing. No matter how many times Jim saw Blair like this, no matter how familiar this sight had become, Jim was always staggered by the beauty of Blair's passion. 


For endless minutes they stayed like that; Jim settled comfortably between Blair's legs, his elbows holding most of his weight, his hands buried in Blair's hair, Blair's hands holding either side of Jim's jaw, his fingers stroking Jim's face. Time froze, the world faded away, and nothing existed but Sentinel and Guide, as one. 


Then the moment passed, and as the image they had shared earlier popped into Jim's head, a lecherous smile slowly spread across Blair's face. He rocked his hips into Jim's belly, his hard-on sliding across Jim's skin making Jim practically growl as his own erection pulsed with need. 


Jim smiled back, love and lust and need and want rolling around inside him, spurring him to move. He took his time as he worked his way down Blair's body. He rubbed his jaw and mouth across Blair's shoulders, marking his Guide. Blair moaned, and his warm hands petted over Jim's short buzz cut. Jim brushed his cheek lightly over Blair's chest hair, combing it with his own morning stubble. He licked and nibbled Blair's ribs, feeling Blair's heartbeat vibrations through his mouth. Sliding further down, he sucked lightly on the sensitive skin of Blair's belly. 


"Ooh, yeah. You're mouth is gonna feel so good, and you're so into it. Tell me, what you are getting off on right now? It's scent, isn't it?" 


"Yeah." Jim could only groan, his nose buried in Blair's skin. 


Jim let himself get lost in Blair, feeling like he was absorbing Blair through smell and touch, pulling Blair into himself with each inhaled breath. He didn't zone anymore, not with Blair so close, so attuned to him. Whenever Jim would come close to losing himself in his senses, he would feel Blair, like a presence inside him, pulling him back. 


Powerful need had him sliding down, the heat from Blair's cock pulling him, Blair's pungent, heady scent overwhelming every other thought. He sought out Blair's cock with his mouth, his eyes closed, homing in on it by scent alone. Blair groaned softly when he was licked, rocking his hips up hopefully to push his cock against Jim's cheek. 


"Yeah, yeah. Swallow me, take me inside you." Jim didn't just hear Blair's deep, husky voice, he felt it rippling over him, through him. 


Jim turned his face to push his lips slowly over the slick head, savoring the explosion of taste on his tongue until his whole body was tingling from sensation. The hard shaft flexed, responding to the swipes of his tongue, and Jim gave himself up entirely to the demand in that quick, sharp thrust, and sinking all the way down, his throat closed tightly around Blair's incredible dick. 


They easily found a fluid, lazy rhythm. As Jim slid up and down on Blair's dick, every nerve in his body came alive and made itself known. Blair rolled his hips, moaning, his movement the perfect counterpart to Jim's, until they became one motion. One sweaty, grunting, moaning thing, until Jim could feel Blair about to come, could feel the energy change, feel Blair's urgent need as if it were his own. When Blair's hips faltered, his breath catching, it didn't surprise Jim at all, he could feel it in Blair, feel it in himself. When Blair came, so did Jim, feeling Blair's pleasure as one with his own. 


His muscles turned to jello and Jim sank down into the bed, laying his head in the crook of Blair's hip, feeling as if he was floating about a foot short of the ceiling, as if they were floating, still together, always connected. As he slowly started to come back to himself, Jim became aware of the fact that he had come all over the bed, and now he was sprawled in the slowly drying mess. Even the clammy feeling couldn't put a damper on the bliss that was flowing through his body. 


"Magic." Blair sighed. He picked his head up off the pillow and looked down at Jim, smiling. "That's the only word I can find that comes close to this. Magic, man, just magic." 


Jim chuckled as he pulled himself up from the bed, scooting up and lying next to Blair, stealing half of Blair's pillow. "It must be magic for a guy my age to able to come without having his dick touched." 


"You're not old, Jim, and believe me when I say you have nothing to worry about when it comes to virility, man. You rock my world." Blair practically yelled, and he sat up quickly, bouncing on the bed, and Jim marveled at how Blair reveled in life, how he ate it up, enjoying every bite. 


"No, Chief, you rocked my world, from the moment you barged into the exam room at the hospital impersonating my doctor." Jim sat up next to Blair, wrapping an arm around Blair's shoulders and bouncing with him on the bed like a couple of kids. 


"You go finish shaving and getting dressed, man, I'll start the coffee." Blair bounced off the bed and grabbed his robe, heading for the kitchen. When Jim got back to the bathroom mirror to shave, he noticed he was still smiling. 





Jim brought Blair a refill for his coffee where he was settled on the couch with his laptop and a pile of books. 


"You've been researching this stuff for the last five years, Chief. If you haven't come across it so far... Maybe what's going on with us doesn't have anything to do with the Sentinel thing." 


Blair shook his head, denying the suggestion immediately. He was sure, absolutely certain, that the changes in his awareness of Jim were about his role as Jim's Guide. Even as he was denying it, though, Blair realized that it spoke volumes about how much Jim's mind had broadened, that he was willing to consider other, even stranger possibilities. 


"No, it is, Jim, I'm sure. I just need more information. It's so frustrating! I know Adam knows, knows all about this, but he's not going to tell me, not just for the asking." 


Jim frowned, rubbing his forehead, the irritation clear in his voice. "Why are you so sure he's the font of all knowledge here? Duncan's Immortal, and he doesn't know anything more about Sentinels than you do." 


"Yeah, but Adam does. You don't like him, do you?" 


"No, not particularly. The man has an ego the size of Cascade, and the first time he came here he broke into the house like he owned the place." 


"I know, but he's.... Adam's a tricky personality. You have to give him a lot of slack." 


"Look, Chief, I know he's Duncan's friend, but that does not mean that I have to like him. I don't have to give him any slack, I just have to refrain from being outwardly impolite. I can't help it, Blair. I don't like the guy. There's something about him..." Jim's voice trailed off, but Blair wouldn't let it go. 


"What, man?" 


"I don't know Sandburg, he's... sneaky, I don't trust him. It's like you said, about the hair on the back of your neck standing up, except with Pierson it's in a bad way." Jim ducked his head down, locking his eyes on Blair's, and Blair felt like Jim was looking inside him. "What aren't you telling me?" 


Blair felt his stomach roll. He hadn't told Jim or Duncan about Adam's having been a Guide. Adam had never said not to talk about it or anything like that, but Blair had decided it would be better for him to figure this stuff out on his own, before burdening Jim with it. On the other hand, this was yet another example of how connected he and Jim had become. He used to be able to get away with obfuscation's and withholding information, but now Jim seemed to able to take one good look in eyes and know. 


"Okay, look Jim, don't get all worked up about this, Adam and I have had a couple of conversations about Sentinels-" 


Jim interrupted him, his eyes narrowing with his frown. "Which you deliberately didn't tell me about?" 


"Yeah, I know. Jim, don't get all pissed off at me over this. I just wanted to get some idea what the hell direction I was trying to take before dumping some crazy theory on you, okay?" 


Jim took a deep breath, and pushed his fingers over the lines on his forehead. Unexpectedly, he smiled, and reached for Blair's hand, interlocking their fingers. "You don't have to worry about springing crazy theories on me, Blair. I think I'm all done busting your balls over this stuff. Next time you throw me a curve ball, I'll take you seriously, I promise." 


"Wow." Blair gulped, his mouth hanging open in shock. "How'd that happen?" 


"You really wanna know?" Jim laughed self consciously, looking away from Blair when he spoke. "I think I started re-thinking my whole attitude on crazy Sandburg theories the night you saved my life, and I gotta hand it to ya, Chief... you haven't been wrong about much since." 


"Thanks." Blair squeezed Jim's hand. 





"I must say, MacLeod, that was a five star dinner." Methos followed him into their suite. "Almost worth getting dressed up for... almost." 


Duncan chuckled as he stopped to hang up his suit coat in the closet. Out of the corner of his eye he could see Methos tossing his suit coat haphazardly on a chair as he made his way to his bedroom. Duncan hung up his coat and went to the bar, pouring them both a drink. 


"I think you looked very nice. Besides-- remember when we had to do this all the time?" 


"Dress for dinner? Maybe you did." Methos teased back, coming back to the sitting room in his dress slacks and a t-shirt, accepting his drink and choosing on of the two arm chairs near the window. 


"Of course I did. When I wasn't eating in front of a campfire." Duncan settled into the opposite chair, surrendering to comfort and unbuttoning the cuffs and the collar of his dress shirt. 


They were quiet for a moment, sipping their whiskeys in companionable silence. When Methos spoke again, he was so quiet it took Duncan a moment to realize what he'd said. 


"I've missed you, MacLeod." 


"And I was damned worried about you. You didn't have to wait for Christmas for a reason to come back." Duncan let himself scold. He knew how much Methos disliked it, but it was the only way he knew how to say it, to say that he'd missed Methos, too. 


"I'm not your responsibility to worry about, Mac. Do we need to go over that again? Besides, you have plenty to coddle in your own little brood, I should think that would be enough for you." 


"I don't coddle Blair, Methos. He's a grown man." 


"Actually, I was talking about the Sentinel." Methos' tone of voice was so mild that Duncan could only wonder what stronger emotion he was hiding. Although he'd been aware of tension between Methos and Jim the few times they'd been around each other, he didn't know what it was based on, other than perhaps just their totally dissimilar personalities. Duncan sipped his whiskey, giving himself time to chose his words carefully. 


"I don't coddle Jim." Duncan couldn't imagine what Methos could have seen in the relationship to think that he was on anything but even ground with Jim. 


Methos' laugh was sharp and bitter, the sound itself making Duncan squint his eyes in momentary pain. "I didn't mean to stir things up, forget I said anything. It's your affair, not mine." 


"No, you're not stirring things up, I just don't understand what you're getting at. Tell me why you dislike him, Methos. I want to know." 


"I never said I disliked him." Methos finished his drink and got up to pour himself another. 


Duncan could tell just from his friend's body language that this was not a conversation Methos wanted to have. It was an important one, though, and Duncan was determined to find a way to get Methos to talk to him, really talk, not evade him with clever banter. 


"You didn't have to. I'm not going to defend him, or try to argue with you. I just want to know why." 


Methos was still standing at the bar, looking into his glass on the counter. "Seriously, Mac--" He looked up and Duncan was pleased to see a small smile on Methos' face. "I've had a lovely day, so why don't we have a game of chess or see if there's a movie on the television." 


"You don't think we can talk about it without one of us getting angry?" Duncan spoke directly, trying to let Methos see his genuine desire for honest discussion without friction. 


Methos sighed, coming slowly back to his chair. "Angry? Not necessarily, but I--" He sunk into the chair, letting out a frustrated sigh. "I do have a knack for stepping on toes. Hell, I enjoy it. You're already defensive. I just don't see what it would accomplish." 


Duncan appreciated the honesty, even if Methos was still dancing around the subject. However, in the past what little insight Methos had given him had been invaluable. Also, since Methos hadn't just rolled off a derogatory comment about Jim's personality, Duncan was beginning to think that there was a lot more going on here than a simple clash of personalities. 


"No, I don't want to defend him, I want to understand what it is that makes you react so negatively to him. What is it about Sentinels that you dislike? I know you enjoy teasing me about my relationship with the two of them, but I'm beginning to think that there's a lot more going on here, and if there's something I should know... I'd rather find out sooner." 


Methos took a long time before he answered, his eyes unreadable but intense as Duncan sat still for the scrutiny. "Duncan... any reservations I have about Jim are, in reality, concerns for you. You must know that first and foremost they belong to each other, and they always will. It's the nature of the relationship, and quite frankly, you're too good to take a back seat to anyone." 


"Let me ask you this. Are these ideas based on what you've know of Sentinels and their Guides in the past, or on things you see between Blair and Jim and me?" 


"Both." 


Duncan waited for Methos to elaborate, giving him time and hoping that he would eventually open up, just a little. One thing he was beginning to understand was that he would never really understand how Methos' mind worked, and that Methos would always have parts of himself hidden, unknown. Logically, it made sense; no one lived five thousand years by being an open book. Emotionally, however, it still bothered him, and he couldn't help but wish that Methos would trust him enough to open up to him. 


Not being able to suffer the silence any longer, Duncan found himself just talking, trying to help Methos understand his relationship with Jim, and Blair. 


"You heard the story of how Blair and I met at Christmas, didn't you?" 


"Oh yes." Methos rolled his eyes, "Duncan MacLeod of the Clan MacLeod to the rescue yet again." 


"You make fun all you want, but I can't help but feel protective of Blair, you can understand that can't you? Not that he needs it all that much. In spite of that incident, he takes care of himself quite well." Duncan finished his drink, and got up to get a refill, still talking. "When I first met Jim, it was bad, very bad. We beat the living hell out of each other." 


"Really? That, I didn't know." Methos didn't sound surprised. 


"Jim went through a very difficult transformation in the time that he and Blair were separated, and when he first came back, all he could see me as was a threat, an obstacle in the way of what he needed. It took saving his life to convince him that I wasn't the thing keeping Blair from him, and when they did finally start to understand how their relationship needed to work, that's when Jim and I began to be friends. It sounds like it was all very messy, and some of it was, but I guess what I'm trying to say is the relationship I have with Jim, with each of them, really, is separate, not an addition to what they are to each other. Jim and I connect on levels that he doesn't share with Blair, and it's funny, but we have a lot in common." 


"Oh, that I don't doubt. I know he's a warrior, and an honorable man, Mac. It's not that I think he would intentionally do you harm... I just know that essentially, at his center, he exists for one reason only, and that is to fight. To hunt and guard and protect. The only real connection to anything outside the physical world he can make is through his guide. What does that leave for you? Outside of great sex." 


Duncan felt himself blush, and lifted his eyebrows questioningly. Methos snickered, shrugging his shoulders. "Their sensory awareness makes them rather exceptional in that aspect. Combined with our Immortal regeneration and stamina, it makes for quite a potent combination." 


Duncan refused to give in to his own embarrassment, focussing instead on Methos' choice of words, a slow revelation dawning in his mind. "You were one once, weren't you? You were a Guide. You're speaking from experience." 


"You could say I've been there and done that." 


"Why didn't you tell me?" Duncan tried not to sound hurt. 


"You didn't ask." He could almost see Methos' walls going up. 


"Okay, well I'm asking now. When?" 


"About the same time you were a wee Highland lad. South America. I wanted some peace and quiet, and someplace warm." This time when Methos got up to refill his glass, he brought the bottle back with him. 


"Was it a bad experience? If you wanted peace and quiet, how did you become a Guide to a Sentinel?" Duncan did his best to keep the tone of this conversation as casual as possible, hoping to put Methos at ease enough to keep him from suddenly clamming up. Methos never spoke freely of his past. He'd talk about different eras and historical figures, but he'd rarely give Duncan a peek into his own personal experiences. 


"A bad experience? Yes and no. I've never experienced anything that intense, and I don't want to." 


Again Duncan found himself waiting out the silence, hoping Methos would give him more, or at least answer his question. 


"I must say, from what I've seen, Jim and Blair seem to be figuring things out. They seem much more connected than when I first got here." Methos skillfully steered the conversation away from from himself, and Duncan decided to drop it, for now. 


"It's fascinating. Maybe you have a few jewels of wisdom you could toss their way to make it smoother ride for them?" He realized that Methos probably had all the answers that Blair was so desperately trying to find. 


"Maybe I already have." He smiled smugly, settling deeper into the chair. 


This time the pause in conversation was easier, and Duncan didn't feel as if he was on the edge of his seat. The heavy meal and the scotch settled in him, a warm and mellow feeling that slowly spread through him. When Methos spoke again, his tone was quiet, fitting the mood. 


"You know, Mac, I don't blame you for what happened with Byron, never did. I just needed to get away, separate myself from things for a while." 


He was so shocked at Methos bringing this up out of the blue, that he didn't know what to say, and so touched that he didn't trust his voice at that moment. He didn't want to dredge up the past, and he did his best to convey that. "I may not have known then, but I do now. You didn't have to stay away for so long. I'm glad you're here now, though." 


"So am I." 





Checking his watch for the fifth time in fifteen minutes, Blair tried to be patient. 


"Stop bouncing your knee, Sandburg, you're shaking every seat in the row," Jim grumbled as he put his hand firmly on the knee in question. Blair hadn't even realized he was doing it. 


"Sorry Jim, I just wish their plane would deboard already." Blair took a deep breath, sitting back in the uncomfortable airport chair. 


Duncan and Adam's plane had been delayed and now it seemed as though the plane had been sitting at the gate forever without anyone getting off. The past few days alone with Jim had been important, giving him and Jim time to focus completely on each other, bond. The depths of the bond between Guide and Sentinel seemed to never end, and Blair was amazed and astounded each time he and Jim found a new level of connection. Amazed that it was possible for two human beings to be this connected, and astounded at how easily it all seemed to be coming together lately. 


Next to him Jim craned, and Blair looked to see passengers finally filtering off of the plane. "There they are." 


Blair could see Duncan and Adam, who looked haggard after their long flight, slowly making their way down the corridor. Duncan's face lit up when he saw them, and Blair beamed back at him. When looked up to Jim, he saw the same joy in his the smile on his face. 


After the initial hugs and "How was your flight?" they headed to the baggage area, while Adam entertained them with animated imitations and stories of the other passengers on the flight. Maybe Blair was just caught up in the joy of having Duncan home, but it seemed that Adam was more at ease, less reserved. 


Jim insisted they drop Adam off instead of him getting a cab, as he had tried to do. He realized that Jim was doing more than "not being outwardly impolite," as Jim had put it, and then he felt that connection, that indescribable sense they seemed to share now, and knew that Jim sensed the change in Adam's demeanor as well. 


Before they dropped Adam off they had made plans for him to come over for dinner sometime later in the week and regale them with stories of the trip. As soon as he disappeared into his apartment building, both Jim and Blair planted wet, sloppy kisses on Duncan, making him laugh, the sound filling the car. 


"Come on guys, let's go home and get naked, in record time." Blair laughed he sat back, taking a moment to be eternally grateful for the love and joy in his life. 





End Part 41 





Feedback? houseofslack@hos.slashcity.com 























































































































