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Very Trinity Christmas 

 

Harrison stood in front of the mirror and straightened his bow tie. He could hear Elvis 

crooning about his “Blue Christmas” out in the living room. His husband, Michael, was a sucker 

for Elvis’ Christmas album, pulling the damn thing out two seconds after Thanksgiving dinner 

was consumed and playing it nonstop until December twenty-sixth.  

The sweet scent of sugar drifted down the hall, making his mouth water. Alexis had spent 

the whole morning baking Christmas cookies. They’d had a rare day at home, the three of them 

alone together. Harrison spent countless hours in his office at Harvard as Dean of Admissions, 

while Michael kept Boston General Hospital running efficiently so their wife, Dr. Alexis Jenner, 

could conduct groundbreaking medical research and treat her patients. They all had high-stress, 

long-hours jobs, but they’d agreed to shut down all the technology, leave the job concerns at 

work and give themselves over to a relaxing day, decorating the penthouse and enjoying each 

other’s company. 

Unfortunately, their perfect day was about to end. 

Tonight would be Harrison’s first time attending the Trinity Master’s Winter Gala as simply 

a member, rather than Grand Master. His entire life had been spent at his father’s side, being 

groomed to take over as commander of one of the most elite, prestigious secret societies in 

existence. 

The Trinity Masters and their ideals were what had kept the United States safe, strong and 

thriving. The society had been formed at the same time as the country, the founding fathers 

setting up the shadow organization to ensure progress continued to propel them all forward. 

Their membership included the brightest, most innovative minds in the world. Members, 

sheltered by the power and wealth of the Trinity Masters, were inventors, artists, scientists, 

activists and judges. Harrison was continually surprised by what members did. No one outside 

the society realized that much of the innovation and progress in the worlds of technology, health 

care, the sciences were due in part to the Trinity Masters. He was proud of the role he’d played 

in that—by seeking out new members and forming the all-important trinities that drove that 

success. 

When his father passed away, Harrison had stepped up and assumed his place at the helm, 

ruling the organization for nearly a decade.  



And he would still be there if— 

Alexis stuck her head around the corner. “Almost ready, Harry?” 

He nodded and grinned as she wolf-whistled at him in his tuxedo before disappearing again. 

Harrison would still be Grand Master today if he hadn’t broken the cardinal rule of the 

society, choosing love over the Trinity Masters. He’d fallen head over heels for a woman who 

wasn’t a member. It was forbidden, but his heart had refused to give way to his head, to accept 

that.  

Thank God. 

In the end he’d gotten to marry the woman he loved, and his best friend. He was deliriously 

happy with his trinity, but it had come at a price. 

Not a day passed where he didn’t thank his lucky stars that he’d chosen the path he had. He 

adjusted his cuff links, then headed to the living room where Alexis and Michael were waiting. 

They were sitting together on the couch, a glass of red wine in each of their hands. 

Like him, Michael was wearing a tuxedo—an Armani—while Harrison had purchased this 

latest one from Ralph Lauren. Alexis looked stunning in her strapless gown, the malachite color 

accenting her gorgeous auburn hair. The straight cut of the neckline showed off her generous 

breasts, and Harrison wondered if he could talk his partners into skipping the party.  

Alexis stood when he entered and handed him her glass of wine.  

“I can pour myself a glass,” he said, but she shook her head. 

“No. That’s for you. Come join us for a little while.”  

He sat in his large, overstuffed chair as Alexis resumed her place on the couch. Elvis still 

played though someone had softened the volume. The lights had been dimmed so that they could 

enjoy the twinkling white lights on the Christmas tree. 

Harrison glanced at his watch. Typically before each gala, the senior-most members of the 

Trinity Masters gathered for a meeting in one of the large conference rooms beneath the Boston 

Public Library. Very few people in the city knew that beneath the old building resided the 

headquarters of the secret society. The meeting wasn’t slated to begin for another thirty minutes.  

This year, he wouldn’t be attending. Not that his sister, Juliette—now the Grand Master—

would keep him out. That decision was his. In part, Harrison wanted to ensure that Juliette 

encountered very little resistance as she assumed her leadership role.  



More than that, Juliette hadn’t wanted to be Grand Master. That responsibility had fallen to 

her when he’d failed in his own duties to the organization—declining to choose suitable partners 

before his forty-fifth birthday and then selecting Alexis, who had declined membership when it 

was first offered to her when she was younger. 

He had made it clear to Juliette that he would support her in whatever way she needed, but 

he wouldn’t overstep any boundaries. If she needed help, she only had to ask. Otherwise, he 

would accept her decisions and respect her authority as the Grand Master. It was the least he 

could do considering he’d basically upended her life plan, forcing her to give up her chosen 

career as an international aide worker. He’d been proud of her work with North Star, a nonprofit 

dedicated to ending human trafficking, and he still felt a fair amount of guilt over causing her to 

have to give up that life.  

There was a twenty-year age difference between him and his sister. As such, they’d never 

had the opportunity to become close. In some ways, he suspected he must feel more like a father-

figure to her rather than a brother or someone she could call a friend.  

He regretted that.  

So as he sat with his trinity, content and happy, he silently made a New Year’s resolution. 

This year he would reach out to his sister, try to establish a closer relationship with her. They 

were both married now, happy in their trinities. Hopefully children wouldn’t be too far behind 

for either of them. He liked the idea of their kids growing up together. 

Harrison took a sip of wine, then leaned back and sighed. He hadn’t felt this relaxed in…he 

tried to recall…and then realized he’d never felt this stress-free. He was downright boneless. My 

god, had Alexis poisoned the wine? For a man who’d lived every moment of his life on the fast 

track, working overtime to keep seventy-two balls in the air at the same time, this quiet moment 

of sheer nothingness felt like bliss. 

“Are you sure you don’t want to skip the Gala?” Harrison asked. 

Michael looked like he was completely on board. His husband was no fan of monkey suits, 

but Alexis spoke first. “I spent a fortune on this dress, Harry. It’s a Jason Wu.” 

He didn’t have a clue what that meant, but he figured it was female-speak for we’re going to 

that damn party, so man up. 

“I see,” he said with an amused grin. 



Before he could press his suit, promising to make it worth her time to shed the dress, there 

was a knock at the door. 

“You expecting anyone?” Michael asked him and Alexis. They both shook their heads. 

Harrison pushed himself out of the chair. He answered the door, surprised to find his sister 

standing there.  

“Juliette?” 

She reached up on tiptoe, the two of them pressing their cheeks together—their usual form 

of greeting. Harrison recalled his resolution and turned his head inward at the last minute to give 

his little sister a brotherly kiss on the cheek. From her confused scowl, it was obvious his fond 

gesture caught her off guard. 

“You’re not coming to the senior members meeting, are you?” 

He shook his head. “No. But we are coming to the Gala.”  

Maybe. 

“I figured as much. That’s why I stopped by. I don’t have long, I’m afraid.” 

He gestured for her to enter. Juliette was beautiful. It wasn’t surprising, her mother had been 

lovely too. She was blonde and slim, but he couldn’t help but notice that she seemed more 

reserved and perhaps even weary. She’d been an international aide worker in part because she 

wanted to be as far away from Boston as possible. He’d been the dutiful son, she the rebellious 

daughter who balked at many of their rules. Harrison could hardly blame her. Her father had 

chosen her trinity when she was born, essentially betrothing her to the children of other powerful 

members. While he’d been raised to rule, she’d been treated like a commodity, as if their father 

was a medieval ruler, marrying her off to secure political alliances. 

He was her brother, and yet he hadn’t even considered changing that when he took over. It 

wasn’t until she became Grand Master and chose her trinity for himself that he considered what 

it must have been like for her to grow up like that. All members had to agree to an arranged 

marriage, but they agreed to that as adults, when they chose to be members.  

 He took her coat and hung it on a hook by the front door. “At this point, Jules, I think 

you’re going to be late no matter what.” 

A crease formed between her eyebrows when he called her by the childhood nickname used 

only by her friends. “Devon and Franco are going to get things started for me.” 



She looked over and smiled politely at Alexis and Michael, who had both risen from the 

couch. “That’s a beautiful dress, Alexis.” 

His wife smiled. “Thank you, Juliette.” 

Michael walked over and gave Juliette a quick hug. “This obviously isn’t a social visit, so 

why don’t Alexis and I head to the office to give the two of you a chance to talk.” 

Michael had served as his councilor during his decade as Grand Master, so he understood 

that Juliette wouldn’t have shown up here on such a busy night if something weren’t wrong. 

“I appreciate that, Michael.” 

Harrison walked over to the bar and lifted the wine bottle toward her. “Would you care for a 

glass of wine?” 

She shook her head. “I’m afraid I really don’t have much time.” 

Harrison walked back to her and the two of them sat together on the couch. “What’s wrong, 

Jules?” 

The nickname caused her to frown again. “Juliette, please. Only Sebastian calls me that and 

I’ve considered having him killed.” 

For a heart-stopping moment he thought she was serious—the Grand Master had the power 

and authority to do that—but then her mouth relaxed into a small smile. 

Harrison smiled. “Well, if you do, let me know. Alexis could make it look like an accident.” 

Juliette laughed, then fell quiet. Harrison took a sip of wine, giving her time and space to 

speak. 

“I’ve been Grand Master for nearly a year now.” 

He took her hand and gave it a squeeze. “And you’re doing a wonderful job.” 

She shrugged as if unconvinced. “I’m not so sure about that. There have been a lot of things 

happening. Some really horrible things have come to light. I’m struggling, Harrison.” 

Juliette had come to him only a couple times during the year to ask pointed questions about 

things that had happened in the past. Thanks to his tenure as Grand Master, he’d learned enough 

to figure out that Juliette had her hands full trying to deal with the purists and now the Masters’ 

Admiralty. 

“Struggling with what exactly?” he asked, wondering what was bothering her the most. 

“To keep believing in the Trinity Masters.” 



Her answer caught him off guard for just a moment, then he gave her a sympathetic smile. 

“That’s not a new struggle for any Grand Master. I suspect we’ve all felt that way at some 

point.” 

Juliette shook her head, clearly not convinced. “I doubt Dad did. Or Grandfather.” 

“You might be surprised. And even if not, I can assure you I did. Especially during that last 

year when I was faced with giving up the love of my life.” 

His response seemed to resonate. “I hadn’t considered that. I suppose that must have been 

hard for you.” 

 “Where is this coming from?” he asked. 

“In light of all that’s been happening, I’ve started to feel weighted down by things I’d never 

really considered before.”  

“Like what?”  

“As legacies, we’re raised up with this ideal that in a world gone mad, the Trinity Masters 

are there, behind the scenes, doing the right thing. Finding the cures to deadly diseases, making 

breakthroughs in technology and education, discovering, inventing, protecting. We’re a society 

of active verbs.” 

Harrison chuckled. “That we are.” 

“But what if we’re just as mad as the rest of the world. What if sometimes we aren’t the 

cure, but the poison? How do you keep fighting to protect something like that?” 

He understood her question. It was something he’d wrestled with himself more than a time 

or two. “The Trinity Masters was created by our ancestors because they wanted to ensure 

continual progress, success. They wanted to be certain that, as a society, we would never become 

complacent or lazy, mindlessly accepting of the status quo. Their goal was that we would always 

strive to leave this world a better place than we found it.” 

Juliette sighed. “I know, but—” 

“But,” Harrison continued before she could argue, “ultimately, the Trinity Masters is made 

up of human beings, and we are, by nature, imperfect creatures. You simply have to understand 

that no one is all good or all bad.” 

“I know that.” 

“I don’t believe our ancestors intended for us to always be perfect. I think they simply 

wanted us to always try, to always strive to be good. Even if we sometimes fail.” 



“I think you might be wrong on one point. There are bad people in the Trinity Masters.” 

He nodded. “Yes. There are at that. But I have faith that you’ll root out the true evil, that 

you’ll do everything in your power to hold this organization to our ideals and put us back on the 

right path. Don’t lose sight of all the good we do, Juliette. It’s easy to focus on the negative, but 

that’s not what you should be looking at. Look at the strides Deni Parker has made in stem cell 

research, be amazed by the advances Carly Kenan has developed in AI, go see one of Marco 

Polin’s concerts and lose yourself in the music. Put your faith in those people. They’re the ones 

who prove on a daily basis that what we believe in isn’t wrong.” 

She smiled. “That’s good advice.” 

“If you ever feel yourself losing sight of things, I want you to know I’m always here for you, 

Juliette.” 

“Jules,” she corrected. 

“What?” 

“I like hearing you call me Jules. It feels like the kind of nickname a brother would use. 

Seb’s not allowed, but you are.” 

He reached over and drew her toward him, giving her the sort of bear hug he should have 

been offering his sweet kid sister since she was a little girl. “You’re doing a great job, Jules. 

Believe in yourself.” 

She nodded and sniffled, turning her face away so he couldn’t see the tears in her eyes. He 

let her get away with it. Only because he was struggling with a case of the feels himself. 

He helped her put her coat on. 

“Tell Michael and Alexis goodbye for me.” 

“Will do.” 

“You’re not coming to the Gala, are you?”  

“What makes you say that?” After all, they were all clearly dressed for the event. 

“I saw that dress Alexis was wearing. And the way you and Michael were staring at her.” 

Harrison chuckled. “Didn’t realize we were so transparent. Call me tomorrow and let’s try to 

make some time to get together over the holidays.” 

“Deal.” 

They hugged once more and then Juliette left. Michael must have heard the door close 

because he came back to the living room. 



“Everything okay?” 

Harrison nodded. “Yeah. She just needed a big brother pep talk.” 

Michael’s quizzical look proved just how remiss Harrison had been as a brother in the past. 

“Where’s Lex?” Harrison asked. 

“Bathroom. I’m hoping we can talk her out of that Gala. She looked a bit pale earlier and 

she turned down the wine I offered her.” 

Harrison’s eyebrows rose in feigned shock. “Damn. Maybe we should get her to the 

emergency room. Our lady never says no to wine.” 

The second Harrison said the words, he and Michael exchanged a glance that proved his 

husband had just leapt to the same conclusion he had. 

“You don’t think…” Michael started. 

“Damn.” Alexis stood in the doorway and it was obvious she’d caught the end of their 

conversation. “There’s no joy in being married to two intelligent men. I should have held out for 

a couple of cavemen.”  

She walked to the tree and pulled out two small packages. “I’d planned to give these to you 

tonight after the Gala, but I think we’d better do this now.” 

They walked to the couch, each man taking an end as Alexis claimed the spot between them.  

Harrison and Michael opened their presents. Inside his was a pair of blue knitted booties. 

Michael’s contained a pair of pink.  

“Don’t get excited about the colors. I have no idea what sex these babies are yet. I was just 

hedging my bets.” 

“Babies?” Michael asked, his voice deep, almost monotone. 

Harrison appreciated that stunned response. He was feeling overwhelmed as well. “Twins?” 

She nodded. “I’m eight weeks pregnant.” 

“Alexis,” Michael said. “You waited two months to tell us?!” 

“I know that was a long time to wait, but once I came up with the Christmas present reveal 

idea, I was determined to keep the secret until we got the tree up. But you guys took forever to 

get one and then our schedules never lined up. I was starting to panic, but now I’m glad I waited 

because I only just found out it was twins a couple of days ago. I had an ultrasound. Couldn’t 

wait to see them.” 

“Two months!?” Michael repeated. 



“Yeah. In hindsight, I realize that’s kind of a long time.” 

Harrison laughed. Only Alexis would hold on to that kind of secret for the sheer joy of the 

surprise. He knelt in front of where she sat on the couch and placed his hand on her stomach. 

“Babies. We’re going to have a family.” He realized he was restating the obvious, but he needed 

to hear it, say it, to convince himself it was really true.  

Harrison leaned over and placed a kiss on her stomach. Then he looked up at his beautiful 

wife. “I love you.” 

She smiled, a happy tear streaming down her cheek. “I love you too.” 

“We’re not going to the gala,” Michael said.  

Harrison and Alexis both looked at their husband at the same time, the intense look of desire 

in his eyes unmistakable. 

“But who knows when I’ll get to wear this dress again,” Alexis said. “I’m going to be very 

fat very soon.” The mirth in her eyes told them she was teasing. 

“You can wear it to work tomorrow,” Michael said as he grasped her hand, pulling her to 

stand. Turning her away from him, he slowly slid the zipper down. 

“I’m sure my patients would love that.” Alexis shivered slightly as the dress fell to the floor 

in a heap.  

Harrison had risen as well, so he took her hand to help her step away from the silky material. 

His gaze was locked on her midriff and for the first time, he noticed the slight bump there. The 

fact neither he nor Michael had noticed before proved they’d both been working far too hard and 

not paying nearly enough attention to their wife. The past few weeks, the three of them had 

merely fallen into bed after twelve-to fourteen-hour days. 

Then he recalled Alexis’ schedule had been just as hectic as theirs.  

As always, he and Michael were on the same page. “You’re cutting back your hours at the 

hospital,” Michael said. 

Harrison shook his head when Alexis narrowed her eyes. The damn man sucked when it 

came to saying things that didn’t sound like an outright demand. 

“Maybe I did marry a caveman after all,” she said. 

Michael sighed, her tone clueing him in to his mistake. “Alexis, please.” Harrison enjoyed 

watching the dominant man try to find his way around words that wouldn’t piss their wife off 



further. “You work long hours and you’re always on your feet. That’s not good for the babies. 

Tell her, Harrison.” 

“Hell no. I’m not hopping in that hole you just dug.” 

Harrison’s comment had the desired effect as the three of them started to laugh. They’d been 

together long enough to know and understand and even accept each other’s flaws. Michael was 

domineering. Alexis was a workaholic. Harrison had the tendency to keep his own counsel from 

time to time rather than confiding in his partners. 

They all recognized where they were falling down, and Harrison knew they were each 

making their own conscious efforts to improve. 

“If my doctor tells me I need to adjust my schedule, or if I start not feeling well, I’ll do that. 

I’m going to listen to my body. Your job is to wait on me hand and foot when I’m home. Unless 

I want you to leave me alone. Got it?” 

Michael smiled, drawing Alexis toward him for a kiss. As his lovers embraced, Harrison 

unfastened their wife’s strapless bra, reaching around her to cup her breasts. Even they were 

fuller, and again, he kicked himself for being so blind. 

“I love the subtle changes in your body,” he murmured in her ear, her bare back pressed 

against his tuxedo-clad chest. 

“You’re both wearing too many clothes,” Alexis complained when her kiss with Michael 

ended. He and Michael both went to work correcting that oversight, stripping off their ties, shirts 

and pants.  

Why were there so many pieces to a damn tuxedo? 

As they hastened to get naked, Alexis grabbed a plush fleece blanket from the back of the 

couch and spread it out on the floor in front of the Christmas tree. She sat down on it and 

watched them disrobe. 

Harrison got there first, dropping down to sit next to her. He clasped her cheeks in his hands 

and drew her to him to steal his own kiss. Her mouth was sweet, betraying that she’d stolen a 

sugar cookie or two. As they kissed, he pressed her to her back. Their bodies knew each other. 

Knew which way to move, where to touch to evoke the most powerful response.  

Alexis parted her legs and he settled between them, his cock lying flat along her opening. He 

wasn’t about to rush a second of this. They kissed for several minutes before finally realizing 

Michael hadn’t joined them.  



Harrison looked over his shoulder and saw his naked husband returning from the bedroom. 

When Michael held up the tube of lubrication, he grinned. It had been several months since the 

two of them had claimed their wife together, at the same time.  

Alexis whispered, “yes,” when she saw what was in Michael’s hands. It was their favorite 

position by far.  

Michael knelt next to Alexis and placed his hand on her hip. “Get on your hands and knees, 

beauty.” 

She moved so quickly, he and Michael both chuckled at her impatience. Harrison had 

resisted her—them—for ten long years, fighting to remain true to his legacy, his birthright that 

declared him the Grand Master and this relationship forbidden. So much wasted time. Time he’d 

never be able to give back to his lovers. 

Instead, he intended to make sure they knew every second of every day how grateful he was 

that they were in his life. 

Michael opened the lubrication, pressing some onto his fingers. Alexis’ back arched when 

he pressed two inside her anus. 

“God,” she breathed out. “I love this.” 

Harrison lay down on his back next to her, dragging her body over his so that she caged him 

beneath her. “Come here, Lex. I want to be inside you while Michael stretches you.” 

She trembled with need as she lowered herself onto him. Harrison guided her with firm 

hands on her hips, waiting until she was halfway down before thrusting the rest of the way up, 

quickly, roughly. 

Alexis loved sex with just a bite of pain, enjoyed walking on that line just between pleasure 

and sting. 

Harrison held her still above him, his cock encased in her wet heat as Michael added more 

lube, using two, three fingers. He could feel Michael’s fingers as they thrust in and out, the 

stroke driving his need to take her even higher. 

Finally, Michael tossed the tube aside and straddled Harrison’s legs as he knelt behind her.  

“Ready, love?” Michael whispered. 

Alexis nodded as Michael pressed his cock inside her ass. 

She and Harrison groaned in unison when he was buried to the hilt. That was when Harrison 

remembered to take a breath.  



“You feel so good,” Harrison murmured. “Both of you.”  

Michael began to slowly retreat, then return. Retreat, return. 

Harrison picked up the rhythm, working in tandem, timing his own thrust in counterpoint to 

Michael’s. 

Alexis rocked between them, her eyes closed in bliss as she begged them to move faster, 

harder. 

Her arousal drove theirs as they responded to her demands. It wasn’t a difficult thing to give, 

considering Harrison wanted them, wanted this moment more than his next breath. 

They moved together for several minutes, the soft strains of Christmas music drowned out 

by their bodies slapping together, by their quiet curses and pleas, moans and groans. Alexis was 

the first to fall over the cliff, but only by mere seconds. 

Harrison jerked inside her once, twice more and then he came as well. He could tell from 

Michael’s almost-pained cry he was coming too. 

There was that moment where time seemed to freeze—only for an instant—and then 

Michael withdrew and fell next to them on the blanket. Alexis remained on top of Harrison, 

neither of them seeking to disengage. 

Michael rolled to his side, facing them, his hand resting on Alexis’ bare ass. “You realize it 

could be twenty years before the three of us can do something like this under the Christmas tree 

again. After this, it’s going to be a houseful of little kids running around, spilling milk, dropping 

cookie crumbs—” 

Alexis groaned. “You’re killing my sex buzz, Tin Man.” 

Harrison laughed. “What I’m hearing is we need to take full advantage of the Christmas tree 

this year before all hell breaks loose next year.” 

“Amen,” Michael said in full agreement. And then he added, “Babies,” in a tone that proved 

he was still struggling to believe that anything so wonderful could be true. “Jesus. Best gift ever, 

beauty.” 

Harrison wrapped his arms more tightly around Alexis, imagining himself holding not only 

his wife, but his two children. The idea filled his heart so much he feared it would actually burst 

from happiness. 

“It’s a pretty perfect ending,” Harrison said, “in a you and me and baby makes three way.” 

“Except our song is you and me and him and babies make five,” Alexis said with a giggle. 



“If only Elvis were still alive to sing it.” Michael seemed so genuinely disappointed by that, 

Harrison and Alexis broke into peals of laughter.  

The three of them spent the next few hours talking about baby names and holiday plans and 

their hopes for a white Christmas.  

It was the greatest holiday of his life. However, even as he considered that, Harrison thought 

about future Christmases with kids and Santa and spilled milk and cookie crumbs and realized 

the best was yet to come. 


