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Sharing Adam by Madelynne Ellis

Whoever thought infidelity could be this hot? Becca Caine had no idea until she caught her husband enjoying an erotic clinch with another man.

When Becca Caine happens upon her husband, Elliot, enjoying an erotic clinch with a darkly attractive man named Adam, shes both hurt by his infidelity and left uncomfortably aroused.

However, the more she learns about her husbands homoerotic past encounters, the more desirous she becomes to see the two men make love.

Despite the risk to their marriage, Becca persuades Elliot to arrange such a tryst with Adam. Seeing them make out may well be the hottest thing shes ever seen, but what happens when Adam discovers her and invites her to join in?

Can Becca truly share her husband with another man? Is Elliot prepared to share his wife? Are either of them really prepared to share Adam?



'Private Investigation by Fleur T Reid

In a Victorian world of clockwork and conspiracy, private investigation gets personal…

In another London, not entirely like our own, Miss Elizabeth James is one of the new Victorian working women.

She answers an advertisement placed by inventor John Dermott for someone to bring order to the life of his companion, flamboyant private detective Lucien Doyle.

She can sort out the shocking state of his paperwork, but the weird contraptions and unexpected explosions werent on the curriculum at the Metropolitan School for Shorthand. And while she can type, file and take dictation, she didnt expect to have to take a string of apparently motiveless murders in her stride. Shes an expert at finding lost files, but how does one deal with the lost souls of the bewildered dead?

Lillys life becomes even more confusing when she discovers that Lucien and John plan to do a bit of very private investigatingof her person.





Country Hearts by Nan Comargue


After a failed relationship in the city, Isabel returns home to the Armstrong ranch and the two sexy Armstrong brothers shes always loved. Can she choose between them-or does she even have to?



Isabel Morgans experiment with city life is done. Her live-in boyfriend has just left her for a younger, more virginal model, and she finds herself in need of rescuing from the least likely of sourcesthe two rough cowboys she grew up with. After her mother married their father, the Armstrong brothers, stern Cary and sympathetic Dex, have taken a none-too-welcome interest in her life.



Her ex-boyfriend made Isabel feel oversexed just because she wanted to fuck all the time, in fact its one of the reasons they grew apart, but the Armstrongs soon show how much they value her reappearance in their lives with steamy welcomes. But surely she cant have both!



When her ex calls her to try to patch things up, Isabel realizes just how far shes come from that initial heartbreakand finally knows where she belongs. At the ranch. But will Cary and Dex, who have been keeping their distance and holding long secret meetings without her, want her around?





The Triumvirates Consort by Shannon Peters


Can three warriors convince an uninterested and unwilling betrothed to accept their bond and help lead an alien race?



Evie Flint is feeling underappreciated in her professional life, and just a tad lonely in her personal lifebut getting kidnapped by three gorgeous alien hunks who claim shes their missing betrothed is not the solution she was looking for.



Dane, Taz and Cort are surprised by their resistant consort and employ all their powers of persuasion in order to convince their woman to take them as partners. Evie has to decidecan she take them all?




The Perfect Third by Morticia Knight


Alexa is young, sexy and single in New York. Shes also alone. When she meets two hunky musicians, will they make her their perfect third?


Alexa is young, sexy and single in New York. Shes also alone. But she doesnt want to date any more of the stuffy men she meets through her job at the law firmshe needs some excitement. When she meets hunky Lorne, a film score composer, at a premiere after-party, she cant believe her luck when he asks her out.



After an incredibly hot night of sex, when it seems that this is just the relationship shes been waiting for, things inexplicably cool down. Does his best friend and roommate, the dangerously handsome Antony, have anything to do with it?



One night the truth of Lorne and Antonys relationship is revealed to Alexa, and she has a difficult choice to make. Is she willing to just let go and become their perfect third?







The Dare by Jordyn McKenzie


Dont think. Just feel. How a moments decision in a silly game with two of her closest friends changes Alexis life, and her heart, forever.


Its the final night of a weekend camping trip with a group of childhood friends. They are recent college grads, about to move forward to the next stages of their lives. Its a time for reflection, a time for anticipating what the future will bring. What better way to end that chapter of youth and revelry, before scattering into the winds of adulthood, than with one last weekend spent with your closest friends?



But for Alexis, the events of that final evening cause her world to veer in an unexpected direction. What should have been a harmless game of Truth or Dare with her seemingly platonic pals, Damien and Parker, leads to an experience unlike any she has ever had before. The lines of friendship blurred and dormant desires awakened, Alexis faces a dare that will change her life forever. Torn between feeling shame and utter gratification, she must now decide whether to be led by her conscience or her heart.
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Chapter One







Becca had once seen lightning strike. The bolt had hit the pavement right in front of her feet and dispersed into the earth, its passage unremarked upon save in the fraying of her nerves and the knowledge that shed just escaped a life-altering event.

Shed never hoped to survive it, let alone expected to face the same situation twice. But then shed never expected to find her husband pinned in the shadows by a raven-haired vixen. 

Their friends wedding had passed unremarkably, as most did after the vows were said and the drinks began to flow, until that moment when she left the ladies and glimpsed Elliot a few feet away, embracing somebody else. He wasnt even being particularly circumspect about it, given that a deep alcove lay to his rear and yet he stood under the light adjacent to the cloakroom door. 

Becca braced herself behind a marble column, terrified of being seen, though she wasnt in the wrong. What had possessed him? She risked another glimpse.

As the breath squeezed from her lungs and culminated in a cough, Elliot made a half-hearted attempt to peel the pale hand off his arse.

Not cool, dude, he chastised, giving Becca her first hint that she wasnt dealing with what shed originally thought. My wife 

Cant give you what I can give you. The deep rumbling purr confirmed it. Not a vixen, but a viper. One of the ushersa man she recognised from the overly zealous exchange hed shared with Elliot on the way into the reception. Maybe that ought to have set off alarm bells, but folks met up at weddings who hadnt seen one another in years. Emotions tended to run a little high, and Elliots response, a firm pat on the back, hadnt given her cause for concern.

The guy released his grip on Elliots iron-like buns, only to make a grab for the ridge of his cock beneath his trouser fly.

Bet she doesnt even know how you swing. Probably be horrified to know how much a little rear-door action turns you on.

Damn, if that wasnt a truth that hurt more than this little tableaux. Not the last partshe knew Elliot well enough to know he enjoyed a little exploration in that regionbut the not knowing that his interests ran to other men. That was a little hard to swallow.

Who said it does, any more? Elliot said. The slight bristle to his words and the stiffening of his shoulders made no impression upon his pursuer.

Your cock dancing about behind your fly desperate to get out says so.

She didnt need to see the ridge of Elliots erection to know that it was true. The guys large hand spanned the whole length of Elliots imprisoned cock, while the curve of his index finger and thumb provided an extra pinch of encouragement. A softness infused Elliots gaze, coupled with a slackness of his jaw that spoke of intense delight.

How could they have been married five years without her knowing this sort of detail about him? Oh, if she thought hard on it, she supposed thered been hints. Little things about the way Elliot was and how he behaved with other men, and the stray glances he cast. The way he always knew when she was looking at other men and could debate their merits, but had never seemed to admire women in the same way. 

What say we slip upstairs and make use of the facilities? The man leaned closer, so that their chests were touching. He angled his head, seeking a kiss. Theyre all boozing. No one is going to miss us.

Adamyoure not listening. I cant do this.

Well make it quick.

Dont, Elliot, Becca silently begged. At least talk to me about what you need first. I can… We can…work round it. How could they? If he wanted a man, no amount of dress-up and make-believe would satisfy him. But shed try. If hed give her a chance, shed try whatever it took. Theyd been adventurous in the past.

Elliot extracted one arm from his would-be lovers embrace long enough to glance at his watch.

Ten minutes, Adam coaxed, continuing to palm the bulge in Elliots trousers. And I swear Ill make every second count.

Becca saw it in her husbands eyes, the moment when temptation became capitulation. His mouth came crashing down upon Adams lips. He held him tight, groping his arsedesperate. Hungry, as if he was starved of affection.

Damn, that hurt.

They still had regular sex, even if it had become a little routine and a little dull.

This couldnt be happening. Shed just drunk too much, was having double vision. Except this was her Elliot, in his crisp white shirt, drinking down kisses from another man.

What had happened? Theyd shared passion like that not so long ago, when a shadowy alcove or a moonlit veranda had been the only excuse needed for a tryst. Even broad daylight hadnt stopped them from sating their appetites for each other. Shed slip off her panties and straddle him while they were both otherwise fully clothed, the only skin to skin contact where it mattered most. But as each anniversary passed, the spark had faded a little. Somehow theyd become out of sync, never available or desirous of the same things at the same time. The raw, sexual excess that had dominated their early days together was now just an abrasive memory.

They ought to have worked harder at maintaining that bond. Now he was slipping away.

She didnt want to yell and cause a scene and risk pushing him away any further. Shed said I do and meant him, for keeps. But that wasnt the only reason shed remained rooted to the spot. Despite her grumbling feelings of outrage, Beccas nipples had tightened to points. Seeing her husband being groped by another man was turning her on.

Really, that shouldnt have been a surprise. She had a secret desire or two of her own. She hadnt acted upon themreading material and the odd glimpse of something naughty online didnt count. Besides, spying was wrong. There were words for women who liked watching gay mennone of them kind. Not that they applied in this instance. Her husband wasnt gay.

Yet, as Becca shifted her stance, awareness of her own arousal spread. She desired more, even as she smarted from the pain of Elliots infidelity. What manner of fool was she? Here was her husband, doing a tongue tango with another man, his hands clasped tight upon the guys arse, and the predominant thought running through her head was how good they would look together naked with all that smooth, sleek muscle rubbing together. And how Adams long, black hair would appear fanned out over Elliots chest or his hips as he sucked on Elliots cock.

Did Elliot like to be fucked? How did Adam know?

She knew he sometimes liked to be held down. How much more would he enjoy it, if it were a strong man doing the holding? She hadnt the physical strength to do more than pretend to pin him down. Actual scarves and ropes, andGod forbidhandcuffs, made her uncomfortable.

The thought alone made her squirm, but heat, not a horrified shiver, tingled in her innards. She could see it all so clearly. The delightful Adam wouldnt have any such qualms about restraints. Hed bind Elliot with steel and silk and fuck him until he begged for mercy.

The heat reached her cheeks, making them burn, and no doubt making a mockery of her carefully applied foundation. 

The most horrific part wasnt that Elliot would consider doing that, but that she wanted to watch it. She wanted to see him stretched and bound, with a trickle of sweat running across his brow, and to know whether all that straining made his final release that bit sweeter. 

She wanted to see Adam fuck him, riding him from behind, with one hand clamped around his hair and another holding tight upon his shoulders. Their lovemaking would be harsh and brutal, and swift, slick and raw.

Shocked at herself, Becca covered her face with her hands, but even that didnt blind her to the vision of her own desire.

Elliot broke off the kiss. Nothis is wrong. I cant. His words faltered as he caught sight of her. 

Becca didnt move. 

Oh, fucking hell! He brushed off Adams hold and hurried towards her. BabeIm sorry. I didnt mean for you to see that. I mean that I didnt mean to do it. Not that I was trying to hide anything. We were just goofing around. It didnt… It wasnt…

Dont you dare dismiss me like that, Elliot Caine, and dont lie to her. Dont lie to yourself. Adam loomed behind Elliot. His dark hair rested on his shoulders. Im sorry, we havent been properly introduced. Im Adam. He offered his hand and smiled when she automatically took it. Enchanté.

He had sapphire blue eyes, clear and smiling and full of warmth, coupled with the sort of bone structure that made a face interesting. A slightly overlarge mouth, united with a deep brow and a prominent chin; the sort of man who walked a fine line between devastating and ugly. He held on to her hand as she swallowed down the vision of him.

Adam, stop it! Elliot snatched her hand away from his lovers. Come upstairs, Becca. We can talk about this in our room. Please, he added as an afterthought.

She wasnt sure what there was to say. She wasnt pushing him away. Her arousal had squashed her initial swell of outrage. It was on the tip of her tongue to invite Adam up to their room with them. Shed rather watch him and Elliot make out than stumble into an argument.

Adam patted Elliot on the shoulder. You know where to find me. He wandered off in the direction of the bar, leaving them to consolidate themselves as best they could.



Their room, like much of the hotel, incorporated red brickwork interspersed with tartan furnishings in a variety of shades. They had a king-sized brass bed made up in red and gold and a little window area consisting of a squashy tartan love-seat and a brown leather banquette.

Elliot led the way into the room, but hung back to hold the door and allow her to pass. His eyes were glassy with guilt when he looked at her. The same emotion had already sharpened his jaw line and given him a deliciously kissable pout. He came towards her slowly. He brushed one hand through his hair, causing several of the longer strands to fall forward over his brow. He always slicked it back, but she loved it when it hung over his forehead, partially masking his whisky-gold eyes.

I dont want to hear it if youre going to make some half-boiled excuse. You knew what you were doing. Dont compound things by insinuating that Im stupid or blind.

Behind the fallen lock of hair, his frown tugged at the centre of his brow, etching a pattern of deep lines into the skin there.

My God, Elliot, you were with a man! Im not sure what I think, let alone how Im supposed to react to it. Is this something new? Have you always known? Am I doing something wrong? Not pleasing you enough? She didnt blame herself, not really, but the question slid out regardless. Maybe she just needed to hear his reassurance in order to believe there was still a bond between them.

Youre doing nothing wrong.

Thenthen explain it to me? Have you? Did you, before we married?

His sheepish grin morphed into a grimace. Elliot was a private soul. He kept things close, never revealing more of his personal views and emotions than he needed to. It made him mysterious or plain old hard to get to know, depending on your point of view, but behind that outer shell of cool indifference shed found her soul mate. At least shed thought she had. How much did she really know about him? If hed detached himself and her from this aspect of his personality, what else had he hidden?

A few encounters, he mumbled, his eyes downcast. Nothing serious. And not since we married, apart from downstairs. Ive not thought about it, or him.

The hell he hadnt, based on his reaction to a little encouragement from Adam. Although, she conceded, she could see how Adam would have that effect. Even smarted up in a suit, it was apparent he was that sort of guywild, a tad unpredictable, and absolutely capable of rocking his lovers world. 

Still, she chose to take Elliots admission as what he believed to be the truth. Maybe he was in denial. Maybe nothing beyond a little drunken fooling had occupied his past. Like many young men, hed perhaps experimented but hadnt ever involved himself in anything serious. Though that in itself raised questions. What else didnt she know? Shed always pinned Elliot as a serial monogamist, and not one for brief flings or hazardous, yet sweetly illicit, fucks. 

What are you thengay, bi, something else? Shed never believe he was simply straight any more. 

Im just me. He held his arm out towards her, but she didnt go to him. Not yet.

How well do you know himAdam? she asked. Something about him piqued her curiositylike a tabloid headline. She needed to know more, even though she knew shed feel dirty afterward. Hes not just an old friend? What is he, your former fuck buddy?

Elliots mouth fell open. He closed it again. Then he slumped onto the banquette and braced his elbows upon his knees. He wasnt even looking at her now. His gaze was riveted on the floor between his feet instead.

He seems familiara bit more than just a drinking buddy. Despite her best efforts to remain calm, her voice had grown whiny and defensive. She didnt want to sound like this, nor did she intend to make any of it an accusation, but the lingering pall of arousal complicated matters, compounding her hurt with tetchiness. Say something, Elliot.

We slept over once or twice. He sat up straight and lifted his chin to look at her. I dont know what else to confess. Im sorry that I screwed up and let my libido get the better of me. It was stupid, I know. Dont lets row over this.

Were you going to come upstairs with him?

No.

Truthfully. If you hadnt seen me.

Conflict contorted his mouth into a scowl. Hell, Becca. I dont know. I dont know, okay?

At least he was being honest with her now.

What if I said it was okay?

God, the hurt in his whisky-brown eyes damn near seared her soul. She bowed her head, afraid hed recognise the excitement written on her face. Nono, its absolutely not okay. The slight wobble in his voice divulged exactly how much he meant that, but then maybe he wasnt entirely comfortable with his attraction to other men. Perhaps that was why hed kept it quiet. 

But if I said it was? Her heart raced a little at the admission. Her earlier vision, of how the men might look together while making love, reasserted itself.

Elliot shook his head. It still wouldnt be. He rose and headed straight for the mini bar, only for Becca to put her hand in front of the door before he could add a whopping big charge to their room fee. Is that supposed to be some kind of screwed-up test of my fidelity? He eyed her with his sultry pout back in place.

I just want you to admit what you feel. You obviously want him, or you wouldnt be diving headlong into a boozy haze.

I want something in my fist.

To compensate for the lack of a cock?

Shock. Astonishment closed his face to her. Elliot backed away. She didnt know why she was dragging this out so much, making such a big deal out of something they could have laughed off. After the bubbly for the toasts and the plethora of wines at dinner, the sherry on the way in and a few G and Ts apiece, neither of them was entirely sober. A kiss could be forgiven, couldnt it? Shed probably kissed one or two guys a fraction too enthusiastically tonight. It had meant nothingbut this did.

She loved Elliot and contrition filled his expression. She wasnt even angry with him, not deep down. She was only cross with herself for wanting something that could have such a huge impact on their relationship, and for not being brave enough to properly ask for it.

Look, I told you, Im sorry, Elliot apologised yet again. It was a slip. Adam caught me by surprise. It definitely wouldnt have gone any further.

Shame, she murmured. Thank God, he hadnt heard her. They needed to leave this room and shove his indiscretion into a deep, dark box. We should rejoin the party. 

He nodded. Okay, if thats what you want.

It both was and wasnt. They left the room far more divided than when theyd arrived. Elliot clearly wanted Adam, but desired forgiveness and stability in their marriage too much to give in to it, and she wanted him to admit to his attraction and watch his liberation. As for what Adam wanted, there was no real way of knowing that.
















Chapter Two







Becca woke in the early hours, with cramp in her foot and a cold space beside her in the bed. She groped for her mobile phone, bleary eyed, in order to check the time. Elliot was sleeping squashed upon the banquette, with his toes overhanging the end despite his foetal position.

Never go to bed angry and never wake up still holding a grudge, her grandmother had once told her. Sound advice from a woman who had spent fifty-two years with the same man. They ought to have sorted things out properly before going back downstairs to re-join the celebration. Leaving things had allowed them to fester. Elliot had spent the whole night avoiding Adam, making a hasty retreat every time the broodingly handsome guy had come within a tables length of them. Shed kept hoping that Adam would somehow sneak up on Elliot and crush him in another embrace, which had meant she had been staring at Adam every time hed come closea fact Elliot had noticed and clearly interpreted as a sign of her prolonged anger.

Becca cast back the duvet and padded across to where Elliot lay huddled beneath the tartan throw. He opened his eyes the moment she knelt beside him. Im sorry, he murmured.

Shh! She pressed a finger to his parted lips. Want to make it up to me?

His simple nod told her how much he wanted that far more succinctly than words. He raised his head off the pillow of clothes hed made and reached an arm towards her. I love you, he whispered, just before their lips met. The rush of heat and emotion that flooded her chest was vastly out of proportion to her normal reaction. It was as if theyd rolled back time to the heady days of their courtship, when everything had been new and exciting. 

Elliot shoved aside the throw.

Arousal bloomed between Beccas thighs, so that when Elliot coaxed her onto the banquette, she covered him, straddling his waist. The gentle exploratory way in which he touched her couldnt satisfy her rabid desire. Becca broke the kiss and sat upright. She tore her nightshirt off over her head, so that they were both bare above the waist. Elliot immediately sought her breasts. He cupped them, then, rising into a sitting position too, buried his face between their plump swell. His mouth closed over one nipple. He sucked, teasing the whole of her areola into an engorged point. Her breasts were always sensitive, but now they seemed doubly so. If only he could encompass both nipples at once, then heaven would surely be hers. 

Beccas hips began to roll of their own accord, seeking out friction for her needy clit. Elliot still had his shorts on, the cotton of which was now pulled tight over the length of his erection. Something about seeing him restricted like that chafed her senses. She shuffled backwards until she rode his trapped length. 

Damn, Becca… He pulled aside the damp scrap of her knickers and thrust his fingers into the melt between her legs. Let me. 

His touch seemed to draw heat into her clit, so that it bloomed with sensitivity. Her skin prickled as blood rushed to the area to satisfy her need.

Lord, youre so wet. You need this, dont you? Im so sorry I made you mad.

Dont, she chastised. She didnt want to talk about it, didnt want to pollute this moment with her perverse desire to see him straining beneath Adams strong hold. Except, it was already too late for thatthe image immediately took root. Sharp and delicious, it filled her imagination. Two strong male bodies writhing together, set against the grainy background of an off-air TV set.

What is it? He seemed to sense her change of mood.

Is he your type?

Shit, Bec! Youre still pissed at me. 

At least his fingers kept working so that she didnt genuinely get peeved. 

Im not mad. Im not. I just cant get the image of the two of you out of my head. I need to… Whats it like? How does it feel kissing him? She imagined the rough scrap of stubble. 

Elliot shook his head. You dont want to hear this.

She did. She very much did. The desire for that knowledge was the primary motivator for the continued glide of her pussy over his still-confined cock. Very soon, shed need to free him. Shed slide over him, using all the liquid heat pouring from her to welcome him deep into her sheath.

I want to watch you.

You do not.

She thought he was going to make a genuine issue of the point, until she looked into his face and recognised the germ of excitement there. He was considering it. Whether he truly believed her or not, at this moment he recognised the benefit of exploring the concept. For some crazy, unfathomable reason, the notion of seeing Elliot entwinedactually, scratch that, held down and fuckeddid more for her libido than a thousand pleas for forgiveness and declarations of undying love.

I want to see him sucking you. The very concept made noodles of her insides. She shimmied back immediately to perform that very act herself.

The outside of Elliots shorts were damp with her arousal. She peeled them down over his hips, revealing the sharpness of the bones beneath. Elliots erection clung to the lean ridges of muscle that defined his abs. He was every bit as aroused as her, waiting, barely containing his excitement as she lowered her head. The scent of him, salty and musky, filled her nostrils. Becca made an O around the cherry-hued tip of his cock and took him into her mouth. The primal nature of this act and the level of trust involved always enthralled her. This time was no exception. 

Has he gone down on you before? she whispered, before taking him again.

A ripple, she wasnt sure if it was arousal or fear, rolled through Elliots slightly tensed limbs. It was a long time ago.

As if hed thrown dynamite onto a fire, the mumbled confession set everything alight. In her imagination, it was Adam going down on Elliot, not her. His black hair fanned out over the top of Elliots thighs, his throat relaxed in order to take more of Elliots cock. Then, when Elliot started to kick and buck, and she had to hold on to him to keep him from pushing too deep, it was Adam she envisaged using his tongue against the sensitive slit to drive Elliot into a state of utter frenzy.

Becca had no idea if men performed fellatio in the same way that women did. She had only her instincts to guide her and they said yes. Although, perhaps they did it with more gusto than the typical girl. Maybe thats because theyd know first-hand how good it felt, or maybe it was because theyd understand the correct rhythm and pace to set. The details didnt really matter at this point, because, if she didnt pull back, the whole fantasy would be over all too soon.

Elliots cries morphed into broken whispers, then a wail when she withdrew. She didnt ask whether Elliot had returned the favour and gone down on Adam. Shed already guessed the answer. Mouths only, or did you fuck? 

Elliot pushed up on to his elbows. How much do you want to know?

Everything. All of it.

No, thats not what I meant. A silky grin spread across his lips. I mean, whats it worth? Because its private, and not really relevant to us.

It seems pretty relevant to me. You were snogging him earlier.

Does that demand the dredging up of all the sordid details of my past?

The word sordid acted on her like a jug full of aphrodisiac. Which way round did you do it? she asked. Because, yes, they absolutely did need to retread upon the events of his past. She needed to know exactly how involved with Adam hed been. She had to hear it in order to make the fantastical images in her head that bit crisper. Though what she really wanted was for him to stand up and say, Hang on, Ill just go get Adam and we can demonstrate.

Only Elliot didnt say that. He didnt say anything for several seconds, until her brow rumpled. You didnt answer, he explained. I meant it as a genuine question.

Becca silently unravelled the conversation of the last few minutes until she happened upon his ask. 

What are you going to give me in return? Elliot clarified. He had the sort of smirk on his face that made her pulse race. It hinted at raunchy animal sex. The sort of down and dirty stuff they didnt do nearly enough of these days. Come on, Becca, work with me a little here. You know I dont like discussing my past relationships, and Ive never beaten a drum over you sharing yours.

I know, but this is different, right? Its not really past like Wendy, the girl you mooned over in high school, past. This is past that just collided with the present. Becca shuffled up closer to him, so that her breasts tickled his chest hair and his cock nestled perfectly between the split of her pussy. Plus, its not as if Im going to blab to the world. This is just me and you sharing a little intimacy. She rocked her hips in encouragement, which made him groan. And, of course, if you tell me nicely, I might have a very special reward for you.

Elliot cocked his head to one side making pretence of doubt. How special?

Lord God, the man had to know, didnt he? Wasnt it blatantly obvious from how close they were pressed? Itd take nothing more than a minor wiggle for him to slide in and fill her right up. Becca nibbled his earlobe, then whispered, Tell me, Elliot, or else Im going to get off your lap and walk down the corridor, find him, and ask him just how far it went.

You wont do that. His hands circled her waist. The tightness of his grip betrayed the doubt in his assertion.

Yes, I will. Im sure I can prise his number from the desk clerk. And hey, whats Adam to lose by telling me? Its not as if youre still an item.

We were never an item.

Bingo! Now were getting somewhere. She slid back and forth along his prick, an act that caused his eyes to glaze over and that she had to fight not to overdo. Fact was, it felt bloody good, and he was so, so close, it would take hardly any sort of movement at all to join them in perfect harmony. But she was going to hold out and perfect this interrogation technique. Shall we start with a straightforward question or two? Is he gay?

Hes a flirt.

No big surprises there. Now that wasnt really an answer, was it?

Ask him yourself. We havent been in touch recently.

Becca let that particular point ride. She wasnt even sure why it was important. What was more relevant was that Adam had at some point been intimate with her husband. Even more intimate than the act shed witnessed.

Okay. One-night stand, or multiple-occasion thing?

Elliot buried his face in her shoulder, but she distinctly heard him say, Multiple. Judging by how hot his cheek was where it pressed against her skin, he was burning with embarrassment. She gave him an encouraging pat on the shoulder, not wanting the information to dry up. Hell, she wanted to know dates and places, positions, chat-up lines, foreplay and ratings out of five for each and every act. That said, it might be best if they didnt get into exact figures yet, and just stuck to the juicy excerpts. How did it happen? Did you pick one another up in a club or something?

He invited me over to play chess.

Huh! That jerked her out of the scenario she was generating in her head, where they were dancing up against one another in some nightclub, and had realised they needed to engage in a rather more vigorous form of bump and grind. You dont even play chess.

Nor does he.

Smart Alec.

He didnt even own a set.

Is that why he offered to suck your cock, to apologise for being such a humongous goof?

Do you think he looks like a goof?

Actually, as a matter of fact she thought he looked altogether too delicious, in a rough, somewhat sharp sort of way. It wouldnt have surprised her to learn that Adam liked whips and chains and flogging tied-up folks across the arse, which as an idea made her altogether uncomfortable, nervous and intoxicated. He probably had a pierced nipple or a vast dragon tattooed across his back.

So, he sucked your cock as an apology for failing to have the game you came over to play?

He sucked me so that I was relaxed enough so that he could fuck me, Elliot confessed. Becca made a point of seeking his gaze after that admission, and, God, if Elliot wasnt squirming. He wouldnt look at her for more than a millisecond.

He fucked you, she stated, and watched in delight as further colour licked across his cheekbones and up into his temples.

Yes. He pouted. Are you happy now that you know hes been in my arse? 

She almost sniggered as Elliots face scrunched up into a defensive mask. Except, judging by the way he was still jerking his hips, his embarrassment was more of a turn-on than a turn-off.

Go on, Becca prompted. Its not enough to just tell me it happened. You have to tell me how it was done. What it felt like.

Dont make me, Becca.

Dont make him. If she didnt make him hed probably burst or have a stroke. Besides, she needed to know. All his wriggling and sliding up against her entrance but not quite making it inside, then spearing upwards instead to drub upon her clit, was bringing her ever closer to simply grabbing him and going at it like it was the all-time best ride of her life. Tell me.

Maybe the demand came out more forcefully than shed intendednevertheless, it had the desired effect.

He sat us together, kind of like this, Elliot confessed, his words coming out slightly thick. Facing each othernot from behind like everyone imagines gay sex is. Then he had me lower myself. It was supposed to be slow, but He scooped her up; lifted her so that this time, when she fell, his cock sank into her, joining them in one neat stroke.

Relief! Blessed, blessed, relief. She needed this so badly. His lips brushed her neck. He was still speaking, staying with the tale.

I couldnt hold the pace. Not that slow. Anticipation got the better of me. I sank down at the same time that he bucked up. One glorious thrust and he was in me to the hilt. I swear, Becca; Ive never known so much agony, so much pleasure mixed into one. I felt so damn full. It was like I was going to burst. And my heart was going so fast I thought that was going to burst too. But it was all good. Lord, it was bloody fantastic. Adam just held me for a moment. I think he was trying to keep me still. Then I guess I must have relaxed a little, because he started moving. I could feel everything, every tiny shiver, every buck of his cock.

Yes, she agreed, for she could feel that too. She loved being astride Elliot like this, feeling the way his muscles pulled up tight each time he thrust. Knowing that, no matter what, ultimately, control lay in her hands.

Then we were fucking. Properly fucking and I was just riding it. It was the most perfect, shocking, amazing thing. Any minute I thought I was going to come and paint his iron-flat abs with my stuff. Then, do you know what he said?

Becca shook her head. She too was riding that cresting wave, allowing Elliots words to drift past her without allowing them to sink deep enough to cause any concern or pain. The whole time he spoke she kept a frantic grip upon his back. She was probably marking him. Elliot would wake in the morning with criss-crossed scratches across his shoulder blades that made him look like the victim of a werewolf attack.

He said, Reach down between us and rub your dick.

Yeah, she breathed between smeared kisses. Did you do it?

I didnt want to, because I was already so close. His blush reached his eyes at that confession. Becca brushed her lips against his eyelids. But I didnt want to upset things either, so, when he gave me the instruction again, I did it. I wrapped my palm tight around my shaft and gave myself exactly what I needed. I swear I was hanging on by a thread. The only way to stop myself coming was to pinch around the base of my cock. Even then it was touch and go. But it was fine, because Adam gave me another instruction.

Come, she guessed.

Nah, Elliot drawled, and the intonation told her that wasnt who Adam was. He wasnt easy or soft. More had crossed his mind than giving Elliot a good time. His own pleasure was paramount too. Some gut-level type instinct told her Adam wouldnt let his partner climax until he was good and ready to come too.

He got hold of my hand and sucked my fingers into his mouth, just like this. Elliot pushed his first two fingers into her open mouth for her to suck. He made sure they were good and wet. Then he got me to feel my way down his back to his arse.

Suddenly, one of Elliots big hands was doing exactly that. Becca stiffened a little as his loved-up digits circled the tight furl of her anus. She used fingers on him there quite often, but they rarely did things this way round. 

Oh! she squeaked, having failed to anticipate Elliot taking things in this direction. He kept on stroking her there, which sent bolts of shock and excitement ricocheting through her already highly aroused form. Ell, she groaned into his shoulder. He was going to tip her over if he kept on doing that. Her sensitivity there was damn near off the scale. If he dared tomy God, he dared to… First one, then the second digit penetrated her arse. She was being filled both back and front. She closed her eyes and it was as if Adam were in the room with them. His muscular body wedged up against her back, and his cock branding her arse, while Elliot filled her cunt.

That thought undid her completely. Becca sobbed out her orgasm into her lovers shoulder. Seconds later, Elliot came inside her, equally hard.












Chapter Three







What do we do now? Becca asked as they readied themselves for breakfast the next morning. Theyd spent the rest of the night curled up together like newborn puppies or kittens, nothing quite as sterile or cold as nested spoons. Wedding over, they were now dressed in their informal best. Fancy enough to fit in with the hotel decor, but far too nice for the weekend grocery shop.

About what? Elliot muffled a yawn. The banquette hadnt been all that comfortable, something shed realised during their post-coital cuddle. Consequently, Elliot was rather sleep deprived. Sure, shed let him join her in the king-sized bed, but hed only had a few winks up until that point. 

Becca waited for the brides family to go into the restaurant ahead of them, before jabbing Elliot in the ribs to jolt him from his zombified state. You know what about. Last night, remember? Adam, and what you got up to, and how Id like to, you know… She jabbed him again to make the point.

Following a second, rather prolonged yawn, Elliot shrugged in incomprehension. I thought I was forgiven. Didnt we make up?

You are, but…

But I am or Im not?

Becca raised her hands in despair. Evidently, the complexities of last nights sex had completely washed over Elliot. She nudged him forward and left off trying to prompt his tired brain until hed drained a glass of orange juice and started on a mountain of fruit. I meant about how Im interested in seeing you like that? Not that youre a bad boy for doing it.

Christ, Becca! He spluttered fruit over the tablecloth. Breath recovered, he snatched up a napkin and dusted away the offending bits of forest fruits. Not fair, he complained, whilst giving his nose a wiggle. Ive never snorted raspberries before. I didnt think you were serious. I thought we were, you know, play-acting in order to get off.

So, you were lying about you and Adam?

No. He cast a glance about the room, clearly making sure they werent in danger of being overheard. The restaurant, with its paint-splash modern art, held only a few late risers. Many of the wedding guests had departed the previous night. Look, I might have embellished things a bit.

How much of a bit? Are you now saying hes never fucked you?

Elliot pulled a sour face around a piece of grapefruit. Look, it was obviously turning you on, so I ran with it.

Has he or has he not shagged your arse? she hissed.

Has. Elliot bowed his head and concentrated on his bowl until hed emptied it. He drank a whole cup of tea before he spoke to her again. I never realised that you were that into the idea. Are you really serious about wanting to see that shit?

Was it really so terrible that the idea of seeing her husband being fucked turned her into a sex maniac? If she did a quick survey of the breakfast guests, how would the notion of her watching her other half get some go down? Hot or not? Approval or disdain?

She guessed the answer was plain enough on Elliots shock-whitened face. Sadly, him looking a bit peaky didnt quieten the excited tingle in her cunt. There werent that many things in life shed wanted with any degree of passion. However, the few things that fit that bill shed fought, scrimped and saved her way to getting. Brand new car, a biomedical degree, and that Louis Vuitton case shed craved so badly when she was seventeen. Admittedly, they were things and hadnt really involved other people, but… 

Damn, she supposed shed back down if he was really, really upset and against the whole thing, except she wasnt convinced over that. For all his moaning, an excited twinkle flashed in Elliots eyes. Plus his shoulders were pushed back like he was ready to hunt, not defensively hunched.

We could talk to him before we leave. Look, hes coming into the restaurant.

Elliot snorted, Yeah, because Come upstairs for a fuck, while my wife ogles us is just the thing to spice up his cornflakes. 

Adam didnt look quite as blanched as the other remaining wedding guests. Maybe he hadnt stayed up as late, or drunk as much, or maybe his black ensemble, topped with a leather jacket, allowed him to look a little rough and get away with it better. His black hair was brushed into a satin-like sheet that rested upon his shoulders. He shot a glance in their direction, but didnt come over.

No, Becca, we cant. The whole thing happened years ago; I dont need to back-step.

She turned her head back to their table, only to find Elliot still following Adams swagger. Well, I guess if youre not attracted to him any moreshe sighedI suppose we could try to find someone else.

Not that she wanted to see him do a horizontal dance with anyone else. Adam was the stealth ninja whod infiltrated her dreams and she wanted to see him naked. That slim butt of his would definitely be a joy to behold. She had a feeling his abs would be pretty well ripped too, if that clingy T-shirt he had on was anything to go by.

Elliot clasped his hands to his face, then rubbed his eyes. What the heck came over you last night? You see me kiss someone and now youre the worlds premier voyeur. 

She laughed, unable to help it. Not yet, Im not. Im an aspiring voyeur. But you know how to change that.

He shook his head, but he was smiling at her.



Becca left Elliot behind in the restaurant, ostensibly so that she could pack up the contents of their room. They both knew that wasnt really why shed left.

There wasnt much for her to do. The few toiletries and clothes theyd brought could be easily slung into a bag. What shed actually left him alone for was so that he would have the chance to speak to Adam.

Perhaps it was wishful thinking on her part to believe that Elliot would broach the subject. Though straightforward in his approach to most things, when it came to sex and his privacy, he could be pretty evasive. The thing was, this wasnt a situation where drip-feeding someone hints was likely to work. You just had to spit out bombshells like this. Say, My wife wants to watch us fuck, and hope you didnt get punched.

Not that she thought Adam would swing his fists. She suspected that he was more likely to dissolve into laughter, but hopefully, after that, hed agree. Hell, hed been prepared to grope a married man in public. Going the whole way behind closed doors for an audience of one wasnt all that great a leap, even if it was now broad daylight and taking risks somehow seemed better suited to night-time.

Timeshe glanced at the digital clock display on the base of the TV. Nine forty-five a.m.; plenty of time for them to get raunchy. Final checkout wasnt until three.

Becca couldnt recall when shed first stumbled upon the notion that seeing two men together might turn her on. It had just segued into existence over time, becoming part of her fantasy life. Elliot was not part of that. Shed never invented scenarios around their interactions and didnt use him as one half of her imaginary pairings. The concept had never occurred to her until shed seen Adams hand on his crotch. Now she wanted nothing more than to see her husband writhe within Adams hold. She wanted to see him on his knees sucking cock. The very thought fired up all her senses, so that her taut nipples poked against her top, their outline perfectly apparent. Her womb felt heavy, and, when she wriggled to satisfy the prickle of arousal tormenting her clit, she realised she was more than a little wet. 

Be brave, she whispered to Elliot, as though they were psychically linked, hoping to hurry him up. Only, when she heard voices right outside the room, it dawned on her that she wasnt brave. She flushed with embarrassment and dived into the built-in wardrobe. Holy shit! Elliot had genuinely done it. Leastways, hed invited Adam back to their room. 

Bec?

She held her breath and kept impossibly still as both men walked past her to stand before the bed. The wooden slats in the wardrobe door gave her an ample view of both the banquette and the bed.

Elliots back faced her, while Adam stood side-on so that she could see his pretty mouth curving upward at the corners into a smile. 

Maybe shes done a runner, Adam said in his smooth, deep drawl. Guess she wasnt so keen to meet me, after all.

She did want to meet you. In the glass of the picture opposite, Becca could see the crumpling of Elliots brows. It added a certain sincerity to his protest, something Adam brushed away without saying a word. His body language was just as suave and suggestive as it had been the night before. He followed Elliots footsteps around the room, first with his gaze, then moving up close behind him.

You know, you didnt have to go to this much effort to get me up here. The offers still open that I made last night.

Elliot turned to face his old lover. I havent lured you here. Beccas curious about you, which is hardly surprising given what she saw.

Adams arm shot out. His hand hit the wall to the side of Elliots head, neatly trapping him. What she saw was fuck all compared to what I have planned. Remember what we used to do?

Elliot shook his head.

Huhwho do you think youre lying to? I know you remember. Your body certainly remembers. Your cock gets hard at the mere suggestion of my touch. Bet you havent mentioned how far it went. You should tell her what its like between us.

Elliot futilely tried to shove him off. It didnt go anywhere, he growled into Adams face.

Oh, man, youre such a dick. Adam shook his head so that his black hair swooshed against the back of his leather jacket. Thats right, pretend it never happened. Pretend that youre completely straight. You should tell her the truth, mate. Youre more bent than I am.

They glared at one another, eyes ablaze, though with hunger or anger it was hard to tell.

The past is of no relevance to who I am now. Elliots shoulders hunched up towards his ears. Just because youve resurfaced from the bottom of the slime pool doesnt mean I have to dredge up any more old crap. Things are different now. And there isnt an us, so how exactly could I tell her what its like between us?

There is an us. Theres always been an us. No matter how much youd like to see her come between us. Adam leaned a little closer, not so that they were touching, but so that there was no question of the intimacy between them. His breath stirred the strands of Elliots hair at the side of his ear.

Adam, quit fooling around and back off. Elliot shoved a hand against Adams chest, but failed to move him more than a millimetre. And quit with the innuendos. Im a married man. I cant do this reunion fuck thing, or whatever it is you think Im up for.

What are you protesting for? Becca wanted to shout. She mouthed the words, Dont object. Do.

Thank God that Adam wasnt easily put off. Youre up for it. So is she. If she knew you were coming to get me, whys she missing? You told me yourself shes intrigued. Maybe shes not as aggrieved about our little grope last night as you make out. Maybe, shes actually giving us some space to get reacquainted.

A moment later, Adam spread his fingers wide across the back of Elliots head, holding him still. Their gazes locked, lips slowly parted. Are you going to turn the dead lock or am I? Unless you prefer to leave it so that she can walk in and see how much of a pervert you are?

Im not.

Sure you are, with your button-down collar and your pin-stripes. Youve turned into a corporate whore. Doesnt mean I cant still see whats underneath. I bet youve done her a few times on the office desk, and had a few burns off the office carpet. Does she like to watch you fuck her? She seems the sort to like some good visuals.

Adam, lay off talking about her.

Make you nervous, does it? Adam backed Elliot fully up against the wall to the left of the wardrobe and smacked a kiss upon his lips. I think this might be a little game youre playing with me. You know I never could resist a bit of dress-up and a challenge.

Its not a game.

Isnt it? Okay. Well, if its not a game and its not an invitation, what is it? Adams gaze strayed over to the wardrobe. Elliots followed. It was as if they could see straight through the doors and knew she was there. Maybe they did. Maybe this to and fro protest routine was purely for show. You didnt entice me up here for a coffee. I think we both know youre after something more physical than a quaint chat. Adam delivered another lip-smacking kiss. 

From anyone else that sort of show would have made Becca cringe, but from him it was knicker-meltingly hot. Do it again. Do it again quickly, became her silent refrain. There was something intrinsically wicked in the way Adam kissed, perhaps because he came close enough to suggest fulfilment, but never quite delivered on the promise. The tip of his tongue traced the shell of her lovers ear, an act that sent a tickle of warmth through her body as though it were her ear he was violating. It seemed to do much the same for Elliot.

We so cant do this, man, he protested, even as his lips opened, searching for a kiss.

What cant we do? Adam nipped along the line of Elliots jaw. Do you mean this? He pushed his leg between Elliots parted thighs. We cant do this? Thats a shame because I guess it means we cant do this, either. He slid his hand between their bodies to where their hips were pressed together, and encompassed Elliots cock. Shed seen him work his wrist before. Recalled the pinch hed made with his index finger and thumb that had heated things up so fast. The press of their bodies didnt afford her that detail now, but her imagination filled in the blank.

Tell meis she any good at sucking cock? I know how much you love getting off like that. Adams constant references to her were a little disquieting. It made her wonder if he was curious or deliberately baiting her. Maybe he really did know that she was watching. In some ways it wouldve made it simpler if he did. There was no cause to agonise about acting without consent. He would have been able to walk away if he didnt want her eyeballing him.

Lord, he really was something to behold. She scrutinised every inch of him as he nuzzled down the front of Elliots shirt. Adam was tall, but he was more fey warrior than broad. That sheet of black hair perfectly offset his angular features and made the blue of his eyes all the more striking. His ears held numerous piercings that hed obviously removed the day before, while a tattoo of a devil with a truly impressive cock-stand graced his upper arm. He was the perfect antithesis of Elliot, who was always clean-cut and perfectly turned out in his corporate wear, even on days like today when there was no need to dress overly smart.

Adam fell on to his knees, where he made short work of her husbands belt and fastenings, then tugged the whole caboodle of trousers and shorts down in one swift tug. 

Elliots cock stood every bit as taut and proud as it had done the night before when shed rubbed up and down his length with the lips of her slit. Adam wrapped his palm around the base before making a slow circle of the tip with his tongue. The action drained away the last of Elliots supposed resistance. He slumped against the wall, so that he stood in profile to the wardrobe. One hand rested on the top of Adams head, gently guiding him into place as he opened his mouth and began a steady twist and suck routine.

Becca watched, mesmerised. Her attention was as much on Adam as it was on Elliot and his mounting groans. Together they were one of the hottestno, the hottest thing shed ever seen.

It started with a wiggle, just rubbing her legs together so that her pussy lips provided a bit of friction to her needy clit. Then, before long, she was pushing her hand inside her pants and relieving that ache with the brush of her fingertips. Her body welcomed the strokes, while her gaze remained fastened upon the men. The softness of her folds seemed in terrible contrast to the rising tension in her limbs. She strained, seeking the perfect spot, the correct angle. Her forehead brushed lightly against the wardrobe door, almost forcing it open. Becca pulled back just as the magnetic latch started to give, allowing it to snap back into place.

Luckily, the men were too engrossed in one another to have noticed her mistake. Adam sat back on his haunches. He looked up at Elliot with a mesmerising grin. It wasnt a pleasant, Come hither, you lucky, lucky thing sort of grin, not even a charming one. Rather, it was raw and dirty. It twisted up his face into a mask of feral longing. Said, Im going to fuck you and Im going to do it good. Youre going to scream and moan and lose yourself in the beauty of it. Im going to blow your mind. Youll look back on this in years to come and the sheer nostalgia of it will make you preen.

Shed never had a man look at her like that. Maybe she hadnt attracted anyone like Adam. Maybe men only looked that way at one another. Either way, she bought into the promise wholeheartedly.

Adam rolled himself up off his knees to stand before Elliot with a swagger. He didnt say a word, just turned and looked straight at the bed.

Still doesnt seem right, man.

Adam sliced his head over to the right.

God damn it! Elliot was still protesting. She wished hed shut up with the whine and enjoy the present being offered to him. She would, if Adam were standing before her hinting they should get up on the bed. He was, after all, one prime package of raw manliness. Not that Elliot was any sort of wuss, but hell. Just do it, will you, she whispered.

Maybe shed spoken a little loudly, for Adam twisted his head to glance at the wardrobe again. He winked.

Good God! Had he just winked conspiratorially at her?

He knew she was there.

Knew it and was going to get rampant with Elliot regardlessor maybe because he intended for her to see the performance? What sort of conversation had the men had downstairs? Had it really been as simplistic as the one that had run through her head? That began with Elliot saying, She saw us?

Yeah.

She wants to watch.

Does she?

Yeah.

So, lets fuck.

Adam led Elliot by the hand. Shed never seen men hold hands in that way, fingers curled around each others palms, betraying the affection and regard they held for one another right alongside their mounting lust. It wasnt about comfort. That grip was about power. In this case, Adams power over her lover. He damn near threw Elliot down upon the bed and spread his legs.

They were going to do it face to face.

That seemed more romantic, somehow. It was certainly more personal. There was no opportunity to pretend something else was happening. No way to hide by pressing your face into the pillow or burrowing into the eiderdown. It was straightforward, raw reality. Off came the rest of Elliots clothes. Adam shrugged off his jacket, but nothing else. He made short work of his fly. Becca held her breath, waiting for the first glimpse of his cock. It rose from between the metal teeth of his parted zip like a white sabre, steely and slightly curved back upon itself, and long like its owner. He paused long enough to roll a condom down the shaft. Bastard had even come prepared with a bottle of lube. She watched him squirt and slick up, while her fingers slipped inside her own sopping sheath.

Fuck! They were really going to do it. Shed wanted it, but in a moment it would be real. And she was spying, the thing her mum had always told her was so terribly wrong.

She was spying on her husband who was about to be fucked by a man.

Hell, if even the notion running through her head didnt turn her on.

Adam lined up and pressed. There wasnt much of a preamble. She supposed there wasnt a need. They were both desperate in their lust. Elliot was just as eager as the man he was allowing to prick him, despite all his earlier protests. She knew him, recognised all the telling signs of his arousal. He opened his mouth on a silent cry and arched his back as Adam pulled him on to his dick.

Joined, they were so much more than two men locked together. Sinews and muscles pulled and danced. Breaths became gasps, then cries of fury. They didnt scratch at one another. They tore like demons. Bucked and cleaved. Strained and claimed.

And Becca… Becca held on to her sanity by a thread. Her fingers furiously mashed her clit until she was seeing angels. Coming wasnt quiet. She let out one strangled gasp after another. Theyd heard her, both of them. Two heads turned towards the wardrobe, waiting for her to appear while they kept on fucking. She guessed the fact that they didnt immediately leap apart told her what shed suspected from the startthat theyd known that she was there. This had been a performance.

Performance or otherwise, they rode it right to the end, until they were wrung out and damp with sweat and semen. Elliot lay with his seed in a puddle upon his stomach, having come with Adams fist wrapped around his cock.




Chapter Four







Becca sagged into the corner of the wardrobe, limbs no longer strong enough to hold her. She didnt see them disentangle, only heard their groans. It was Adam who opened the door. He hunched down right in front of her. Becca, he held out a hand.

She offered hers on instinct, only to try to jerk it back before he took it. Her fingers were still shiny with her dew and tainted with the pungent smell of her arousal. His had been all over her lovers arse.

Adam caught her by the wrist and sucked those two fingers deep into his mouth. Was it everything you wanted? He asked when he released her.

Becca shot a wary glance over to Elliot on the bed. He was sprawled widthways across it, his chin resting on his palms, his elbows propped against the very edge. Dont bait her, Adam. Shes never asked me for anything like this before. Give her some time to adjust.

Im not baiting anyone, just enquiring if it was enough. He looked down at her. His lips were plump from kissing and he smiled with a warmth that came from his eyes. Did I do myself proud? Id hate to think I disappointed you when you were so kind as to loan me my old playmate.

Were you lovers? she asked. She suspected Adams response would be a lot more straightforward than Elliots.

He shrugged. What does that mean?

In a relationship?

He shrugged again, which drew attention to how broad and solid his shoulders were and how wrong shed been about straightforward answers. We fucked. It passed time. It made us happy. We didnt date. Is that what you wanted to know?

Becca gave him an abrupt nod.

He offered her a hand to help her up out of the wardrobe. This time she accepted more graciously.

The ironing board wedged in beside the mini safe rattled as she stood. Only once she was standing, and he had her hand pressed to his lips as though giving her some sort of salute, did she realise hed not finished playing with her yet. Do you want to fuck, Mrs Caine? Just like that, as if he could smell her continued arousal and that she wasnt satisfied yet. 

Beccas free hand immediately came to her waist, where the buttons of her fly were still undone. Who? You? she blurted.

Adam laughed in a way that made a purr of his mirth. If you like. His brows twitched upwards into a suggestive arch. Though I was actually thinking you might want some time with your husband. He grinned. Im not knocking it if you dont want me to slope off. I dont mind watching or climbing up there so you can have us both.

Bec, hes being mean. Dont toy with her, Adam.

Whos toying?

She could barely make sense of their words. This was meant to be about her watching them. It wasnt supposed to become anything more involving. Leastways, it wasnt supposed to involve her, but, with six foot of raw sex appeal stood before her, temptation was rife. 

Lie between them and make love! Not just watch, but be part of whatever relationship it was that they had. She still wasnt entirely sure what sort of relationship that was. They seemed incredibly comfortable with one another, considering theyd supposedly been apart for so long. And yes, theyd just fucked, but clearly neither of them was exclusive in their preference for their own sex.

Elliot beckoned her over to him. He grasped her hand and tugged her down onto the bed beside him. Are you all right? You look a little fazed. Was it what you wanted? I wouldnt have done it, but you seemed so sure, so insistent. Youre not regretting it, are you?

Does he mean it? she asked, cutting off Elliots worry before it reached hyperbole. He sat up at once and pulled her tight against his body. His skin was damp and warm. He held her close, with her back pressed to his chest, so that she was looking across the room at Adams naked back. Despite an obvious attempt at giving them some private time, Adam was very much present. His arse, displayed to ridiculous perfection in his black leathers, was firm but not too iron-like and with just enough curve to really dig your nails into. Was there even a question over whether she longed to? No, the bigger question was whether it was right.

Married people didnt swing like this. At least, none of the ones she knew, or maybe they did but kept it to themselves.

Did he mean it? she repeated.

Elliot turned her head so that they were looking at one another. His expression was sober, but not overly concerned. What would you say if he did? 

Becca bit her lower lip. I dont know. What would you say?

Adam shot a glance at them from over his shoulder, making it obvious that he was following every word. Lord, what sort of discussion had the two men had before theyd come up here? The prospect of her joining in had never been part of the original plan. Then again, how much had actually been discussed? And why shouldnt things progress in that direction? Shed watched them together; joining in was the logical next step.

Well, assuming Adam wasnt gay.

She didnt think Adam was gay, though, because, if he was, he wouldnt have propositioned her, right?

If I said yes, would that be a problem?

Elliot nuzzled up against her head. Depends what you want to do with him. I think I might have a hard time sitting back and watching you with him like youve just done, but sharing could be fun.

Yes, shed like that. It was something new, and yet itd be safe because Elliot was right there with her. Theyd redefine their relationship; pour some of the spark from the early days back into it.

Youre not saying much, Adam intruded on her thoughts. 

Do you want this, Becca? Shall we let this rogue into our bed?

She did. She wanted this. What hot-blooded woman wouldnt? Even though she knew it would change things. Their marriage wouldnt be the same again, but it couldnt have stayed the same anyway. Shed watched him being fucked by a man, and seeing that once had told her it was something she wanted to see again.

If they were sharing Adam, that wouldnt be a problem, right?

Besides, this man formed part of Elliots past. It seemed she could learn a lot from him about who Elliot was and who he had been, though her fascination certainly extended beyond that, too. Her attraction to him was more than interest in her husbands past, it was physical; a gut-level sexual response to what shed seen the men do. She wanted more. She wanted to be involved with that in more than a passive way. Her self-induced orgasm might have wrung her out, but it hadnt satisfied her in the way a good fucking would.

I want it, she said. I want to share him with you.

Yeah? Elliot skimmed his palms over the top of her shoulders, and then scooped downwards towards her breasts. How do you want to share him? Do you want him to touch you, or for us just to give pleasure to him?

She wanted all of it, every bit, and relished the thought of smoothing her hands over his skin and discovering every sensitive part of him. Shed trace his pulse points with her tongue, feather-dancing caresses over his leather-covered rear, push her hands inside his pants and explore the rock-solid length of his shaft. Maybe shed welcome him inside her. Becca didnt think too hard about that. Elliot had been the only man in her life for six years. The notion of opening herself up to another was both a delight and a terror.

How does it feel when his cock is inside you? she asked Elliot. Shed seen his response, but wanted more detailed input than what shed gathered and filtered through her senses.

How does it feel when Im inside you? He threw the question back at her.

She felt many, many things. Hot. Hard. Like Im on fire and Im filled with an ache that only you can satisfy. And like my nerves are singed and I cant bear to move, but I cant stop myself.

Then imagine how it will feel with two of us loving you. Still ready to give it a try? He cupped the swell of her breasts through her top and found her nipples already puckered up, eager for his touch. His pinches made her gasp. Does that feel good? He pulled her top off over her head, leaving her sitting in her bra and loosened pants. Show her, Adam. Give her a taste of what shes getting.

Shed not yet seen Adam fully undressed. Hed kept his trousers on the whole time hed been shagging Elliots arse. Now he loosened them off properly and shuffled the leather down to his hips, where it clung tantalisingly to the muscle for a moment, while he removed his boots and socks.

Adam was long and firm and lovely. He wrapped a hand around his cock as soon as his trousers were off and began to stroke.

Becca watched, fascinated by the motion. He was far surer in his strokes than Elliot was when he knew that she was watching, though his current lashes over and over upon her clit didnt lack in any way. He pulled her backwards onto the bed so that she lay flat and pulled off her trousers and panties, exposing the slick, plump flesh of her slit to Adams view, but only for a moment, for then Elliot dipped his head and began to use his tongue.

Her first instinct when he did this was to close her eyes and sink into the hot shivers it raised. This time, she kept her eyes open. Elliots head bobbed and she laced her fingers in his short hair as Adam strode over to the bed. His gaze remained fastened upon her face and not on what Elliot was doing to her pussy. He knelt, causing the mattress to dip so that she rolled towards him a little, then he leaned right over her and clasped the headboard with one hand.

Theyd barely touched before, but it took no genius to work out what he expected her to do. He guided his erection straight to her lips.

It was certainly a novel way to get to know a man.

Becca enjoyed sucking cock, but shed known no mans but her husbands for a long, long time. Adam smelt musky and tasted of salt and lube. He held still while she accustomed herself to his length and girth. He was longer than Elliot, but not so thick. She felt him make the first roll of his hips, then tense at the end, making sure not to push too far. She used her hands on him to make it easier, and to cop a feel of his truly delectable arse. Adam didnt object. 

God, it felt perfect, sucking him and having Elliots tongue on her clit both at the same time. She strained towards them, lapping up all the pleasure they offered until everything ached and just the flick of Elliots tongue wasnt quite enough. Her cunt felt empty. She wanted the cock now filling up her mouth down there, conquering that need. 

She pulled away from Adam. He seemed to understand. He skimmed his hands lightly over her body, followed by the kiss of his prick. He and Elliot lay either side of her, one sucking each breast, their hands clasped one above the other, stroking her pussy lips.

I think shes wet enough to fuck, Adam said. The only question is over who does the honours.

Was the giveaway the desperate roll of her hips or the fevered groans she was making? Yes, she gasped, reaching for their cocks. It didnt matter whose, not really. She just needed that ache filling. Shed take them one after the other if her stamina would hold.

Shes all yours, Elliot insisted. His words tickled as they traversed her stomach. He was looking Adam right in the eyes. Think you can satisfy my wife?

Ill give it my best try.

As if by unanimous agreement, they knelt up on either side of her hips. Hands clasped around one anothers cocks, they kissed deep and long before Elliot rolled away and fished about in pockets. He came back and rolled a sheath over his lovers cock, taking care to pinch the air out of the tip.

It seemed almost surreal as Adam stretched out his body and covered her. His hips stacked neatly over hers. She didnt feel the press of his cock at first, only the gentle caress of his lips finding hers. Adam wasnt aggressive with her like hed been with Elliot. His lips brushed hers gently until she relaxed into the mattress and sobbed for more. Then his tongue explored the seam of her mouth, so that finally when their tongues danced she was breathless and desperate. Only then did she feel his cock nuzzling her thigh. He seemed in no hurry, content to ratchet up the tension while he got to know her a little first. His hands swept her form, taking in her nipples and the underside of her breasts, followed by the plane of her stomach and the flare of her hips.

He didnt guide himself into place. He folded her hand around his shaft and had her lead him there. Sure about this? Adam looked down into her eyes as he spoke. He had such beautiful eyes, crystal blue and full of promise and warmth. His lips curved up at the corners into a smile as the tip of his cock nudged her entrance. You could change your mind. Im sure Elliots ready to oblige just as much as I am. 

Her husband lay beside them on the bed, completely naked and at ease, stroking his own cock. If shed been in any doubt over how comfortable he was with this, then seeing him like that would have dispelled it. 

Adams husky voice rumbled in his chest before bringing delight to her ears. What do you think, Becca? Shall I slide inside and fill you up? Do you want my cock in you? Shall we fuck until we make each other scream?

Yes, she hissed into his mouth. Yes, lets do it.

He slid up, immediately, so that the tip of his cock nudged up against her clit, prompting sparklers to light. He kept on pressing there a moment, and then he pulled back and angled himself. Then pushed right in. There now. He held still just for a second while her muscles rippled around him. He went deep. He felt good and hard inside her. Perfect. And, yes, with a little motion and the rise and angling of her hips, doubly perfect. Harder? he asked, puffing a breath of air across her heated face.

Yeah.

Like this? He folded her legs up around his hips and lifted her into his lap. She was astride him then, riding him like shed ridden Elliot the night before, and kissing him like he might vanish at any moment. She realised as Adam filled her up just how comfortable and predictable sex with Elliot had become. Theyd fallen into routines, they knew what worked, had sunk into patterns so that she knew the roll of his hips a certain way was a definite prelude to something else. None of that existed with Adam. It was all new. All magic.

Elliot, perhaps feeling left out, climbed up behind her. He straddled Adams legs too and cuddled against her back in order to rain kisses upon her shoulders. His hands caressed her breasts, paying particular attention to her sensitive nipples, so that she shook from the pleasure of it. He was fully erect from masturbating his cock, which drubbed her arse, leaving sticky dots. Slowly, his attention began to focus more and more on her rear. He rubbed his cock against it in a delicious tease, and his fingers tickled her back entrance. Gradually, he began dipping one finger in and out.

Want to try it? Elliot withdrew his finger and angled his cock down so that it slipped into the channel between her cheeks and rubbed up against her anus.

God, she did, but that was crazy, right?

I thought we agreed Adam was in the middle.

Nah, we agreed to share. Adam doesnt like being fucked in the arse. He only likes giving, not receiving. Aint that right?

Adam blew out a steamy breath. If it turns your lady on, I might submit to it. Not now, though, not while Im enjoying her sweet pussy. Fuck, youre so warm. He let out a mighty groan, then clamped his hand upon her bottom. He pulled her cheeks slightly apart so that Elliots access was eased. What do you think, sweetheart? he asked. Is this something youre up for, something youll try? Shall I tell you what its like? Its fierce hot inside a womans arse, hotter even than her cunt and so tight its like shes squeezing you and its a fight just to get in to the hilt, but its so good once you do. And then if theres a guy in her pussy, like I am now, then its even tighter and hotter still, and you can feel the other guys cock sliding right next to you, like youre hardly separated at all. Elliots cock will be right alongside mine. Ill know his every stroke. Ill feel him come as if it were my peak.

She was so caught up in his words, she barely realised that she hadnt given them an answer. 

Say yes, Becca, Elliot begged her from behind.

Yes. Go slowly. It wasnt the first time shed taken her lover in the arse. Sometimes Elliot liked to mix things up that way. She liked how rude it felt. 

Elliot joined them up slowly, inch by steady inch, until she could feel the two men side by side inside her, one in her cunt and one in her arse, separated only by a thin wall of muscle. Hell, it didnt feel like they were separated at all. She cried into Adams mouth as they found a steady rhythm together, and then screamed into his shoulder as the motions became more intense.

Nothing else had ever prepared her for this. It was divine and overwhelming, the pleasure both intensely focused on her sex and yet at the same time so diffused she felt its zing even in the air that caressed her skin.

Feels good, Adam sighed.

Yeah, Elliot agreed. They were all running a little hot, skin slicked with sweat and lube. 

The tingle built up in her cunt, spread out and then retracted, only to repeat. Each time her sobs became a little louder, and their motions a little more frenzied. They fought to stay in time as the momentum built, pushing each of them closer and closer.

Fuck, Becca, youre just perfect. Elliot bit and sucked her neck.

Fucking amazing, Adam agreed as her climax hit her hard.

Too good. Too crazily fantastic. She wanted to squash them both together and hold on to this ride forever. Her body took over, moving, reacting of its own accord, while she rode out the intense pulse.

Her climax caused both men to buck. They both came hard inside her, crying in delight.

In the afterglow she cuddled up against Elliot, but kept a hand fast upon Adams chest. Is this your past? she asked them. Did you do this before? Theyd all fit together so well, it seemed to suggest prior experience.

Adam replied. He rolled on to his back and wiped a hand over his sweat-coated brow. There was a woman. She brought us together, I guess.

She was two-timing us both, Elliot piped up. Becca rolled over in his arms so that she could look at him. Elliot didnt normally give up details like this. She convinced us both to hang out together with her one night.

Why did you even agree to that?

Elliot gave a shrug. It was some bullshit bravado thing. The best fuck got to keep her, or some shit like that.

What it was, Adam elaborated, was a cheap excuse to get us both into bed.

Except we realised there was more chemistry between us than with her. So we hooked up to fuck now and again. Her husband smiled as he made the admission, like it was a glorious joke that only he and Adam really appreciated. I broke it off once I knew that we were getting serious. Elliot stroked the curve of her cheek. Needless to say, Adam here didnt take it so well. Thats why he was trying to get frisky with me last night.

Yeah, well being dumped is never nice.

Course, if Id known youd be interested in him… He let the notion hang, thought unfinished.

Are you two planning on meeting up again? Are you coming home with us? Becca asked. How exactly were they going to go about sharing Adam? Theyd launched into this; she wasnt backing out now.

The two men sat up as if a big decision simply couldnt be made lying down.

Havent you thought that far?

Elliot shook his head, while Adam raked his teeth over his lower lip.

Everybody we know will freak if they find out, Elliot remarked. I dont mind that, but what about you, Bec?

Adam? she asked. The neighbours could freak all they liked and get over it. How they arranged their sex life was nobody elses goddamned business. Besides, it wasnt as if they had to advertise it. It might even be fun keeping it secret.

The warmth of having a mysterious new lover already warmed her belly. Why shouldnt it put a smile on her lips too while she listened to the speculative twitter? They could suspect, but only she, Elliot and Adam would know for sure what was going on.

Becca looped her arms around the two mens waists and tugged them back down beside her. Her heart was thumping with joy and her head was full of ideas. She kissed Elliot then turned to Adam, So, how would you like to come for a sleepover tonight? We can eat, play games and you can fuck my husband again while I watch.

Well… Adam drew her tight against his naked form. When you put it like that, how can I possibly refuse? 




Epilogue







Six months later…



Seeing them together never failed to turn her on. 

Becca paused outside the bedroom door, a grin stretching her face in anticipation of what shed find. How would her boys be arranged today? Clothed? Naked? Kissing? Sucking? As long as they werent asleep, she didnt mind, although, even then, she loved looking at them all curled up together and so relaxed. Even Adams sharp edges softened while he dreamed. 

However, the rhythmic flapping noises coming from inside the room said they were definitely hard at play. Fucking, judging by the pace of those beats. Instant arousal swept through Beccas body, filling her cheeks with heat and leaving her pussy wet with desire. She flattened her hand over her pounding heart. By now, the chances were that they knew she was here. She hadnt been especially quiet in her approach. Then again, they were distracted. They might not notice her entrance, given how into each other they obviously were.

Becca nudged open the door with her foot. She waited several heartbeats before peeking around the door frame that lay diagonal to the bed. The light within the room was muted by the rattan blinds over the windows, but not enough to steal the colour from the nude flesh of her husbands butt. Elliot lay bent over the footboard, still just about in his work clothes. His jacket lay on the floor, obviously cast aside in a hurry, while his trousers still hugged his ankles. His shirt was bunched halfway up his back, where Adam held it.

Adam had stripped entirely naked. He stood behind Elliot with his legs planted wide apart, his beautiful white buttocks clenching tight with each thrust he made into Elliots arse. As tempting as she found it to remark, Youve started the party without me. Becca held her tongue. Time changed some things, but not everything. There was something deeply visceral about watching them fuck, the mix of aggression and sensitivity, perhaps. Whatever it was, it never failed to put her senses on red alert, or make her insides buzz. Sometimes she thought she liked to watch them together even more than being sandwiched between them, especially when they didnt know she was there. Their passion always seemed more raw on those occasions. Like now, theyd have remarked on her presence if theyd realised she was here. Instead, they carried on fucking like they were in a public place and expecting to be caught. 

Adams long, thick cock penetrated the pink bud of Elliots arse in smooth, insistent strokes. Actions that made her husband groan and arch his back in a desperate plea for more. Perspiration peppered his shoulder blades while his muscles soaked up the strain of Adams pace.

Elliots cock hung heavy before him, twitching towards Adams hand with almost every stroke. Adam was teasing. He could so easily have shifted his grip to encompass Elliots erection instead of his shirt. Instead, he was merely twitching the edge of the cloth across Elliots plum-hued glans.

You just cant get enough of this, can you? You should get her a strap-on so Becca can do you during the week. 

Her mouth hung open at the suggestion of pleasing Elliot in such a way. He did really enjoy anal play, and, well, it would open up a whole host of other three-way permutations they could try, too.

I wouldnt have to give it to you so hard then whenever I turn up. Every weekend, youve just got to get it out of your system before we can all relax and cosy up, dont you? Adam continued. Finally, he conceded in giving Elliot the extra stimulation he obviously craved, and wrapped his palm around Elliots nodding shaft.

Suddenly it was her husband driving the pace. Youve got it all wrong, man. This isnt just about you and me. Its about pleasing my wife. This is just taking the edge off so we can both satisfy her.

Beccas smile stretched wide at his words. Elliot knew exactly how much she loved seeing him being fucked. They re-imagined it together during the week when Adam couldnt be with them.

Oh, yeah, Adam remarked. Wouldnt want you going off at half-cock when were all linked up.

Becca crept up behind them. She rested her palm against Adams taut flanks, felt the raw power there just before he froze. Dont you need this too, Adam? I often wonder what it would take to make you lose your cool.

Sweetheart, itll never happen. He began to thrust again, slower now, presumably so as to not dislodge her hand from his arse.

Truly? You believe that? What about if I do this? She picked the bottle of lube up off the bed and dribbled some between his cheeks, then circled her index finger around his tightly puckered anal whorl. 

Adam gave a sob and a groan, then his body seemed to give a kick of its own accord.

What are you doing, Becca? Elliot asked, as he strained his neck trying to see.

Lets just say that I dont think Adam is quite so averse to taking it, after all. I think hes just scared hell embarrass himself, like hes about to do right about now.

Almost split-second perfect, Adams muscles began to snap tight then release in a rhythmic pulse. He soared and jerked in Beccas hands, while clinging tightly to Elliots back. Only once he was all wrung out did Becca kiss him. Then she climbed onto the bed and took Elliot in her mouth until he, too, spilled.

Contented, Becca sat back against the pillows. The men snuggled up against each of her shoulders, sandwiching her between their hot sexy bodies.

Youre a minx, Adam laughed.

Take your clothes off, honey. Elliot tweaked the buttons of her blouse.

Now what would I want to do that for?

So we can celebrate. Adam has some news.

Hes bought me a strap-on? I heard that suggestion, in case you were wondering.

Elliot coughed, while Adam beamed at her, his white teeth showing. Nothing quite that exciting, Im afraid. I got a promotion.

Oh! Her faced clouded slightly, before she forced a smile. Adams job already took him round the country during the week. Thats great.

Yeah, it is. Its a desk job, round the corner. I can be here all week.

What! Her mouth fell open around an excited shriek. She rolled right over the top of him so that she and Elliot could cuddle him together. That means we get to have you every evening.

And morning. Adams blue eyes twinkled. And maybe the odd lunchtime, too. So much in fact, you may get sick of me.

Well never do that, Elliot said.

Thats right, Becca insisted. We love you.
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Chapter One







Miss Elizabeth James upset her cup and swore in a most unladylike fashion as hot tea splattered her hand and wrist and soaked into that mornings copy of The Times, obliterating the advertisement for Professor Mainwarings Patented Nerve Tonic. It was her own fault of courseshe had been trying to breakfast and gloat at the same time. She had graduated from the Metropolitan School for Shorthand in Chancery Lane, and whats more she had graduated top of her class in typing, shorthand, filing and arithmetic. And she had been the only girl in the class to master the stencillographic oscillatora complicated clockwork device that transcribed dictation, although sometimes the spelling was a little suspect.

She sucked her burnt fingers. She was so happy and distracted that she had already spooned marmalade into her tea and tried to sip her toast. As one of Londons new Typewriter Girls, she would be able to find work as a secretary or an authors assistant. Even as a copying clerk for a government official. Although perhaps not that last. To become a typist in a government department, a girl had to be at least five feet in height without boots or shoes. Lilly might just squeak through under that requirement if the person doing the measuring was lax with her tape measure and counted her rather wild, frizzy hair. Still, she had a whole world of options open to herall perfectly genteel. Given that these days girls were running off to be explorers and fly dirigibles and goodness knows what else, she felt practically prim and proper in her choice of career.

The five guinea fee had been a struggle. She had managed to scrape her rent together, but had subsisted during the course of her training mainly on the breakfast of toast and tea her landlady grudgingly provided each day. But now she was a professional woman, and could expect to earn anywhere between fifteen shillings and two or three pounds a week.

She mopped ineffectually at the spilt tea with her handkerchief, and sighed. Perhaps she might even be able to move to lodgings where the taps didnt scream and clank and dispense brown, brackish water, where the bed wasnt lumpy with a spring that dug into the small of her back no matter how she tossed and turned, and where the landlady didnt look at her with chilly disapprobation every time their paths crossed.

 Mrs Langley did not approve of working womenbut then Mrs Langley did not much approve of anything. A skinny, middle-aged woman with a pointed, rather red nose that she enjoyed poking into other peoples business, she had lost her husband after twenty years of childless marriagewhich was probably something of a relief to the poor man, since it meant he could finally get some peace. Except, of course, he couldntevery Thursday evening at six o clock, Mrs Langley trotted off in her respectable coat and her sensible button boots with her capacious handbag tucked under her arm to visit the shade of her late, lamented husband at Doctor Moriarty Caines House of Spiritual Solace. When she got a message from the other side, she came back in good humour. When no message was forthcoming, she was even more officious and sour-faced than usual. 

Lilly suspected that the night before the late Mr Langley had not appeared at the séance, because this morning Mrs Langley had brought up lime marmalade with the breakfast things. Lilly cordially detested lime marmalade, and had told her landlady so many times.

 Her suspicions about Mrs Langleys mood were confirmed when the landlady swept in, sniffed disapprovingly at the tea-saturated newspaper and the toast crumbs in the butter, and gathered the dirty crockery onto her tray with a series of pointed crashes and clatters.

 She scowled at Lilly, snatched the soaked newspaper off the table with a haughty sniff, leaving its sopping remnants clinging to the surface of the table, and marched out of the room without so much as a good morning, head held high.

 Lilly rolled her eyes, then allowed them to drop to the sad, soggy scrap of newspaper the landladys cursory housekeeping efforts had left behind. Then she narrowed her eyes as an advertisement caught her eye. She squinted to make out the words, the ink of the newsprint having bled and smudged into the surrounding white space, which in any case was now stained with tea and half-dissolved marmalade. Perhaps she needed eyeglasses. Perhaps shed even invest in a pair of those new-fangled inspectacles all the fashionable girls at Chancery Lane had been swooning over lately. Not that she had much in common with themin her opinion they would benefit from devoting more time to their studies and less to chattering, gossiping and obsessing over the latest style in hats.

 She picked up the sticky, soggy remnant, holding it carefully so that the wet newspaper didnt come apart in her hands.

Wanted, a young lady, of good habits and clean in her person, with a facility for filing, typewriting and shorthand, to bring order to a gentlemans papers and effects. Remuneration will be to the sum of six pounds a week, for as long as the task requires of her. Enquiries should be made of Mr John Dermott at 43a Jermayne Street.

 Six pounds a week! Six pounds a week would enable her to find new lodgings, and to have whatever she liked for breakfast. Perhaps even to expend a little money on new gloves and handkerchiefs and underthingslittle extravagances she had had to forego while undertaking her training at Chancery Lane. Her needlework frankly wasnt up to much, and some of her clothes were beginning to look distinctly careworn and shabby. She wasnt obsessed with fashion like some of the featherbrains in her typing classes, but really, there were limits.

 She determined to go to Jermayne Street at once and speak to this Mr Dermott. A few moments in front of the mirror tucking in an errant strand of her rather frizzy, dark hair and perching her hat fetchingly in place on the back of her headholding it in place with vicious jabs of a number of wicked-looking hatpinsand she was on her way.








Chapter Two







Jermayne Street proved to be a reasonably well-to-do area, the sort of place where men rented living quarters or professional consulting rooms from genteel widows. 

Lilly dodged a velocipede-made-for-two, its pistons working, the gentleman at the front cranking the valves, his lady friend bouncing uncomfortably in the saddle behind him as the machine juddered over the cobbles, belching steam. The lady was wearing what looked like gentlemens trousers and her hair was tucked under a tight leather cap that Lilly supposed was meant to protect it from soot and from getting too windblown. She looked less than thrilled by the experience as she clung grimly on to her companion, and Lilly thought that the whole experience looked utterly ghastly.

A discreet brass plaque by the smart, black-painted front door of number forty-three read, Mr Lucien Doyle, Consulting Detective. Lilly raised her eyebrows. Even Mrs Langley couldnt disapprove of such an association. Of course, she imagined consulting detectives sometimes got involved in rather dangerous situations and had a certain amount to do with the criminal element, but Mrs Langley was a devotee of Sir Arthur Conan Doyles Sherlock Holmes stories. Indeed, on one occasion Lillys landlady had met Dr Doyle himself at a meeting of spiritualists. She had come home pink-cheeked and in high good spirits despite the fact she had had no message from her husband that evening. Since then, on the rare occasions when she felt in the mood for conversation, she had blushingly referred to him as Dear Dr Doyle.

Perhaps Lilly wouldnt have to find new lodgings after all. A hint that she was working as a clerk for a consulting detective and a modest increase in rent might work a change in Mrs Langleys waspish nature.

Of course, the advert had said she should enquire of a Mr John Dermott, not of this Lucien Doyle, so perhaps the position was nothing so intriguing. The detective might well share the house with another professional gentlemana lawyer or a medical man, perhaps. After all, Sherlock Holmes shared his lodgings with the long-suffering Dr Watson, did he not?

Suddenly, she realised that, if anyone was watching from the net-curtained windows of the house, standing on the doorstep and dithering would not give the impression of decisive efficiency she thought a professional woman should project. She straightened her shoulders, took a deep breath, and rapped the doorknocker.

It was answered almost at once by a rather flamboyant man with curly hair, a distracted expression and a brass-and-leather contraption on his head that magnified his right eye through a series of aligned lenses. His iris looked like a pale goldfish swimming behind thick glass. Inspectacles were the latest advance in clockwork technology, and seemed to be halfway between an elaborate monocle and a ghastly fashion mistake, though Lilly understood that despite their bizarre appearance they were all the rage. He adjusted a dial near his temple, and one of the lenses revolved in its fitting with an alarming mechanical whirring sound. He peered at her.

John! he called. Theres some sort of woman at the door. I expect shes for you. Then he whirled on his heel and bounded up the stairs two at a time, leaving Lilly standing with her mouth half-open and her hand extended.

By the time another man came down the stairs, she had composed herself enough to withdraw her hand and school her features into an expression that looked slightly less stunned.

This man was shorter, without the gangling, long-limbed flamboyance of his fellow. He moved with a smooth, assured gait and, when Lilly held her hand out again, he took it in a firm, warm, reassuring grip. John Dermott, he said with a smile. Please excuse my associatehe was raised by wolves.

Lilly started. Not really? she blurted, then blushed to the roots of her hair.

He laughed, but she didnt feel like she was being mockedmore as though she was being asked to share a joke, as between friends. Not really, of course, but given his grasp of the social graces it would be as good an explanation as any.

Lilly smiled, still feeling somewhat bewildered and off-kilter, but finding herself disposed to like this man. My name is Miss Elizabeth James, she said. I saw your advertisement in The Times this morning.

Splendidsplendid! Mr Dermott beamed at her. Tell me, Miss James, are you well-organised, efficient, hardworking?

Why…yes. Lilly handed him an envelope. I have here my certificates from the Metropolitan School of Shorthand, and a letter of reference from Miss Caffrey, who instructed us in typing, filing and mechanical contrivances for office use. The reference, she knew, talked about her in the most glowing possible terms.

Mr Dermott scanned the reference and nodded approvingly. Forgive me, he said. I am being unforgivably rude. Wont you come inside? Were lacking a housekeeper at the moment, but I daresay I can scare up some tea and biscuits while we discuss the role.

Lillys stomach grumbled its approval at the mention of food and she felt her cheeks go pink again as she hoped fervently that Mr Dermott hadnt heard the gurgling over the clanking and whirring of the vehicles passing by on the street.

Lilly followed him up the narrow stairs, wondering quite what she might have got herself into here. John Dermott seemed perfectly agreeable, but the first manLucien Doyle, presumablyhad seemed downright eccentric. She shrugged to herself as they reached the door of 43a. John Dermott paused with his hand on the handle and turned back to her. He eyed her critically. Your reference describes you as meticulous, Miss James. Does that mean youre likely to be distressed by a little…mess?

Her lips twitched at the corners. I have younger brothers, Mr Dermott.

He hesitated. By a lot of mess, then?

The twitch became a smile. Six of them. Im not afraid of mess, Mr Dermott. Mess is afraid of me.

He nodded his approval. Nevertheless, Miss James, gird your loins.

She wasnt entirely sure it was appropriate for a gentleman to be talking about her loins, but in any case she followed him as he opened the door and ushered her through…into a scene of absolute chaos.

Papers lay in bundles and piles on every surface, and as Mr Dermott closed the door quietly behind them, the muffled click was enough to start an avalanche in one of the stacks, which slid with a rustle to the floor.

 Any surface that wasnt covered with papers and books held weirdly bubbling contraptions of brass and blown glass, machinery Lilly could not immediately identify, bottles and jars containing…well, she glanced briefly at them, mentally classified them as specimens and decided to ignore them. The curled, pale shapes in the cloudy formaldehyde made her feel slightly queasy.

 Well, she said, with a brisk efficiency she judged would not offend Mr Dermott, who had already shown himself to be a man of great good humour. I take it these are the papers and effects that need to be put in order.

 He smiled again, and she found herself warming to him even more. Please take a seat, Miss James. I will see about the tea I mentioned. 

As he left the room, Lilly glanced around for somewhere to sit. The man with the wild hair and the bad manners was reclining on the settee with a pained expression that suggested he didnt want his papers put in order, and didnt intend to move for anyone who seemed to be of a paper-ordering disposition. The overstuffed armchair was occupied by a half-assembled machine she couldnt identify, but which was a worrying combination of wires, springs, dials and what looked like a boiler. She eyed it warily, decided she didnt want to risk moving it, and perched uncomfortably on the arm of the chair instead. It wasnt the most ladylike position, but this didnt seem to be the sort of establishment where one stood on ceremony.

 When John Dermott returned with two cups of tea and handed one to her, she gave him a grateful smile. He went over to the settee and prodded his friend gently until he sat up, scowling. As soon as Mr Dermott was settled on the settee himself, his friend lay straight back down again with his head in the other mans lap.

Good gracious. Perhaps he really was raised by wolves.

He certainly didnt conform to the usual standard of etiquette.

 But six pounds a week was six pounds a week. And it seemed as though there was enough work here to keep her going…well, indefinitely, really. She had to weigh up oddity against lime marmalade…and she really hated lime marmalade.

 Before long, she and John had agreed to use each others Christian namesat least when they were at Jermayne Street. The detective was introduced, as she had suspected, as Lucien, whereupon he gave a dismissive little salute without ever opening his eyes or lifting his head from Johns lap. He looked as if the whole idea of having his papers sorted out made him feel unbearably weary and put-upon.

 Lilly was rather enjoying herself. She had taken to John, and was intrigued by Luciens flamboyant strangeness. John, as he outlined the duties shed be expected to undertake, had given her to understand that the job was hers if she wanted it. This was a far cry from Mrs Langleys regime and she leant forward, feeling rather daring, and said, Is he always this ill-mannered?

 Youll have to excuse Luciens eccentricity, John said in a confidential voice, though Luciens tut of exasperation from his lap made it clear he had heard the remark.

 Is he likely to start baying at the moon and chasing rabbits?

 No. Then Johns face took on a hunted expression. Well, probably not. In his defence he is a very gifted private detective. The Metropolitan Police consult him on a regular basis. His facility for deductive reasoning…

 Like Sherlock Holmes! Lilly said gaily, and was surprised when Lucien sat up abruptly, fixed her with a jaundiced eye, and said, Sherlock Holmes is a fool.

 Oh, but his thinking is so original! Lilly protested. What is it he says, now? Once you have eliminated the impossible, whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth.

 Lucien snorted. And that is precisely where he lacks imaginationin eliminating the impossible. One would think one could expect more from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle as an author. He is supposed to be the champion of the spiritualist movement, yet in his stories he insists on the merely pedestrian as the solution to every problem.

 He moved with an odd, long-limbed grace as he swivelled his legs off the settee and rose to his feet, gesticulating with his hands while he spoke. His fingers moved with intricate fluidity, as though he was playing an invisible musical instrument. Séances, for example. Have you ever attended a séance, Miss James?

 Elizabeth, John murmured.

 Lilly to my friends, she said, and they gave each other a conspiratorial look that gave her a warm sensation of fellow-feeling.

 Yes, yes, Lilly, continued Lucien. A modern woman. First name terms. A graduate of the Metropolitan School for Shorthand. 

Lilly felt a touch of surprise at this. She had thought him entirely self-absorbedit seemed he had taken in more than she had given him credit for. 

Im sure youre a fan of all the new technologiesstencillographic oscillators and inspectacles and all the other accoutrements of the rational age…

 Come now, said Lilly. And she walked over and picked up the contraption he had been wearing when hed come to the door, swinging it from her forefinger by one of its leather straps. You wear inspectacles yourself.

 Yes, yes, he said impatiently, but John invented those, of course, no matter what the patent office might have to say on the subject. 

Hed invented inspectacles? And was presumably responsible for the contraption in the armchair that had now started giving off occasional, alarming hisses and plumes of steam.

Before she could do more than glance at John in surprise, Lucien continued, But just because I value the advantages modern steam technology can bring me, it doesnt mean I dismiss the inexplicable, the ineffable, out of hand. So tell me, Miss James, have you ever been to a séance?

 She noticed he deliberately did not use the less formal method of address he had been granted, and decided that he clearly expected her to say that of course she had never been involved in any such nonsense. So she enjoyed the expression of surprise in his eyesextraordinary eyes, she now noticed, pale grey, almost silverwhen she said, Of course. Twice.

 He studied her carefully, then his expression twisted into one of disbelief and dismissal. Of course. For six pounds a week, I expect youve seen fairies dancing in the garden. Tell me, Miss James, where were these séances held?

 She knew he expected her make vague noises about some backroom table-rapping at an anonymous address to establish the story he believed to be patently false. So it was with some smugness that she said, Doctor Moriarty Cains House of Spiritual Solace.

 It was perfectly true. On the first occasion, Mrs Langley had invited her along in the hopes that Lilly might be a convert to the cause, and Lilly had sat politely through the performance. Doctor Cains young girl assistant had spoken in a growling voice, supposed to be that of the late, long-suffering Mr Langley, and told her landlady he was in a better place. The next morning she had been given raspberry jam with her breakfasta sign of high favour indeed.

 On the second occasion, she had not been able to resist pointing out the very obvious tricks the so-called medium was using. Manipulating the specially-designed table with his knee to make it appear to rise and spin. Using a scrap of chalk affixed to the inside of his finger joint to produce automatic writing. Playing, essentially, on the desires of the grieving and the hopeless.

 So she did think a little less of Lucien when he offered her a seat on the settee, hurried out for a plate of biscuits, and returned to sit next to her, suddenly attentive and willing to call her Lilly now that shed apparently established her credentials as…what? A credulous ninny?

 Tell me, Lilly, what did you make of these séances you attended?

 She decided to make no bones about it. Through a mouthful of sticky gingersnap, she told him about her landladys characteressentially that of a woman who hoped to bully and nag her husband beyond the grave. Of her one-sided devotion to Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. And she told him of what she suspected about fishing line or cat gut to give the impression of floating, and phosphorescent paint to give the impression of an unearthly glow. 

So she was surprised, given his previous words on dismissing the uncanny, when he continued attentive and said eagerly, And now, Lilly? You are talking about more than a year ago. Could you get in to Doctor Cains House of Spiritual Solace now? As a bona fide devotee?

 Lilly selected another biscuit from the plate and considered. I suspect, Lucien, that with a little help from you, I could. If you could school yourself to correct society manners for half an hour or so.

 He rose quite considerably in her estimation when he did not take offence at this, but instead asked her what she had in mind.

 And so it was decided. Lilly was to take up her post the following morning, for a half day, calling at nine in the morning and forewarned that Lucien was often bad-tempered if disturbed before noon. She didnt find that piece of intelligence frightfully surprising. Then, once she had returned home for lunch, which she chose not to mention would consist of cold toast she had scrounged from her breakfast, Lucien and John would call on Mrs Langley. They would be scrubbed, clean-shaven and on their best behaviour, in their roles as consulting detective and his faithful assistant, under the guise of requesting a reference for their putative secretary. Back in favour with Mrs Langley, Lilly would ask if she could accompany her to the séance the following week…though with what object she had not yet ascertained.

 She wasnt certain she cared. She had liked John from the moment she had met him, and the more she knew of him, the less she thought Lucien was obnoxious and the more she thought he was intriguing. And six pounds was six pounds, and raspberry jam was raspberry jam.












Chapter Three







 When she arrived at 43a Jermayne Street the next morning, her newly-cut key in hand and an efficient, friendly smile on her lips, she was alarmed to hear moans and what sounded like grunts of pain coming from behind the closed door. Was somebody fighting in there?

 No doubt detectives and their inventor friends attracted all sorts of trouble. Perhaps she hadnt thought this through! The system of education at Chancery lane had been thorough and varied, but even in this progressive age typing schools didnt offer young ladies instruction in…in fisticuffs. But she could hardly just turn around and leave them if they were in trouble. She jumped as a stack of paper found its tipping point and tumbled onto the floor, then she froze. She didnt even know where they werebeyond this sitting room where shed been interviewed the day before, she didnt know the layout of their living area.

 Then, distinctly, she heard Luciens voice say, Oh, John, yes! That wasnt the sound of torture.

 She crept closer to the closed door.

 There was a squeaking noise she recognised as the sound of elderly bedsprings protesting as someone shifted, then a low groan of pleasure that set up an unexpected flutter of sensation low in her belly.

 She hesitated. Surely they couldnt be doing what she thought they were doing…could they? She remembered how Lucien had laid with his head in Johns lap the previous day, the casual intimacy of it, and she raised her hand to her mouth and chewed pensively on her thumbnail.

 Then, feeling that little frisson of excitement again, she crouched on the floor, careful not to make any sound, and put her eye to the keyhole.

 She jerked back at once, almost falling backwards with the shock. Her heart seemed to be beating faster and harder, and she felt hot. She was sure they would be able to hear the rapid pant of her breathing, but she couldnt stop herself from leaning forwards and looking through the keyhole again. She held her breath as she peeped through.

 Lucien was on his hands and knees, stark naked, in the middle of the bed. His curls fell over his face in disarray, and those extraordinary, pale eyes were half-closed, eyelashes flickering as he moaned and writhed. His skin was incredibly white and perfectly smooth, though a single bead of sweat rolled down his flank and dropped onto the bedclothes. 

 John ran his tongue over the dimple just above Luciens tailbone, flicking and tasting, and Lucien spread his legs further apart and clenched his hands into fists, choking out a Yes that had Lilly working her hand under her skirts to press her fingers between her legs, biting her lip as she tried to ease the throbbing ache that had started up there. It was shameless of her, but…oh.

 John moved his square, blunt-fingered hands to Luciens hips, holding on to him hard enough to leave bruises with his fingertips, and buried his face in Luciens arse. As he withdrew momentarily, Lilly saw a flash of pink tongue, quick and clever.

 The fabric of her gusset was damp, and she could feel the heat of her excitement through the cotton of her drawers. She began to move her fingers, rubbing gently, trying to ease the achebut it only became stronger, more insistent.

 She watched as Johns tongue flickered, teasing the rim of Luciens arse, and bit back the moan that threatened to escape from her parted lips. She felt hot and uncomfortable, restless, and she spread her legs further apart, rubbing herself harder with trembling fingers. The toe of her button boot scraped on the floor and the lips of her pussy made a lewd, sticky noise as she shifted. She froze, holding her breath again for a moment, waiting to see if theyd heard the tiny sounds.

 Lucien reached down and took hold of his cock, running his fingers up its length and over the swollen head, hissing and shuddering with the sensation. John gripped his hips harder still and plunged his tongue inside him, moaning into Luciens flesh. His own cock twitched, slightly curved and erect against his belly, and Lilly found that she couldnt take her eyes off it.

 Her wrist was beginning to ache, from the weight of her gathered skirts and the rapid, frantic motion of her fingers, but a galvanic sensation was gathering in her cunt, her breathing becoming rapid and ragged.

 This was certainly not genteel, or proper, but she found that she could not help herselfnor, if she was honest, did she really want to.

 Lucien pumped his cock, shiny fluid beading on the tip, and his breathing became laboured. John gave another stifled moan and, as the sensation between Lillys thighs crested and surged, he gave his cock a final, hard caress. Thick, white fluid splattered the bedclothes and Lucien gave a hoarse, heartfelt cry just as, behind him, John tensed and found his own release.

Lilly bit her lip again and squeezed her eyes shut, assailed by dizziness as the heat spiralling low in her belly shattered into a million dazzling fragments of pleasure. Her heart beat wildly in her chest and she opened her mouth on a soundless cry of release.

 Shuddering with the aftershocks of her climax, breathless, her pulse pounding in her throat, Lilly swallowed hard and leaned her sweat-damp forehead against the cool, varnished wood of the door. She felt boneless, as though she were floating. If their experience had been anything like as earth-shattering as hers, leaving her limbs feeling heavy and languid, she had a few moments to collect herself and recover her poise. Then it would simply be a matter of hiding her embarrassment when they emerged from the bedroompresumably fully clothed.

 It seemed as though this position was definitely going to be…educational. For one thing, she had already learned a lot about…well, positions.

 She had just determined to test her trembling legs and smooth down her skirts when the door abruptly opened and she fell forward into the room, landing on hands and knees in front of an extremely naked Lucien.








Chapter Four







 Curiosity is a virtue in a detectives assistant, Lilly. Though our methods are generally a little more sophisticated than peeping through keyholes. 

She glanced up, and immediately regretted it as she found her mouth was level with Luciens cock, still semi-erect, though less impressive than it had been moments ago.

 I…um… She could smell hima musky scent that made her nipples pebble beneath her bodice and set up a ghost of that treacherous ache in her cunt.

 Then John yanked his lover back by the arm and threw a dressing gown at him. Make yourself decent, Lucien. 

He held out his hand to Lilly. She took it and scrambled to her feet, relieved to see that he was already dressed in a burgundy-coloured robe with silk lapels, though his hair was dishevelled and he looked sleepy and sated. She quickly dropped her eyes, blushing furiously, unable to meet his gaze.

 I didnt realise you were there, John said apologetically. I had quite lost track of the time. Im sorry to say, though, that Lucien probably did know. His hearing is very acute. He does enjoy his little games.

 Lucien stepped forward, wrapped now in a dark blue robe that made his silver eyes look paler and stranger than ever. He gave her a knowing look and a little smile. I dont think we were the only ones enjoying ourselves, John. And he took a strand of her frizzy hair between his long fingers, where it had escaped from her no-nonsense bun, then ran his fingertip over her cheekbone, where she was sure an aroused blush of colour still lingered.

 Lilly was stricken with embarrassment. She wondered if she might spontaneously combust on the spotthat might be preferable to having to confront Luciens assessing, knowing expression, and from the heat in her cheeks it was a distinct possibility. Just…poof! Up in flames. Then her fundamental nature reasserted itself, and she lifted her chin and gave a little sniff. 

Gentlemen, she snapped, I suggest you get dressed. This paperwork isnt going to organise itself. And she swept from the room with as much dignity as she could muster. It wasnt much, given how aware she still was of her saturated drawers and the stickiness of her fingers.

 By the time they reappeared in the living room looking decent and respectable, she was absorbed in a pile of paperwork that seemed to have been filed using the put it down somewhere and forget about it method. Not a technique they taught at Chancery Lane.

 John laid a gentle hand on her shoulder, and she glanced back and gave him a quick, professional smilethough not lacking in warmth. Then she returned to her paperwork. The only thing she could possibly do now was pretend that the whole mortifying incident had never happened.

 It was mid-morning before anyone spokealthough she had been interrupted at one point by a series of alarming glooping noises and at another by a small explosion that had filled the room with acrid smoke and necessitated the opening of a window. She reflected that life as an assistant to a detective who lived with an inventor was going to take a little getting used to. Especially if they were going to get up to the sort of recreational activity she had witnessed that morning on a regular basis. Not that, if she was entirely honest with herself, she would object to seeing a repeat performance.

 Not, she reminded herself sternly, either respectable or genteel.

 Lucien, who had been lying on the settee with his eyes closed and a furious scowl of concentration on his face, not even stirring when John and Lilly had stamped out the curtains that had been set alight by the explosion, broke into her thoughts. I am expecting a visitor at eleven o clock, Lilly. I would like you to take notes. John tells me you can do that squiggly writing you secretary girls are so keen on.

 Shorthand? Yes, certainly. Might I ask who the appointment is with?

 Lucien gave her a quick, distracted smile, and she realised he was already running through the facts, in his head, of whatever case brought this visitor to their door.

 Its Inspector Ladd, of the Metropolitan Police, John supplied. I believe I told you they often consult Lucien on their more…esoteric cases?

 Indeed, said Lilly as she gathered her notebook and pencil. Then she added archly, And what, may I ask, would Inspector Ladds reaction have been had he been the one to walk in and find you…in flagrante delicto?

 Inspector Ladd, Lucien pointed out without opening his eyes, does not have a key. Besides, he is not as pretty as you are.

 And before she could recover from the fluster this unexpected compliment put her into and come up with a suitable retort, there was a knock at the door.

 Lilly took up her place in the overstuffed armchair, which was mercifully free, this morning, of suspicious-looking contraptions. Lucien settled himself at one end of the settee with his long legs stretched elegantly out in front of him, his eyes narrowed and his fingers steepled under his chin.

 John answered the door to reveal a fat, florid-complexioned policeman with extravagant mutton-chop whiskers, who was breathing heavily from the flight of stairs he had ascended from the front door. Dermott, he puffed. Doyle. And he waddled into the room to collapse heavily onto a chair John had quickly moved to the middle of the room for him. It creaked alarmingly under his bulk, but held.

 Inspector Ladd, said Lucien, inclining his head graciously. This is my assistant, Miss James. She will be taking notes. You may be perfectly frank in what you say.

 Miss, said Inspector Ladd, giving her a brief nod for politeness sake before returning his attention to Lucien and launching immediately into his story.

 Nasty series of murders, Doyle. Frankly, were stumped. The first victim was a little lad, only seven or eight years old, poor little mite. Name of…

 Arthur Gaffney, Lucien interrupted. The only child of a big name in the dirigible industry and his young second wife. The second victim was a Mr Henry Watson, late of Millers Lane. An elderly gentleman, survived by his widow, whom he has left comfortably off. The third, a Miss Allan, a spinster of middle years who until recently lived quietly with her sister, occasionally venturing out to meetings of the temperance movement, for which they were vocal spokeswomen.

 Inspector Ladd was beginning to recover his breath. He took out a voluminous pocket handkerchief and used it to mop his broad forehead, then said, How do you do it, Doyle? How did you know they were connected? The boy was strangled. Poor old Henry Watson had his throat cut. Miss Allan was bludgeoned with a bloody cobblestone. There didnt seem anything to connect them, except…

 Except that they were all carrying substantial amounts of money. The boy had been sent on an errand to buy books for his father. Henry Watson had become a little vague in recent years and no longer trusted the banksinstead he preferred to keep his savings in stocks and bonds about his person. And Miss Allan was carrying the takings from the temperance movements recent fundraising effort for Women Brought Low by Drink. And yet, he said, leaning forward and fixing the inspector with his disconcerting silver gaze, not one of them was robbed. The murderer did not even bother to snatch Henry Watsons silver-headed cane.

 The inspector looked gormless for a moment. Oh… he began.

 Yes, said Lucien. The connection is that the motive for each murder was, purely and simply, to kill the victim as quickly and with as little fuss as possible. Immediate financial gain was not a factor…and yet most criminals are opportunists and even if they did not go through the victims pocket would take a ruby hatpin or other such trinket. But there is another connection, is there not?

 Ladd nodded, apparently lost for words. 

 You did not make the same connection I did, that much is clear. The inspector seemed to bridle at Luciens words, but he held up one long, elegant hand in a conciliatory gesture. But you did make a connection. What?

 The policeman shrugged again, stuffed his damp handkerchief back into his pocket, and extracted a small, white oblong of card. He made to hand it over to Lucien, but the detective gestured towards Lilly, so she took it instead, noting its contents quickly in her notebook, then reading it aloud for Lucien and Johns benefit. Dr Moriarty Cains House of Spiritual Solace. Dr Cain will contact the spirit world to bring you messages of comfort from your lost loved ones.

 She looked at Lucien in surprise, and he gave her a smug little smile, like a cat licking cream off its paws.

 The family of each of the victims received one of these cards shortly after the murder, said the inspector. The boys parents. The old mans widow. Miss Allans twin sister.

 Good! said Lucien, suddenly all brisk efficiency, and he rose to his feet. Thank you, Inspector. I will be in touch in due course.

 The inspector rose to his feet looking bewildered, but allowed himself to be hustled towards the door. But…

 In due course, my dear Inspector Ladd. The wheels are turning. The mechanism is ticking. I have the case in hand. Please dont let me keep you. And he ushered the perplexed policeman out of the door and closed it behind him with a decisive click.

 He turned back, beaming. And what do you make of that, Lilly?

 Uh… She hadnt expected to be asked to contribute to his deductive process. Well, I suppose it makes sense for a medium to solicit clients from among the recently bereaved…

 Ha ha, yes! And Dr Cains House of Spiritual Solace has such a good reputation of late. Curious, really, when you think of the cheap tricks you described to methe fishing wire and luminous paint you saw on your previous visits. Dim light and thrown voices and light projected onto gauze. Why, I wonder, are his powers as a medium suddenly so respected?

 Lilly cocked her head to one side, considering. And thats why you want me to convince Mrs Langley to take me to one of his séances. To see what is different.

 John, who had been making tea again, pressed a cup of the steaming brew into her hands and gave her a conspiratorial smile. We already know youre a good observer. A keen student of human behaviour. Creeping around and peeping through keyholes…

 She blushed and gave him a wry look. Then she returned her attention to Lucien. But Im not a trained observer. Im not a detective. Why dont you go yourself?

 He shook his head. Im too well known.

 She frowned. I dont mean to be rude, but I had never heard of you before I replied to your advertisement.

 John took a seat next to Lucien on the settee, and Lilly noticed that their thighs brushed together. She tore her eyes away with difficulty, suddenly aware of how warm it felt in the room. Definitely a result of all the explosions and whatnot, she decided. Definitely. John smiled at her, and she knew he had followed her gaze, but for some reason she did not feel at all embarrassed. John had, somehow, put her at her ease from the first. 

He said, Then you have never been the victim of a baffling crime. Among those who have been blackmailed, those whose loved ones have gone missing or been murdered, Luciens name and face are well known.

 And those are the people who seek out the services of a medium, she finished for him. A flash of approval crossing Luciens pale, angular face told her that he approved of her small insight. Then, gentlemen, she said decisively, getting to her feet and smoothing down her skirts, I suggest we go to visit my landlady, and see if we can effect a reintroduction into Dr Cains twilight world.




Chapter Five







 Mrs Langley received Lucien and John with initial puzzlement, which changed to a sort of fluttering obsequiousness when she found out Luciens profession and purpose. She twittered about dear Dr Doyle, which Lucien tolerated with grace considering his views on his fictional detective. She fussed with cushions and antimacassars, and offered tea and a selection of biscuits that Lilly knew she kept only for the most favoured of visitors.

 Lilly herself had returned to her lodgings half an hour before their arrival, but had crept down the stairs to listen at the door once she had heard Lucien and John being admitted and the parlour door closing behind them. It seemed to be becoming a habit, spying on people, although she didnt anticipate this meeting would be quite as exciting as what shed witnessed that morning.

 She grinned to herself as Lucien explained that they were considering employing one Miss Elizabeth James, and sought a reference as to her person and character. John, ever engaging and full of charm, added that they had not hesitated in seeking the opinion of a woman of such good reputation and sound judgement as Mrs Langley.

 She did not dare put her eye to the keyhole considering what had happened the last time shed tried that trick, but she could just imagine Mrs Langleys faceher expression hovering somewhere between her instinctive annoyance with a young lady who imposed on her by having the temerity to pay her for board and lodging, and a snobbish desire to be associated with a real, live private detective. A detective like the one created by her dear Dr Doyle. 

Whatever romantic passions beat in her thin, black-clad bosom won out, and she said, Oh, yes, dear Elizabeth. Such a clever girl. Lucien was not to know that, in Mrs Langleys world, clever was not a complimentalthough she thought he might suspect as much.

 So you feel she would be a suitable appointment to the position, Mrs Langley? Lilly did not know how John managed to flatter with a simple question, but he did.

 I would say… Well, yes. She is frugal, hard-working… 

Lilly bit back a snort of laughter. There was little choice but to be frugal and hard-working when the only meal provided was cold toast and sub-standard preserves and there was an extra charge for hot water. She made do with a cat-lick most days, and couldnt remember when shed last had a long soak in a bath that wasnt either tepid or interrupted by Mrs Langley rapping impatiently on the door.

 Certainly she speaks very highly of you. Johns voice again. 

They had agreed, with Lillys emphatic encouragement, that it would be better if John did the majority of the talking. Although she had known him so briefly, Lilly already knew that Lucien was likely to be…unpredictable. He was brilliant, but a grasp of the social niceties was not a notable element of that brilliance.

 Oh! Mrs Langley sounded surprised, but pleasantly so, which made Lilly feel a little warmer towards her. And perhaps a touch guilty for the deception. Really? I…

 Indeed. She mentioned your kindness in introducing her to various societies and meetings when she knew no one in the area. Although she did say she regretted having been a little more forward in her views than she should have been, uninformed as they were at the time. Johns voice dropped into a low, intimate tone, and she could picture him leaning forward to murmur, Between us, Mrs Langley, I suspect Miss James sees you as…well, in the light of an older sister, perhaps.

 That, given that Mrs Langley was more than old enough to be Lillys mother, was the purest flattery, but the landlady lapped it up like a kitten. Well of course, she replied. She is so young. Perhaps it was hasty to…

 Lucien had clearly lost patience with this game of etiquette and flattery, because he suddenly said, in a voice that seemed jarringly brisk in contrast to Johns soothing, mellifluous tones, Good! Then were agreed. On your recommendation we will take Miss James on.

 On my recommendation? Oh dear, I…

 And we will feel much happier in the knowledge that she has some support and guidance in her personal life.

 Lilly almost bit through her tongue. She hadnt expected them to hand her over to Mrs Langleys interfering fussing like a sacrificial offering for the sake of the case. But since she wasnt supposed to be listening, she could hardly protest.

 Thank you, Mrs Langley. It was a sincere pleasure to meet a woman of such…

 Lilly stopped listening and scampered away up the stairs. It was clear the meeting was drawing to a close, and being caught eavesdropping twice in one day would be too much.



 It was some twenty minutes later when Lilly heard a knock on her door. Mrs Langley did not wait for her to reply before she came in, but since she had never, ever knocked before, Lilly took this as a sign of approval.

 Hello, dear! she trilled.

Lilly gave a tremulous smile and said, in a shaky voice, Hello, Mrs Langley. She only hoped that her landlady put it down to nerves or disappointed hero worship, not the fact that she was trying desperately to stifle her laughter.

 Mrs Langley was carrying a tray with a teapot, a milk jug, two cups, and an assortment of those expensive biscuits she kept for company.

 Lilly jumped to her feet. Let me take that from you, Mrs Langley. Please, do sit down…

 And so it was arranged that, on the following Thursday evening, Lilly would accompany Mrs Langley to Dr Cains House of Spiritual Solace. She felt a little unkind for deceiving the woman in this way, but…after all, she had given her lime marmalade.






Chapter Six







Lilly knew she probably shouldnt go back to Jermayne Street that evening. It probably wasnt appropriate, for a start, for a young lady to be visiting two gentlemen after dusk in the rooms they shared. And where they…

She let that thought trail off. Well, it wasnt appropriate. But Lilly, in the privacy of her own rooms of course, and under her breath, found some relief in swearing in a way that certainly wasnt appropriate. And she read books that she wasnt supposed toshe liked to be informedand she held opinions she probably wasnt supposed to either.

So she caught the Locomotive Autobus over to Jermayne Street. She preferred, usually, to walk, rather than suffering the steam-powered people-carrier belching its way across the city. But on this occasion, she wanted to get there quickly.

The Locomotive Autobus looked like a train without a funnel, low and sleek. It ran like a millipede along the tracks that meandered throughout the capital, a darting line of movement against the massive gantries and pulleys that towered against the smoggy skyline. The lamp mounted on its front illuminated the frequent, sulphurous pea-soupers in a sickly yellow and the plumes of steam that hissed occasionally from vents and seams in its carapace only added to the opacity of the air.

From outside, it looked like a wonder of steam technologyelegant and smooth in its action. Seated inside, Lilly jogged uncomfortably on her seat and concentrated on not allowing her teeth to be rattled right out of her head.

At Jermayne Street, she hesitated to use her key…but then, why had they given her a key if they didnt mean her to use it? Certainly she didnt close the door quietly behind her in the hopes they wouldnt hear her. And certainly she didnt creep up the stairs hoping she might see Luciens pale, naked skin again, or Johns ruddy, curved cock.

She crept closer to the door of 43a, half-crouching to listen, and almost fell down the stairs with shock when Lucien suddenly jerked the door open and said, Hello, Lilly. Do come in.



She was seated on the settee next to John, and Lucien was kneeling at her feet. She didnt know quite how it had happened, but there it was.

John soothed her. This is going to be very important to the case, Lilly. 

I dont altogether understand how. Lilly shifted in her seat, a little uncomfortable. She was acutely aware that Lucien was close enough that he could have laid his head in her lap had he wished to. She could feel that treacherous wetness beginning to seep from her core, and she wondered vaguely if he could smell her arousal. The thought set up a low buzz of excitement between her thighs and she swallowed hard, trying to concentrate on thoughts of the case. John, too, was sitting close by her sideshe could feel the warmth of his body and felt a strong, strange urge to lean in to him.

I dont really want to tell you, Lucien volunteered. You have a good brain, and youre an observant girl. Id like your observations and thoughts on the séance, uninfluenced by anything I might have told you.

But Ive been to a séance at the House of Spiritual Solace before, Lily protested. And Ive given you my thoughts. Dr Cains a charlatan. Hes using the same trickery as dozens of other so-called mediums before him, with the additional of a little technological jiggery-pokery.

Lucien smiled, a rather smug, catlike expression that infuriated Lilly. She was certain he knew what she was going to observe at Dr Cains séance, and was a little irritated that he was nevertheless going to make her go through the motions.

Technological jiggery-pokery, the detective mused. It will be interesting to know what new innovations he has come up with in the field of reuniting the grieving with their lost loved ones.

Lilly frowned. I think you already know, she said crossly. I think

Then she gasped as he ran his hand up from her ankle to her knee, underneath her skirts. Lucien. What…? She groped for the words to finish her sentence, but all she could think about was the cool pressure of his fingers contrasting so delightfully with the heat at the back of her knee.

He was gazing at her with a look of dreamy, besotted intensity that made her pulse lurch and a treacherous tingle start in the slick folds between her thighs.

It wasnt the act of a gentlemanfar from itbut somehow she couldnt bring herself to protest. She turned to John, her lips parted, her breath rapid and shallow, and found that he was watching her with heavy-lidded lust.

It seemed to us that when you walked in on us, you werent shocked, he said.

Lucien insinuated his fingers beneath the top of her stocking and softly stroked the back of her thigh, creating a sensation somewhere between a tickle and a thrill. Lilly squirmed.

I was certainly very surprised, she said breathlessly, her breasts rising and falling beneath her bodice as her breath came in shuddering, laboured pants.

Yes, said John. But you didnt scream, or faint, or go scuttling back to Mrs Langley.

No, Lucien continued. 

He had moved his hand up to her inner thigh, and was alternately stroking and pinching the soft, tender skin. Lilly gave a convulsive shudder and unconsciously parted her legs, giving a little squeak and biting her lip as his fingers travelled beneath the lace edging of her drawers.

She tried very hard to sit still as he said, No, you didnt run awayyou watched.

John leaned closer to her ear and murmured, Did you like what you saw, Lilly? His breath was warm and tickled against her skin.

Lilly swallowed, trying to ignore the delicious, sinful things Lucien was doing to her lower body. His fingers were creeping closer and closer to her cunt, and she knew she should stop him. She knew she should push him away, should get to her feet…should probably administer a sharp slap to the face before storming from the room and never coming back. But somehow, her limbs felt like lead, and she couldnt move…she didnt want to move.

I…yes, she admitted. I liked it.

You touched yourself, Lucien said. And he manoeuvred his fingers underneath the cotton of her drawers and drew one long digit between the lips of her cunt, pressing a touch harder when he reached the nub of nerve endings at the apex of her slit.

Lilly almost jumped out of her skin. Yes, she gasped.

Like Im touching you now. He twisted his fingers in her sticky curls.

Yes…

John leaned in and sucked her earlobe into his mouth, and Lilly shuddered. As he withdrew, he murmured, We like that you were watching us, Lilly. Wed like to watch you.

Wed like to watch you lose that prim-and-proper professional woman front that you put on, said Lucien, working his fingers between her legs and setting up an electric sensation that made her moan and gasp. 

She let her eyes close. She felt as though a current was thrumming through her body, setting up sparks of sensation just beneath her skin and making flashes of light burst in the darkness behind her eyelids. Excitement fizzed and crackled in her belly and arced up her spine. She opened her eyes but found that she could focus on nothing but the sensations Lucien was creating as he played his long fingers through her slick folds.

Wed like to watch you sweat and writhe and come apart in our arms, John added. He nipped gently at the skin of her throat, and Lillys eyes fluttered shut again, her eyelashes feathering her cheeks.

I want… she said, then caught her breath as John flicked his tongue against the shell of her ear. I want to watch you again.








Chapter Seven







 They had undressed each other quickly but tenderly, lingering occasionally to press a kiss to the hollow of a collarbone, or to play hands, trembling with excitement, over a pale, perfect buttock.

 Lilly had perched on a chair and watched, her breath shuddering in and out as she fixed her eyes on the erotic dance the two men had performed as they shed their clothes. There was an element of performance to their lovemaking, she thought, as though they were kissing and touching for her benefit. The thought made her feel hot and flushed. An exquisite pulse began between her thighs, and she shifted restlessly.

 Now John pushed into Lucien, slowly at first, then increasing the speed of his thrusts so that his thighs slapped against the smooth, perfect flesh of the detectives arse.

She watched as John pumped his thick, ruddy cock into the other mans grasping hole, and she squeezed her thighs together, the sight of it making her feel as though she might come without ever touching or being touched. Lucien twitched and moaned as John fucked him, bracing his arms and proffering his arse up so that his lover could get further inside him.

Is she watching us, John? Luciens voice was husky and strained. Is she watching you fuck me? He fisted his hands in the bedcovers, lowering his head, his neck and spine a long, pale, quivering line of tension.

John looked over at her, never breaking the rhythm of his thrusts. Her cheeks are pink. Her hairs coming out of that prissy little bun she wears. He briefly closed his eyes. Shes excited.

Lilly squirmed, but everything he said was true. She found herself wishing that John was fucking her, thrusting his fat cock into her wet, welcoming pussy while Lucien toyed with her nipples, licking them, biting them.

She couldnt understand how seeing these two men together had made her so wicked and so wanton. She had always been bright, outspoken and unconventional, but she had never before done anything she shouldntcertainly nothing so outrageous as watching two men together in the most intimate possible way. Or wishing that she was being fucked by one or the other of them…or by both. 

Yet when Johns eyes locked with hers and he said, in a voice low and full of need, Lilly, she knew she was lost.

He thrust into Lucien with vicious abandon, and Luciens pale cock, looking painfully hard, bobbed and slapped against his belly.

Almost without her own volition she stood, moving closer to the pair, where John had Lucien bent over the bed and was fucking him without mercy. Lucien wriggled back onto Johns cock, and John groaned and squeezed his eyes shut, stilling as he sought to control himself; to delay his inevitable orgasm.

She didnt know what she was doing. This situation was beyond her experiencebeyond even her wildest imaginings. But she unbuttoned her dress and allowed it to fall to the floor, then began yanking urgently at the lacings of her corset, her arms twisted behind her back, her breasts outthrust. 

As she shed the rest of her clothes, John slipped his cock from Luciens arse and the detective straightened. They stepped apart, and Lilly stepped between them, self-conscious but unbearably aroused, and sat on the edge of the bed, aware of their eyes on her breasts and of the cool, slightly rough cotton of the bed covers against the heated flesh of her pussy lips.

Lucien stepped forward and placed his hand on Lillys chest, between her breasts, over her heart. She yearned for him to stroke her breast, to take her pert nipple between his fingers and pinch it, but he didnt. Instead, he exerted a gentle pressure until Lilly was lying on her back on the edge of the bed.

Her heart pounded and a bead of perspiration rolled down her side, tickling her skin and making her squirmthough not as much as the mens heated gazes on her naked body.

John put his fingers between her legs and she blushed. She couldnt believe she was doing thisthat she was letting them do this to her. But she gasped and writhed when he turned to Lucien, who was fondling his cock, and said, Shes so wet. I could fuck her right now, shes so ready for us.

He pushed his finger inside her and it slid in smoothly, gliding through Lillys slick juices. Her thighs tensed, but then she relaxed as he began to move his finger in and out, setting up a delicious rhythm that made her cunt clench and her thighs quiver.

He pulled his finger out of her and meandered his way up her body, over the soft roundness of her belly, leaving a trail of moisture. He palmed her breast and leaned over her body, murmuring sweet reassurances into her ear as he used his other hand to position the head of his cock at her opening.

She locked her hands behind his neck and drew him closer as he worked his way into her, the stretching, burning sensation strange but so welcome. He slid his tongue into her mouth and flicked it against her palate, and the sharp pinch of pain as he surged the rest of the way inside her was almost lost in the warm arousal that flooded her as he suckled on her tongue.

She turned her head to the side as Lucien climbed onto the bed and knelt beside her. John leaned up and kissed the pulse point in her throat and the hollow between her breasts. Then he moved down her body, dipping his tongue into her belly button before playfully tugging a curl of dark pubic hair between his teeth. She half moaned, half laughed, and he looked up at her with those extraordinary pale, silver eyes before turning his attention to her weeping cunt.

She gazed down her own body and saw John working his way in and out of her, his cock glistening with her juices, and yelped as Lucien curled his clever, pink tongue to lap at her clitoris. Her cunt pulsed and spasmed, grasping Johns cock more tightly as she twisted her fingers into Luciens curls and held him against her. He lapped at her and she felt herself rising towards a peak of excitement that made her feel as though she might shatter, or melt.

She released him and brought her hands up above her head, stretching and writhing, giving her body over to the erotic mayhem Lucien and John were wreaking on her tender flesh.

She looked down again to see Lucien licking her cunt, then turning his attention to Johns dick, laving its base with the flat of his tongue as John thrust in and out of her. And she found she wanted to do the same.

She tugged on Luciens hair until he moved up over her, then pinched and pulled at his arms, his thighs, until he straddled her face, the tip of his erect cock hovering just above her parted lips.

Uncertain, she took the very tip of him into her mouth, startled by the heat of his silky flesh and the salty taste of the moisture that pearled the slit. Encouraged by his moan, she opened her mouth further, sucking him into her mouth and relishing the harsh, effortful noises he made as she hollowed her cheeks and caressed the underside of his shaft with her tongue.

All the time, John continued to thrust in and out of her, increasing the speed of his thrusts as she became wetter and more open, until he was almost pounding into her, his balls slapping against her buttocks.

Her jaw ached from holding her mouth open as she swirled her tongue around Luciens cock, and she felt as though she could hardly breathepartly because Lucien felt so huge in her mouth and partly because her chest was jerking with shallow convulsive breaths as her arousal built from the delicious friction Johns frantic thrusts between her legs was causing.

The orgasm struck her like a bolt of lightning, spirals of sensation coiling from her centre to make every limb limp and deliciously weak. Her cries were muffled by Luciens cock, and as he spilled into her mouth she swallowed convulsively to stop herself from choking.

She felt John slip from her body, still erect, and although a tingling, fizzing languor overtook her limbs, she was desperate for him to reach completion, too.

He moved up the bed and sprawled next to her, lying on his back, his skin dewed with sweat, his cock, several shades darker than the skin on the rest of his body, erect and twitching.

Then Lucien leaned across them both and took John into his mouth. Lilly found herself locked between their bodiesJohn at her side, moaning and thrusting as Lucien sucked on him; Lucien curled over her belly, his skin warm and sweat-slick against hers.

Lazily, she moved her hand to her cunt and began to rub herself, gently at first, then increasing in speed and intensity as John swore and thrashed his head from side to side and Luciens body tensed as he put his all into sucking John towards completion.

She shattered again, crying out and squeezing her thighs together around her fingers just as John bucked and groaned, and Lucien laughed around his cock, pale throat working as he swallowed his spend.

They lay tangled together, afterwards, John with his head on Lillys breast, Lucien nuzzling the soft curve of her belly as she rode on a sleepy wave of sexual satisfaction. Lilly knew she ought to feel ashamed of herself, but she didnt. She couldnt. She told herself that nothing that felt so incredibly right could possibly be wrong.






Chapter Eight







When shed been there before, there hadnt been such an audience. That evening at Dr Cains House of Solace was almost like being at the theatre. There was the table, around which the séance would be held. And here were the devotees, who had come to bear witness.

Lilly must have looked pensive, because Mrs Langley, newly maternal, squeezed her hand. Dont worry, dear Elizabeth. You have been here before. You cannot be afraid of dear Mr Langley, who was a gentle soul.

Lilly wasnt afraid of Mr Langley, poor soul that he was. She wanted to know, though, what change had happened in Dr Cains séances in order for Lucien and John to send her here. New technological jiggery-pokery, Lucien had said. Yet there had also been his strange insistence that a detective should never eliminate the impossible. Strange…

Her nipples pebbled at the thought of the detectives pale, peculiar eyes and Johns sturdy, healthy lust, but she fought the sensation back and tried to concentrate on what was happening.

The room was quite brightly lit, but soon a young woman moved quietly around the periphery, turning down the gas lamps so that the room was cast into a dark and shadowed, flickering gloom.

A hush came over the company as Dr Cain walked in. He was a short, rotund, unassuming-looking man. But Lilly knew, from the times she had been there before, that contained within that unremarkable form was a degree of charisma and persuasiveness that could hold almost anyone under his spell.

It made her angry, if she was honest with herself. Mrs Langley was silly and officious, but she was intelligent enough and she wasnt a bad womancertainly she didnt deserve to be duped by a cynical money-maker with the promise that she could have her late husband back.

Yet despite herself she found she was drawn to him. His voice was quiet, calm and persuasive. Almost hypnotic.

He gave a spiel about contacting the spirits of the deadhow uncertain it was; how lost those on the other side could be. Then he sat down at the table and he took the hands of the people sitting on either side of himan elderly lady, and a nervous-looking woman in her mid-twenties who clutched convulsively at the hand of a much older gentleman sitting to her other side, presumably her husband.

A few minutes of mumbo-jumbo followed, then Dr Cain, presumably channelling the spirits, slumped back in his seat, his eyes rolled up into his head so that only the whites showed.

Mrs Langley gripped Lillys hand and said, in an excited whisper, Now, my dear Elizabeth, we shall see. We shall see!

This time, Dr Cains young, female accomplice had little part to play in the proceedings. She sat off to one side, looking wary, while instead a mist rose up from a large, square box the doctor had placed in the middle of the table.

It shimmered for a moment, then took on a form. It was nothing like the detailed images Lilly had seen when she had been there beforethe creations of light projected onto gauze, which had been almost photographic in their clarity. This was an amorphous shape, small and huddled, with two large, hollow spots where eyes might be. And it spoke in a voice quite unlike the hoarse mumble the accomplice had adopted. Clear, high…and frightened.

Mama… Mama… Im so cold.

The woman holding Doctor Cains hand tensed and her eyes shot open, but she gripped his hand ever more desperately.

Arthur? she whispered. Then, in a tone that would have melted all but the hardest of hearts, she cried, Arthur?

The phantom over the table seemed to bow towards her, as though leaning in for comfort.

Mama, it said. Im so cold. Im so frightened. Will you come to join me soon? The man hurt me. I think he killed me.

This must be Mrs Gaffney, the mother of the boy who had been killed. Lilly shuddered. The boys words were not the usual message of reassurance that mediums peddled. Im happy here… All is peace and light… I want you to go on with your life, and to be happy. The child sounded lost, and terrified.

And yet, as he continued to speak, and as his mother asked himbeseeched himto tell her that he was at peace, the skin on Lillys back began to crawl. The spiritthe childknew what Arthurs favourite toys had been. He asked his mother for news of his puppy. And he sounded lonely…and dreadfully convincing.

The ghostly form above the mechanism flickered and blurred, almost taking on solid form, then scattering again into a wispy, hollow-eyed miasma.

Lilly glanced across at Mrs Langley and saw that she was frowning. This was not what she was used to, and not what she had expected. But, as Mrs Gaffneys husband led her weeping from the room, and the next spirit emerged, a broad smile split her face. It was Mr Langley.

He, too, was a hovering, insubstantial spirit, though perhaps a little more defined than the boy had been. Lilly thought she could see the shadowed hint of a moustache.

She wanted to be pleased for her landlady, but she felt uneasy. There was something wrong heresomething desperately wrong.

And when Mr Langley began to speak, the smile dropped from Mrs Langleys face and she clutched convulsively at Lillys hand.

For goodness sake, Martha, stop bothering me. Im dead. You always were a nag, but you have a good head on your shoulders. Why not do something useful with your life? Youll be with me soon enough, wittering at me about smoking my pipe. In the meantime, use the brains God gave you.

Lilly stared across at Mrs Langley, and saw that her face had gone the colour of parchment. Her eyes were wide, her lips trembling, and she looked as though she might be sick. Thats my husband, she whispered. Thats Mr Langley, my Eric. Hes got him in that box.

And Lilly realised the awful truth. Dr Cain was the murderer. And he wasnt killing for financial gainthat much Lucien had already established. He was killing so that he could trap the souls of his victims in the monstrous contraption that sat on the table in front of them. He hadnt stolen from the victims, because he had a plan that would bring him much more money that the paltry few pounds he could have taken from their poor, still-cooling corpses.

She was on her feet before she had thought it through. Dr Cain, she said, and she was surprised by how steady her voice sounded. I am making a citizens arrest. You are guilty of the murders of Arthur Gaffney, Henry Watson and Mary Allan. I dont know how you got hold of the soul of the late Eric Langley, but I will find out.

 If shed thought about it at all, she might have expected some support from the other people in the room when she made this revelation, but instead she was met with goggle-eyed astonishment and, in a few cases, muted laughter.

 She was shockedbut it was nothing to her surprise when Mrs Langley got to her feet and said, in the strident tones Lilly knew so well from the single time she had trodden dirt into the stair carpet, Dont you dare laugh. I might be a silly woman, at times, but I am not stupid. That was my husband, as he was in life. I dont know how, and I dont know why, but Dr Moriarty Cain has done something dreadful. It must be stopped.

 The others there had no reason to listen to Lilly, but they had seen Mrs Langley every week, spoken to her over the tea and fruitcake afterwards, exchanged stories of their messages from the dearly departed, and at her words a hubbub set up across the room.

 A small man with a pencil moustache and rather frayed cuffs got to his feet and cast a lingering look at Mrs Langley, speaking, Lilly thought, of a secret tendresse. Then he said, What do you have to say to these accusations, Cain?

 A matronly woman in a ruffled gown in a shocking shade of puce joined him. I cant truly believe that you would so abuse the souls of our lost loved ones. She frowned. But we must have an explanation for this, Dr Cain.

 More and more people got to their feet, exclaiming, accusing, questioning.

 Dr Caine seemed panicked. He glanced to his young assistant for support, but caught the view only of the hem of her skirt as she whisked from the room and made good her escape. One or two of the burlier men in the audience were now approaching him with the clear intention of restraining him, and his eyes darted from side to side as he sought a route of escape.

 Where they had been seated, in the front row, Lilly was close enough for him to grab. As she turned to flee, he caught her with one arm beneath her ribs and pulled her back against his body, knocking all the air from her lungs. Dr Cain flipped a switch on the bizarre, box-like apparatus on the séance table and, even as Lilly began to struggle, pressed something cold and hard to her temple. She froze as she realised the frigid circle of metal could only be the muzzle of a pistol.

 She rolled her eyes desperately and saw at least four men approaching, intent on rescuing her and disarming her captor. But even as she noticed them, they froze, terrified and spellbound by the tortured spirits emanating from Dr Cains ghost machine.

 They rose up, dozens upon dozens of them, pale and shimmering, and swarmed into the room. Poor, pathetic things, Lilly thoughtbut the audience panicked, and bolted. Suddenly they were stampeding for the dooreven the big, brave men who had apparently thought nothing of a gun but were terrified by the sad spirits of murdered souls. Lilly was going to have to save herself.

 She raised her hands, slowly, looking Dr Cain in the eye, trying to look as meek and submissive as she could. Then she snatched a hat pin from her head and jammed it into the hand that held the gun.

 Dr Cain howled with pain and dropped the gun on the floor. And to Lillys amazement, she found that she had not quite been abandoned.

 Mrs Langley seized the pistol and held it trained on Dr Cain, in a hand that was utterly steady, and with an aim that seemed utterly straight. Release my husband, she said.

 Lilly was too frightened to be astonishedor too astonished to be frightened. Frankly, she didnt know which. Nevertheless, she hooked her arm around Dr Cains neck and held the wicked point of her hatpin to his throat.

 What did you do? she demanded. Did you trap that poor little boy? And Mrs Langleys Eric?

 Dr Cain managed a gurgle of laughter, even with a gun trained on him and a steel needle at his throat. People are so gullible. If I could make so much money and gain such a reputation with stupid, shallow trickery, how much more could I do if I could truly harness the souls of the dead? He gestured to his machine, which was still spitting out tiny, formless wisps. Lilly could only hope and pray that they werent souls that had waned and faded away within the confines of Dr Cains beastly device. The police are too stupid to make the connection. He hesitated. How did you, a mere girl…?

 Because shes a good, intelligent, hard-working girl, snapped Mrs Langley. 

Lilly would never, in her wildest dreams, have expected to be defended by her spiky landlady in that manner. But she smiled. And she pressed the point of her hatpin a little harder against the artery in Dr Cains throat.

 And, came a voice from the open door at the back of the room through which the audience had fled, we arent all that stupid, sir, if you dont mind.

 Inspector Ladd, flanked on either side by Lucien and John, entered the room.

 John pulled Lilly into his arms while Inspector Ladd and Lucien restrained Dr Cain. If hed chosen to, John certainly could have argued that he was checking her for injuries, but his hands seemed to linger overlong on her breasts, her waist, and the curves of her bottom.

 When Dr Cain struggled like a madmanand a madman he was, Lilly supposedshe and John went to their aid. And so it was that, with all hands occupied, Mrs Langley was left flailing at the box on the séance table with her capacious handbag. Lord only knew what she kept in there, but clearly it was heavy, because the thing began to come to pieces, and the whirling, shrieking phantoms that had been circling the room began to fade away.

 As the men bundled Dr Cain from the room, with Lucien assuring him in no uncertain terms that he could place him at the scene of each murder (a matter of tobacco ash and mud on trouser cuffs), Lilly heard one last, haunting voice.

 I do love you, my dear. I always did. But dont follow me into death before your time.

 And that was the end of it. The box that had trapped the murdered souls was smashed. Dr Cain was locked away, awaiting the hangmans noose. And Lilly was the assistant to Lucien Doyle, detective, and John Dermott, inventor.








Epilogue







Lilly, John and Lucien lay sprawled on the bed together. John had ventured out to scrounge together breakfast, which had consisted of toast and lime marmalade. For some reason, Lilly didnt mind anymore.

The breakfast tray was discarded on one side of the bed, covered in toast crumbs and smears of butter. Lucien leaned over John, kissing him thoroughly, darting his tongue into the inventors mouth with quick, clever flickers as John tenderly stroked the nape of the detectives neck. Propped on one elbow and lazily watching them, Lilly smiled to herself, then inhaled sharply as her cunt gave a sudden, greedy clutch and she felt a trickle of moisture run down her inner thigh. Lucien shifted slightly, pulling the covers taut, and Lilly couldnt quite suppress a little groan of wanting as she saw the thick outline of Johns sturdy cock outlined beneath the bedsheets.

Lucien and John both turned towards her, John with an intense expression that spoke of lust and Lucien with those strange, wolf-like eyes half-lidded with desire.

Still hungry, Lilly? Lucien murmured in a satiny voice that made her pussy clench and her toes curl.

Ravenous, she replied.

Arranging three people in a bed wasnt the easiest of operations, nor the most dignified, but since it involved an awful lot of stroking and squeezing, rubbing and sliding, Lilly found that she didnt mind in the slightest.

She lay back, her thighs spread, and sighed with pleasure as Lucien played his tongue between her downy outer lips and the slick ruffled ridges of her inner lips. Her cunt clenched and she twisted the bedclothes between her fingers, overwhelmed by the sensation yet knowing that there was moremuch morestill to come.

John claimed her lips in a brief, fierce kiss and she moaned into his mouth, bucking against Luciens mouth as John flickered his tongue against her palate.

Then he withdrew, but she had no breath to complain, because Lucien was lapping at her clitoris, tickling the aching bundle of nerves with his tongue before gently drawing it between his lips and suckling on it. She panted as the sensation between her thighs began to build, driven almost wild by the wet sounds of Luciens mouth against her slick flesh.

Then he hesitated in his ministrations, and when she glanced down the length of the bed, Lilly realised why. John had taken Luciens cock into his mouth and was bobbing his head rapidly, rhythmically, allowing the detectives cock to slip, shining with spit, between his lips. The sight made her squeeze her thighs together over Luciens ears and he took his cue and started licking her again as she watched John take Luciens cock in his fist and lick the head like it was a lollipop. He gathered a bead of cum onto his tongue and closed his eyes, savouring the taste.

Lilly jolted when Lucien thrust his tongue into her cunt. She spasmed around him, gasping and writhing as he brought his fingers into play, rubbing her as he worked his tongue in and out of her sopping channel. She played her hands through his curly hair, running the wild strands through her fingers, scratching gently at his scalp with her fingernails. Then she brought her hands up to her breasts, massaging the mounds before pinching the nipples between her fingers. The action seemed to tug on a nerve that ran directly between her nipple and her clitoris in a shining line of sensation, and she did it again, pinching and twisting almost viciously at the pebbled tips.

Wait a moment, she gasped, and the men rolled away. All three of them were panting for breath and Luciens face was sticky and shiny from his nose to his chin with her juices. 

After a few more minutes of awkward reorganisation, Lilly had them rearranged into a rough triangle. Lucien buried his face back in her cunt while John tugged on his lovers cock, varying between long, slow caresses and vigorous tugging that made Lucien pause and catch his breath before returning to licking Lillys pussy.

Lilly stuck out her tongue and ran it into the sticky slit at the head of his cock, relishing the musky flavour. He twitched beneath her tongue and she realised that he would soon come. The idea excited her.

She played her fingers up his length, then licked her way down towards his balls before returning to the tip to suck on it. John groaned around Luciens dick and she took him fully into her mouth, struggling for breath as she felt his crown hit the back of her throat. Then she began to move her mouth up and down his length, smiling around his shaft for a moment as she felt him tense and writhe.

Then he spasmed in her mouth, filling her senses with his taste. She savoured the flavour, licking the last drops from her lips, then looked down to see Johns throat contracting hard, over and over again, as he swallowed Luciens cum. The detective turned his head against her inner thigh and gave a long, low groan that made the hair stand up on the back of her neck. Both men lay panting for long moments.

Lilly wriggled a little, pleased that both men had come but with a tingling sensation between her thighs that left her feeling restless and unsatisfied. She wriggled to the head of the bed as the two men crawled over one another and lay on either side of her, looking at her with lazy contentment.

Then John, with a wicked gleam in his eyes, brought a finger to her breast, running it around her nipple, and she jerked a little as she felt a cool, sticky substance being spread on her skin.

She glanced down as he lowered his head to her breast and rasped at the skin with his tongue, then threw her head back as a nibble of her nipple tugged on that shining cord once more.

John raised his head. Mmm. Lime, he said, and she realised what it was that hed painted onto her skin and gave an abrupt, startled giggle that turned into a low moan as Lucien snatched the pot from his friends hand and moved down her body.

The cold, gelatinous jam was shocking against the heat of her cunt, and the added sensation of Luciens tongue lapping it away had her cresting within moments.

John suckled on her breast, rolling her nipple over his tongue. Tension coiled around her spine like a spring and she arched her back, pushing her breast harder into Johns mouth and spreading her thighs further apart to allow Lucien to massage her with the flat of her tongue.

As she contracted violently against his mouth, spasming over and over again with little cries of utter abandon and clutching so hard at Johns hair that she probably hurt him, she reflected that shed never complain about lime marmalade again.



Later, when they had washed the stickiness of sweat and cum and an unconventional breakfast from their bodies and faces, they made themselves respectable and wandered out to the living room to see about a pot of tea.

I do wonder what will happen to Mrs Langley, Lilly said. 

I suspect shell be all right, said Lucien lazily.

Is that some sort of incredibly clever deduction? Lilly felt a little disgruntled. Mrs Langley would have been at the séance anyway, but if it hadnt been for her she wouldnt have been involved in the confrontation, the near-riot, and the smashing of the machine. And perhaps she would never have confronted the true shade of her husband and found that the platitudes she had been fed before were lies.

Not at all, said Lucien. He passed her the newspaper.

On the front page there was a sheet of advertisements. And there, prominently displayed, was one that said,

Mrs Martha Langley will EXPOSE false mediums and the CHARLATANS who prey on the grief of the vulnerable.

There was a post box number, but no mention of charges.

It sounds as though shes taken Mr Langleys advice, said Lilly, snuggling down into the crook of Johns arm as Lucien draped his leg across her thighs.

Then you think shell be all right? John asked.

Oh, yes, Lilly replied. I think shell be a force to be reckoned with.
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Chapter One







Isabel stood, hands on her hips, and looked over her empty apartment.

From the hall, a deep voice asked, You ready?

She had to swallow hard before she could answer. Just give me a minute. Please.

Isabel heard his footsteps clattering back down the stairs and after that, she was alone with her memories.

For four years, shed laughed and cried within these thin walls, listening to her neighbours laugh over their joys and cry over their frustrations. Lately all they must have heard from her unit were tears. Angry, bitter sobs over the man who had recently moved out. He was moving on, Jason had told her, as if she was an accident scene that had momentarily snarled up the smooth traffic of his life.

Damn him.

Theyd only lived together for the past eight months, but already his personality had sunk itself into the furniture shed packed away for shipping on to his mothers. He hadnt even wanted to give her his new address. Probably because it was her address, too. The other woman. His new woman. Which probably made Isabel the other woman now.

Damn him. Damn them both.

Jason hadnt thought to help Isabel pack either, and had left it to her and whatever help she could rustle up. There had been a lot of possessions to move, mostly the recent and expensive accumulations from Jasons side of the apartment, consisting of a state-of-the-art stereo system and brand new television set. Theyd cost a big chunk of his last bonus from work, yet the people shed asked to assist her with the task of emptying out the apartment hadnt seemed impressed. The magazines shed thrown into the recycling bin behind the building were mostly his business journals. The books on his side of the bookcase were all about money and power. Shed seen her helpers grimacing as theyd pulled them down from the shelves. Between them, the two men who were helping to move her out of her apartment had enough wealth to buy and sell any of the partners at Jasons investment firm, but theyd never cared about the influence and clout Jason craved most of all.

Isabel had folded away the T-shirts hed left in the drawers after taking only the newest designer versions and the jeans he rarely wore anymore since his promotion twelve weeks ago. They reminded her of the Jason shed fallen in love with, a Jason whose dreams were still to be fulfilled. Now that he was realising them, he was a different man. Not cold, exactly, but distant. His affections were kept for material things now. Even the woman, shed heard, was

No, she wouldnt think about the other woman.

She thought instead of the man shed lovedever since that first day theyd met on the campus of their shared college, their dreams still written large on their faces. Theyd dated and had quickly become serious, spending most of their time together in Jasons bachelor pad that hed shared with three other roommates, and later in Isabels more private apartment. The bed her helpers had already dismantled used to be her and Jasons favourite discussion board. Theyd spent so much of their time together in bed that it had almost been a default location. It was something hed later thrown back at her.

All you think about is sex! Hed told her. Its unnaturalparticularly in a woman.

Isabel admitted that she did love sexwho didnt?and that Jasons sex drive just hadnt been up to scratch lately. In the beginning, hed wanted her two or three times a night, but by the end it was down to once a week if she was lucky. Of course, by that time, hed had to divide his attentions between two women.

The thought of his infidelity had made Isabels tongue reckless.

Maybe its you whos unnatural, shed shot back. You and your prim little virgin.

Oh, Amys far from virginal, hed boasted, but that was due to me. I didnt have to get this one second-hand from a couple of rowdy cowboys.

For a second, Isabel had seen red. To have her deepest secrets, secrets shed shared with complete trust and devotion, used to degrade her… That was too much to take.

At least those cowboys didnt have limp dicks half the time!

Shed never forget the look on Jasons blandly handsome faceor the mingled self-disgust and creeping dark humour shed felt at his reaction.

Poor Jason. Hed blamed his recent declining sexual appetite on his high-stress job and Isabel had lovingly agreed it was that and nothing else. Back when theyd been in love, shed never have dreamt of suggesting that her sexual appetite was simply larger than his. He would have taken that as an insult.

Pulling the door closed, Isabel walked down the short flight of stairs to the ground floor and shoved the key under the supers door.

Stepping into the sharp sunlight outside, she blinked rapidly and fumbled for her sunglasses. She glanced at them before she put them on, involuntarily remembering that they were part of a matching pair. Jason still had the other set. Those, at least, hed remembered to take with him when hed packed his overnight bag and exited her life for good. He might as well have packed her heart up and taken that with him, too.

She glanced up one last time at the building behind her, tall and impressive in the bright sunlight. That was itthe apartment shed come to with big hopes and tremulous laughter. She was leaving in defeat, and near tears. Her experiment with city life was done.

An oversized black pickup was parked in front of the building. All of her worldly possessions were piled into the back and the two men shed vowed four years ago never to lean on again were sitting in the front seat, wearing identical frowns.

As she approached the truck, the dark-haired man in the passenger seat jumped out and opened the back door for her, where a second set of seats was squeezed in. He towered over her, even with the inch of extra height her sandals gave her small frame.

Such manners, Isabel marvelled as she slid inside the vehicle.

Dex was blushing as he slammed the door behind her and took up his seat again, next to his brother.

Dexter Armstrong was attractive, with his rough-hewn features and quick smilenowhere in evidence todaybut it was his older brother, sitting tall beside him, who took womens breath away.

From her spot in the middle of the bench-like back seat, Isabel could only catch a glimpse of Carys silver-grey gaze. His face and expression were hidden by his black Stetson.

The drive to Riding was nearly two hours long and there would be no rest stops. It would feel even longer unless she could think of something to say above the mournful country twang of the radio.

The pickup eased through the city traffic, passing dozens of its own kind. But there was a difference between this truck and the carefully washed and preserved versions they passedthis was a working vehicle, more accustomed to driving the worn paths of the Double-A Ranch than making its way across hot asphalt.

Hows everyone back home? Isabel asked, feeling the last word drop like a weight from her tongue. Mary Jo? The McIntyre twins? Do they fight as much as they used to?

Silence. In the background, Kenny Chesney sang about tequila.

The truck cleared the highway and made the turn-off out of the city and onto the long lonely roads of their shared childhood.

With a sidelong look at his brother, Dex finally answered her, many minutes later.

The McIntyre girls got themselves married. Becky to the Willsons eldest and Bonny to a city man she at in college. She went to live with him up in Dallas. The wedding was two years ago, at least.

Youre kidding! Isabel had to force the note of cheerfulness into her voice. That last comment stung, as it was no doubt meant to. Both of them, huh? And they were my age.

Some women arent against marriage, Cary commented from the drivers seat.

He hadnt said anything to her yet that morning, and his voice, just as deep as Dexs, but slightly more raspy, sent shivers down her spine. It was a voice made for lovemaking.

Who said I was against marriage? Isabel demanded, annoyed by the fact that her words quivered.

Why else would you be shacked up with that city man for the last year? was the cool reply.

Eight months, she corrected. And dont call it shacking up. Everyone does it nowadays.

A glimmer of silver flashed at her in the rear-view mirror. Maybe in the city they do, but not in Riding.

Not in Riding, Isabel mimicked savagely, feeling once again like a little girl lashing out at the grown-ups and knowing that both men in the front of the truck would see her as exactly that.

Who cared? Shed spent most of her childhood hearing about what they didnt do in Ridinganything fun, reallyand she was heartily tired of it. The question was, what did they do in Riding, besides work, drive around in pickups listening to country music, and breed more of their own?

Speaking of which, why hadnt these men made any progress on the last score? The Armstrong brothers had always been the most eligible bachelors in town, yet after four years there was still nary a gold band on either of their left hands. Becky McIntyre may have landed Jeff Willson, but she had always had an eye for Cary. As if shed stood a chance. No woman in Riding hadexcept for Yvonne. And Yvonne wasnt someone you talked about at the Double-A, at least not in Carys hearing.

Time you thought about settling down, Cary told her, as if she hadnt spoken. There arent any old maids in our family.

It didnt seem to occur to him that all of the last few generations of Armstrongs were males, eliminating the possibility of old maids completely.

Im not a member of your family, Isabel said stonily. Remember? Im a Morgan, not an Armstrong.

Your mother was an Armstrong.

Only because she married your father! Big mistake.

Was it? Carys voice was suddenly soft. It was a dangerous sound.

Dex shifted uncomfortably in his seat. Isabel saw him give his older brother a light tap on his arm. Let it go, he whispered.

Let what go? Cary asked, his voice still quiet. His silvery-grey eyes sought out Isabels big brown ones in the mirror. Maybe she needs reminding of the fact that were down here bailing her ass out of trouble, just like our dad bailed out her ma.

My mom didnt need bailing out, Isabel protested from the back seat.

Sure. Single mother, alone by herself in the big bad city of Houston. She later told our dad that she was just a few weeks away from being homeless. Dad offered her a job on the ranch and the rest, as they say, is history.

Shed known it was the truth from the moment the words left his mouth. Cary didnt lie. That was one of the many mantras around the ranch.

But knowing it was the truth didnt take the sting out of it.

So marrying my mother was an act of charity from your father?

I didnt say that. He loved her all right.

Everyone did, Dex added.

Thinking about her mother, who was lying under the stone monument next to Carter Armstrong senior, made Isabel blink again behind her sunglasses. This time, she didnt even have the sun as an excuse.

It was her mothers death that had precipitated her leaving Riding. After a long battle with cancer, a battle Isabel had seen her through, to the detriment of her college acceptance and future prospects, her mother had succumbed to the disease on the eve of Isabels twentieth birthday. The day after the funeral, shed telephoned the college to cancel the deferment shed requested more than two years earlier and told them that shed see them for the winter semester. The day after that, shed packed up her possessions and left at daybreak.

Cary and Dex had come after her, of course, ready to cajole, bribe and finally browbeat her into returning home. Shed told them that she didnt have a home anymore. And for four more years, that had been the truth. No matter where shed lived, it had not been a home. Until Jason had moved into her apartment and made it one.

Dex, eyeing her in the mirror hed pulled down from his visor, smiled tenderly. Go ahead and cry, darlin. Wed understand.

But his brothers snort of derision kept her clear-eyed. Crying over a man! How that would make Cary howl with mocking laughter. No Armstrong man would ever cry over a woman.

But, Isabel told herself for the thousandth time, Im not an ArmstrongIm a Morgan! And Morgans cried aplenty.

Ill pass, she said, earning a grin from Dex and the slightest nod of approval from Cary.

God, shed forgotten how easy it was to live her life under their thumbs, to be ecstatic when she earned their respect and crushed when they disapproved of her behaviour. It was a pattern as old as the hills they were passing. Somehow, she would have to break it. Someday she would have to stand on her own two legs again. Someday soon.



Very little had changed in the youthful bedroom where Isabel had spent her childhood and adolescence. The same ruffled bedspread was laid out over the narrow twin bed and the same celebrities glowered from the peach-tinted walls. The same paints sat dried out in the same battered tubes on the desk. Even the ornaments were untouchedthe faded photographs still strung up around the mirror, the blue-and-white china animals sitting on their special shelf by the wardrobe. Her amateur paintings decorated the walls; each one had been long oohed and aahed over by her mother and stepfather.

The bedroom looked like an alien landscape now, the ornaments she had once prized like remnants of a lost civilisation.

Dropping her handbag on the floor, Isabel lay down on top of the ruffles and sighed. All she remembered now were the seething emotions that had swirled within her as shed waited for her mother to triumph over her cancer, only for it to beat her in the end. Waiting for life to start.

Now that shed hit her first roadblock, shed come running right back. With her job, her success as a designer, shed had more options. She could have stayed in the city. Certainly, she could have afforded another apartment, a place that was just hers, not hers and Jasons. But instead, her first instinct had been to run back to the Armstrongs, trailing defeat behind her like a sharp stink.

With a flush, she remembered what else shed been waiting on back then. Waiting for Cary and Dex to take notice of her, to suddenly realise that she was a woman and not a little girl anymore. For them to do more than lecturethat was Caryand commiseratethat was Dex.

One day, from her sick bed downstairs, her mother had smiled with painful effort and told her to get her head out of the clouds. But her mother had said it gently, the way she always did.

Who are you dreaming about, girl? her mother had asked in her thin, worn-out voice. Is it Cary or is it Dex?

Isabel had been unable to answer the question. Instead, shed ducked her head and giggled uncertainly.

Cary or Dex? Dex or Cary?

She was still trying to figure out the answer to the riddle her mother had posed more than four years ago.

Isabel was afraid that the answer shed come up with was completely unacceptable. She was in love with both of them.


Chapter Two







Dinner was an exercise in self-control. Cary maintained silence in the face of her attempts at conversation, polishing off his plate of fried chicken with grim determination.

Dex followed his example, offering only the shortest responses to her outright questions and letting her comments about the food, the house and the weather fall flat onto the table.

Only the housekeeper, Mary Jo, bustling around the dining room with her characteristic energy, kept the room from feeling completely like a mausoleum. She brought dishes of steaming hot mashed potatoes, golden with melted butter, and crisp green beans picked that morning from the ranchs gardens, cleared away the empty plates, refilled the glasses with ice-cold water and sweet tea, and put out dishes of peach pie topped with dollops of whipped cream. For a big woman, she barely seemed to move, yet every task was done at high speed.

Only the older woman answered Isabels chatter. Yes, the stables had been expanded. They had about a dozen new horses since shed left. Yes, that was a new outbuilding shed spotted close behind the house. It was an office for the Armstrongs to transact their business affairs in away from the main house. Yes, mercy, the house could use a new coat of paint. How was it that theyd all missed that?

Just as Isabel suspected, Mary Jos answers told her that the ranch had prospered, to the detriment of the house. When her mother had been alive, both had merited equal attention. Folks dont just work to eatthis used to be one of her mothers favourite sayingsbut also to make merry. Her mother, by all accounts, had made merry whenever shed had the time. Carter Armstrong senior had never had cause to complain about his younger second wife.

Carys chair scraped the floor loudly. Both Isabel and Dex looked up from their slices of pie.

Im going round back.

In the house, this had always been code for having work to do. Not the ranch work that occupied so much of the mens lives, but the phone and now computer work of checking on and shifting around the millions of dollars in investments that made up the Armstrongs real wealth.

When he was gone, Dex turned to Isabel with a smile. How would you like to take a walk?

She threw down her napkin. I would love to.



The land seemed bigger and wider than ever, the sun more blistering, the sky more magnificently blue. Beside her, Dex trudged along the path, leading them further and further from the house. The ranch workers had gone for the day so they were the only ones on the land now, with the path to themselves.

Phew, its hot.

Dex lifted his dark head. Is it?

Isabel stopped walking. Dex, what is it?

He kicked his boot along the hard-packed ground. I wasnt going to get into it. Not on your first night back. But with Car acting the way he is…

His words trailed off, but she got the gist of what he was trying to say.

Whats going on with Cary?

Dex jerked his head in the direction of the house. You saw the way he was today.

Isabel shrugged. He was the way he always wasonly more so. I guess that happens when you get older.

Hes turning into Dad.

Taking another few steps, she stepped off the path and sat down on a crumbling fence.

Your father wasnt a hard man, she protested softly.

Memories of being lifted up into a pair of strong arms came flooding back to her. Carter Armstrong had never pretended to be her real father, but hed certainly eased the ache the loss of her father had caused within her.

He was, Dex immediately contradicted. He came to stand next to her, propping one boot against a low wooden rail. Before your mother came, there was hardly anything that could make him laugh or even smile. He lived for his work, both on the ranch and off it. And he made Cary and I do the same. Any minute we spent that wasnt in making money was a wasted minute, in his opinion. You see, our ma was big on money. She liked the good life.

Isabels ears perked up. No one ever said much about the first Mrs Armstrong, Cary and Dexs mother.

She was beautiful and kind, he went on, a faraway look stealing into his blue eyes. Not that Dad would admit any of it once she was gone. But she was a good mother, just discontented. It wasnt enough for her for us to have the best ranch in the county, she wanted it to be the best in the state. It wasnt enough for Dad to invest the money he got from his dad wisely, she wanted the money to roll in. Thats why he first started trading in stocks and bonds. Money came in then, but even that wasnt good enough for her. Suddenly she didnt want to be stuck out on a ranch anymore at all. She wanted to live in the city. That was the one thing Dad could never understandor forgive.

What happened to her?

One day she just left. Took her clothes, emptied the chequing account, and wrote a short note to Dad. Nothing for Cary and me. Not even a goodbye.

Oh, Dex! Isabel reached out a hand and it was quickly enveloped in his keen grasp.

We were little, barely teenagers, and it hurt. It hurt like hell. People in these parts just dont do that kind of thing.

No, Isabel said slowly, there are a lot of things that they will accept, but abandoning your family is not one of them.

Exactly. But, year by year, it started to hurt less. Then, one year, just a few months before our dad brought your ma home, we heard that our ma had died in a car crash. It had happened years ago, but no one knew to contact us. Her friends in the city didnt even know she had a family.

Wow.

He smiled down at her, a tender smile that reminded her of the way his father had often looked at her mother. His hand chafed hers gently.

Yes, darlin. Wow. Dex paused. It explains a lot about my big brother, doesnt it? Obviously, being older, he was more bonded with our ma and he took it harder when she left. When you and your ma came to live here, too. It took him longer than me to adjust.

Isabel thought about this. He doesnt like change, does he?

His blue eyes were suddenly serious. He doesnt like the people he loves leaving. Surely you can understand that.

Yvonne. She breathed the name like a curse.

And you.

Isabel stared up at his face. Me?

He was devastated when you left, especially so soon after your mothers death. It felt like you were rejecting us.

And you felt the same way, Dex?

His dismissive shrug couldnt hide his expression. I felt the same way. Abandoned. Just like before.

She stood up, taking the half-step that brought her closer to him. Oh, Dex! Im so sorry. I never knew about your mother.

Her hand fell onto his forearm where the sleeve of his shirt had been rolled up to display lean brown muscle. This close, she could see the curve of his dark lashes resting against his tanned cheek. Sweat glistened on his forehead, on the sharp curve of his upper lip, in the hollow at the base of his throat. Perspiration broke out along the back of her neck, under the heavy curtain of her hair.

It had been so long since shed been this close to a man and so vibrantly aware of his masculinity.

Was it just her imagination or were his jeans suddenly tighter, his thighs flexed beneath the smoothly faded denim?

Dex. Isabel said his name quietly, wonderingly. Could this be real? I never meant to hurt you.

A dark flush crept over his face beneath his tan. He lowered his head, his breath fanning out over her upturned face.

Isabel lifted herself onto tiptoe and completed the connection. The first warm press of his lips stilled her, as if he was calling out some great calm sea within her body. He cupped her hips in his hands, pulling her close, his touch warm and steadying. He held her mouth, suckling her lips, before probing his tongue into the space between them.

She parted her lips in a moaned welcome and the sea became a churning ocean. He pressed his tongue to hers in a hot, parrying movement, writhing against each other to the sound of their mingled groans.

Dexs hand captured the nape of her neck, nestling his fingers into the tangle of her hair, while she splayed her fingers over the back of his head, urging him closer. His mouth tasted like peaches, sweet and tangy. She sucked his tongue deeply.

Leaning her back against the fence, Dex prolonged the kiss. He moved his hand to seek her breast. She wasnt wearing a bra beneath the thin shirt and he moulded the peak to the shape of his hands until he found the taut nipple and squeezed it experimentally.

A shaft of pure electricity shot through her body, starting at her swollen breast and pooling in her vagina. She could feel her pussy lips swelling and beginning to throb. It had been so long since shed felt a mans eager body against hers.

But this wasnt just any man. It was Dexter Armstrong.

The bulge in his jeans was unmistakable, pressing insistently against her belly. She slid a hand between their bodies and fondled the hard swell, causing him to grunt deep in his throat. He was ready and so was she.

As soon as she had given a fleeting thought to the mechanics of how this would happen, Dex had taken her into his arms, leaving her feet dangling a good foot off the ground, and brought her up hard against the smooth bark of an ancient tree.

Here? she squeaked, already fumbling with the brass clasp of his belt.

Here, he answered.

He ripped two of her buttons from their stitches while trying to get her shirt open. Soon the creamy upper curves of her breasts were revealed to the sunlight.

Beautiful, Dex muttered, ripping away the final buttons and letting the shirt hang unheeded from her shoulders.

Her throat, her soft belly, her firm round tits, were all displayed for him. He cupped her breasts reverently, just a brush of sensation. He didnt touch her nipples.

Isabel was finally successful in opening the belt and worn jeans. The jeans were too tight to ease away from him and the dark blue boxers he wore beneath them stumped her for several moments, until she just stuck her hand down the waistband and grabbed what she wanted.

Dex groaned. His caged cock was rock hard. Straining, Isabel could just feel its solid length and girth.

Nice, she murmured, deep in her throat. Her mouth was watering and she licked her lips.

Dexs hips thrust at her as he leant down to kiss her again, this time with luxurious abandon. His hands curved around her breasts, barely thumbing her protruding nipples although she arched her spine, pushing them at him.

Easy, baby.

How he could sound so calm when his cock was huge and stiff between her fingers, she had no idea. She wanted to push her tits into his face, fill his mouth with her nipples, and then jump on his cock to fill her pussy the same way.

She didnt want him to tell her easy. She wanted him to be as frantic as she was.

Removing her hands from his pants, she leant down, grasped the waistband of his jeans and pulled. The soft material slid over his lean hips and fell to his knees. His tangled boxers came down as well.

His rose-coloured cock sprung free, swaying gently in the hot, still air. Isabel caressed it with both hands.

Now this is nice, she told him.

His response was a long groan.

She whispered, I want you inside of me.

Am I interrupting?

The deep voice was like a splash of icy water.

Isabel sprang away from Dex, her hands remaining a moment longer to slide across his stiff cock. She hastened to grip the sides of her shirt, closing them over her naked breasts, but not before she saw the silver glint of Carys gaze as he took them in. 

Dex straightened almost as quickly and started pulling up his clothes, readjusting them into some semblance of neatness. His brother watched him silently, a faintly scornful curl on his lips.

Did you want something? Isabel asked after Dex had restored his clothing to an orderly state.

Her pert question earned another flicker from those incredible eyes. Lord, he was beautiful! A brief, passing desire made her want to loosen her grip and let him look his fill of her swollen breasts and stiff, aching nipples. Poor Dex had never got to finish what hed started.

A sudden vision, of both the Armstrongs crouching before her, each suckling one of her yearning breasts, made the colour flame up into her face. Now she probably looked just like Dex, red-faced and embarrassed.

Well, she had nothing to be embarrassed about. After Jason, no man was going to make her feel ashamed of her sexuality.

What makes you think I want anything? Cary drawled, his eyes again dropping to her covered breasts on the word want.

You followed us! Isabel accused.

Its my property.

The way he said this almost made it seem like he was referring to Isabel.

Fine, take it, she said, grabbing Dex by the arm and hauling him back towards the path with her.

Isabel. Dexs quiet protest made her think of what hed just told her about his brother, about people leaving him, but she shrugged off that bit of guilt with a toss of her head.

If Cary wanted sympathy then hed better start acting like a human being, not a tyrant.


Chapter Three







With Carys disapproval heavy in the house, there was no chance of rekindling the fire she and Dex had shared out on the path.

Dex.

Lying in her old bed, Isabel revisited the scene from earlier that evening. Bad idea. The memory only made her pussy ache. And only Dex could cure that particular ache. Yes, only Dex.

She finally had the answer to the question her mother had asked her years ago. Cary or Dex?

The answer was Dex. Definitely Dex.

If only she could have them both. Her stomach tightened at the thought, her pussy suddenly drenched. Both of them. That would certainly be a dream come true. A fantastic dream.

Isabel flopped over onto her stomach and tried to remember if her vibrator was buried deep in her purse or had been tossed into the big brown bag on the floor. She found it in the smaller black bag containing her cosmetics.

The vibrator was a discreet pale pink. Not unlike Dexs

A loud knock at her bedroom door startled her out of her thoughts.

Isabel? Another barrage of knocks. You in there?

She stuffed the vibrator under a pillow before she pulled open the door.

Yes, Cary, Im here, as you can see. Where else would I be?

His grin was infuriating. You mean after I disturbed your little rendezvous earlier?

Rendezvous is an awfully big word for a cowboy, she shot back, almost absentmindedly. She was so accustomed to railing against the older Armstrongsalways ineffectuallythat shed slipped right back into the habit without hesitation. What do you want, Cary?

It was a version of the question shed asked before, but this time he didnt answer in his old mocking way.

I want to talk to you.

Isabel sighed and nudged open the door fully. Of course you do.

She perched on the edge of the bed as Cary entered the room a half-step, and apparently decided that that was enough. She couldnt recall either of the brothers coming into her bedroom, even when she was a child. It was probably another Armstrong rule.

What you and my brother do is your own business, Cary began.

Isabel jumped to her feet. This was not the speech shed expected.

You bet its our business, she told him, once shed found her voice. Nobody elses.

And certainly not his.

Good. A small smile played across his hard lips. Then were both agreed.

She sat back down. That mocking tone of his had always held the power to deflate her. Then I dont see the point of continuing with this conversation.

Well, I do, said Cary. Because that wasnt what I came to say.

This time, she merely inclined her head. If she couldnt scorch him with her anger, at least she could freeze him out.

Except that it was nearly impossible to ice out a man who looked like Cary Armstrong, a man whod received more than his fair share of female adoration almost since the day hed been born.

Isabel looked up at him from beneath lowered lashes. He was gorgeous. Like Dex, his features were pure Armstronghard yet handsome, with stubborn character rubbed into every cool line. But, unlike Dex, who carried the features in a somewhat blurred version, Carys were as sharp as if they were carved out of granite. His grey eyes were often pitiless.

Theres something you should know about Dex.

Isabel met his gaze scornfully. She said, with perfect confidence, Theres nothing I dont know about Dex.

Her arrogance brought a gleam into his eyes. No? How about we start with the way hes been carrying on lately with Yvonne McGovern?

The cloak of conceit fell from her with an almost audible sound.

What?

You heard me.

Yvonne McGovern? Isabel repeated. Your Yvonne?

A sudden stiffness entered his stance.

Shes not mine.

She ignored the warning sign. She was.

Isabel knew that she was crossing an invisible line. No one had mentioned Yvonnes name in this house since Cary had brought her to dinner one night seven years ago and announced that they were engaged to be married. It was Isabels mother whod heard in town that Yvonne had eloped with a Los Angeles businessman two weeks after that happy dinner. The businessman had had money, while there had been no telling how long Cary would have had to wait to inherit the Armstrong wealth. It showed how stupid the woman was, Isabel remembered her mother saying angrily, that she didnt know that it was Dex and Cary who managed the familys money. Carter Senior had always believed in teaching independence the hard way.

Thats enough, Isabel, said Cary.

No, it wasnt. Not by a long shot. And the fact that he hadnt left her bedroom told her that, on some level, Cary believed she had a right to ask a few more questions.

So, whats Yvonne doing back in town?

Shes visiting her family, he answered tersely.

Bullshit. Her family moved to Arizona years ago, while she was in LA. Why is she really back?

Cary took another stride into the room, bringing himself closer to her. His presence in her girlish bedroom was disturbing. Everything about the man was disturbing. Irritation and something darker radiated from him like a heatwave. Was he irritated with her, or Dex, or both? Isabel didnt want to consider that a woman like Yvonne McGovern still possessed the power to affect him so strongly.

Sticking his hands into his jeans, he said, She approached me first. It was only after I rejected her that she turned her sights on Dex. A corner of his mouth hitched upward. Turns out that her divorce settlement was next to nothing. They didnt have any kids and her ex-husband was successful in defeating her claim for alimony. According to local gossip, hes already planning his second marriage.

Unwillingly, Isabel felt sympathy for the other woman whose story was already fodder for local gossip. The Riding locals were insular. They could tolerate almost any peculiarity within their own ranks, but looked askance at the same behaviour from outsiders.

Why doesnt she get a job? Isabel demanded, forcing herself to reject the glimmer of sympathy. Why did she have to come back here? There are millionaires all over the country.

Cary looked down at his boots. Maybe she felt that coming back here would be easy pickings.

She hooted. You? Easy pickings? Youve got to be kidding!

He lifted his chin to meet her wide gaze. You are good for the old ego, he muttered, but youve got to admit that I went and turned myself into a complete fool for that woman seven years ago.

And you havent even dated anyone seriously since then, Isabel pointed out just as softly. Could it be that youre so afraid of making yourself a fool again that you wont even take a chance at happiness?

His eyes glinted silver. I thought you were a designer out there in the big city. Not a psychologist.

You dont have to be a psychologist to see the pattern, she insisted.

Cary looked away suddenly. He ran a restless hand through his thick blond mane.

Yvonne had the power to do that to him, to make a strong man look like a weak adolescent again. Yet Yvonne had also taken the trouble to hunt him out after her divorcenot for a moment did Isabel think that Dex was the other womans primary targetso that meant he possessed something more primal than what money could give her.

What was it? Sex?

Isabels eyes focused on his other hand, which remained in his pocket, distending the front of his jeans. The bulge made by his fist was mirrored by a distinct bulge at his crotch. She wondered if his cock would look like his brothers, with its delicate colouring and more than satisfactory length and girth, just enough to fit nicely into the palm of her hand. Or would his cock be paler, to match his colouring, and even longer and thicker because of his greater height and size?

She swallowed uncomfortably and tried to pick up the thread of conversation. She shouldnt be thinking of him that way! Not when she was involved with his brotherif that was the term used for having come to the brink of fucking and been interrupted.

What would Carys cock taste like? Would his cum be tangy and slightly sour like Jasons, or faintly sweet like her first boyfriends?

Lord, it was hot in this bedroom! She suddenly wanted Cary to get out of the room so that she could dig out her vibrator from under the pillow. Or he could just take those two steps to her bed and show her what his cock looked like, how it tasted, how well it filled her pussy.

Isabel stood up quickly and went to the window, yanking it open to the fresh air. A mild breeze blew up from the fields where she could see horses cropping. The sky spread blue and infinite above them.

She leaned against the edge of the window frame, acutely aware of the drying sweat on her forehead and the dampness between her legs.

Whats the matter with you?

He was right behind her, having finally breached the boundaries hed clearly set in his own head of where in her bedroom was an appropriate place for an unrelated man.

Im okay, she said over her shoulder. The air was just cool enough to feel good on her face, but Carys body behind her felt like it was giving off the heat of an oven.

No, youre not, he said. Youve been as jumpy as a cat inas a cat since you got here.

Unseen by him, Isabel smiled. No, hed been right the first time. She felt like she was in heat. After the sterile environment she had become accustomed to with Jason, she was now in constant close contact with two devastatingly attractive and virile men. Being in the same house without giving in to her sexual fantasies was starting to feel like torture. She knew suddenly that her vibrator wouldnt do the job. And now, according to his big brother, even Dex was off limits.

What do you want from me? she asked without turning around. She clamped her fingers onto the window frame. To promise that Ill leave Dex alone and let him go freely into the clutches of your ex-mistress? I dont know if I can do that. You know better than I do that Yvonne is poison.

Strong hands settled onto her slender shoulders, making her shiver despite their warmth.

And you would be better for him?

Isabel closed her eyes, blocking out the ranch and its natural beauty. I dont know, she told him, but I would try to be.

Maybe I cant let you do that.

His voice sounded oddly hoarse.

Anger welled up inside her and she spun around to face him. When are you going to realise that Im not a chi

Cary kissed her. Hard.

His lips were hot and firm against her softer mouth. Every protest flew out of her head. All she knew was what her body was feeling, and it felt right.

This was her man. Cary. Cary. Cary.

She pushed him away, gasping. Dex!

It took a full second for the sardonic look to appear. No, he drawled, wiping his mouth with the side of his hand. Its the other brother. Carter.

She shook her head swiftly, a part of her heart breaking to see that familiar expression again after what shed just felt…and tasted. She wanted more.

I meant, we have to think about Dex. He and Iwe just…

Cary suddenly grinned boyishly. Come on, Isabel, were all adults here. I think we can handle it.

How? She demanded sarcastically. By learning to share?

An odd expression passed fleetingly over his face, to be swiftly replaced by the grin. I dont know about that. Im not a generous man. Not when it comes to my women.

Im not your woman!

He shook his head in mock regret. Not with that attitude.

Cary! She screamed out in frustration, unable to make sense of his strangely exuberant mood.

At least you remembered my name this time.

Isabel did the only thing she could. She pointed at the door and cried, Get out!

He left. And she went back to her pillow and retrieved her vibrator. While she used it, her fantasies alternated between Dex and Cary, Cary and Dex, in such rapid succession that she eventually got them mixed up. Still, her climax eluded her.

Then she started thinking of them together, both Cary and Dex, in her bed and at her mercy. Or was she wrong? Was she at their mercy?

Isabel moaned softly as she moved the vibrator over her swollen clit. That was it. Thinking about them together was getting her off. One on each side of her, undressing her with their rough hands, so unlike Jasons smooth paws. They wouldnt be gentle, either. They would rip and tear at her clothes until she was naked between them, one hard male torso on either side of her, each one using one hand to mould her breasts.

Her mouth strained for theirs and they kissed her deeply, first Dex with sensual restraint, and then, turning her head impatiently towards him, letting Cary devour her mouth. She groaned their names against their lips, her own fingers working over their rippled chests, tracing their tough limbs and strong thick muscles. Her intrepid hands found their cocks, sliding delicately down their shafts with her nails until she heard them grunt their need before allowing them to nestle fully in her warm grasp.

Yes, yes, yes.

Need rose through her body and surged to her pussy. Her vibrator was now just an extension of her handand of the cocks she imagined.

She imagined Dex entering her first, pumping her into a slow climax and spewing his own juices, before Cary took over and finished her off with a long, pounding fuck. Just as she imagined her orgasm with Cary and her mouth locking with Dexs, she had an orgasm in real life that left her pale and drained.

God, that was good. But afterwards she felt incomprehensibly guilty.

She knew it was wrong to use the two most important men in her life this way, but she told herself that it was just a fantasy. They would never know.




Chapter Four







Life began to take on a familiar pattern for Isabel. During the days she worked in the library with her laptop open before her. During the evenings she read or watched televisionor just kept on working. She never left the ranch, so her contact with other people was limited to Mary Jo, who was busy doing her own work, and the Armstrongsbut they only usually appeared for dinner and disappeared again until it was time to say goodnight. Mostly they were locked up in their fathers old study.

Naturally, she would have expected them to pay her some attention. No. Or try to talk to her about what had gone wrong with Jason. Nope.

The most she got out of Cary over the dinner tablewhen he deigned to talk to herwas that she looked pale and tired. This observation was usually spoken in a tone that implied that it was pining over Jason that had her looking that way. Then he would come out with the standard warning that that city boy was never going to be right for her. He just wasnt her type. Of course, Cary refused to expand on whom exactly he thought would be her type.

Since the library was just down the hallway from the study, Isabel could hear the Armstrongs talking through the wall, sometimes in raised voices. She wasnt quite able to make out their words, though, so she had no idea what they were so preoccupied with, nor did she care. Cary and Dex could argue over Yvonne McGovern all day and night as far as she was concerned.

Neither brother had even attempted to get into her pants since those first forays. It was as if theyd tested the limits and found hers too constraining.

There was plenty to keep her busy. Her work had suffered during the last few weeks, and now her clients were clamouring for their projects to be completed.

Yes, there was plenty of work to occupy her time and attention. So much so that Jason started slipping from her thoughts for hours at a time, then days. The problem was that the Armstrongs, even in their absence, were starting to take up that space as well. The further they drifted from her in reality, spending more and more time locked up arguing behind closed doors, the more she obsessed about them.

Her fantasies continued, growing wilder and more absorbing, until she started to think about Cary and Dex exclusively whenever she picked up her vibrator. Even her dreams were filled with them. And in all of her dreams and fantasies, her pussy was deliciously filled by both men.

She started saying goodnight earlier so she could spend more time with her fantasy creations. One orgasm no longer fulfilled hershe wanted two, one with each of them, just like in her imaginings.

Then she began paying little visits to her bedroom during the day. She couldnt get enough.

Last night, shed been visited by both men in her fantasies.



She was wearing a soft, see-through nightie and she was lying in bed, plying her vibrator for all she was worth, when she felt a touch on her hand. When she opened her eyes, both men were standing at the side of her bed, wearing identical expressions of perturbation.

Whats the matter? she asked.

It was Dex who answered, his hand slipping to the back of his neck as it sometimes did when he was embarrassed. Yet, somehow, she wasnt embarrassed to be caught almost naked with a vibrator in her hand. That part seemed perfectly natural.

Uh, Isabel, we could hear you.

She was puzzled. Hear me?

Moaning and carrying on, Cary added. We could hear you all over the house. You sounded like a bitch in heat.

Oh. Sorry. She closed her eyes, letting her head fall back onto the pillow. Now, do you mind?

Well, actually, we do.

What? She opened her eyes to stare at the speaker. Dex again.

He went on. We do mind you being up here, all alone, pleasuring yourself.

Cary spoke up. Thats our job, darlin.

For the first time, she registered the rigidity of both mens posture. The crotches of their worn denims were bulging. At the sight, her nipples, already hard, tightened into sharp little rosebuds. Two pairs of eyes focused with laser intensity on the sight of her breasts, covered by the thin, gossamer layer of cloth.

She sat up and allowed Dex to tug the nightie away, revealing her unadorned nudity, while Cary took off his shirt in that timeless male way of tugging it from behind. He reached his bare arms for what his brother had revealed, slowly working down her naked body with a touch that trailed fire. He circled her taut nipples lightly, teasing, while she tried to arch into his hands. But he withdrew before she could reach him.

Dex, now naked, was behind her, lifting her damp hair from her neck and sucking tiny bits of her flesh into his mouth, bruising her. He moved his hands to cover her breasts, their weight filling his grasp as he massaged them slowly, while Cary shed the rest of his clothes and positioned himself between her parted knees.

Together, they both moved their hands to the juncture of her thighs, exploring the wetness of her pussy, caressing her slick folds. After the manipulations of her vibrator, she was more than ready for both of them.

Then Dexs hands moved beneath her to caress her ass, Cary leaning her forward against him to give his brother better access.

Dex probed her asshole gently, moving from its puckered centre to her dripping pussy and back, anointing them both with her slickness. Then a colder moisture registered along her ass crack. He was lubricating her thoroughly, sliding his fingers into her hole so that he could spread the moisture liberally.

Do you think shes ready for this? One manshe didnt even bother to decipher whichasked the other.

One of them had her hard nipples between their fingers, deliciously tugging at them, causing her breasts to swell even more. But that was nothing compared to the spreading openness she felt in her ass as the men tipped her on to her knees until she was sitting astride Cary with her ass angled towards Dex.

Dexs cock entered her asshole carefully, with a rocking motion. Isabel moaned as she felt Cary spreading her ass cheeks so that his brother could watch his penis penetrate her velvet folds. Dex pressed further into her, expanding her channel, making her grunt as he thrust back and forth, deeper every time. When Dex was halfway inside, Cary pulled her more fully onto his lap, his cockhead nestling against her opening, as if to say my turn.

Are you ready for the next step, baby? he crooned into her ear.

Yes, oh, yes!

She wanted them both. She needed them.

Carys cock pushed passed her soaked pussy lips to enter her wet hole. Isabel threw her head back and groaned, only to find that it rested neatly against Dexs shoulder behind her. He wrapped a supportive arm around her waist as she bore down on his brothers thick shaft.

Without warning, Cary thrust upward to seat himself fully inside her as Dex began pushing more forcefully into her ass. He reached around, between her body and his brothers, to stroke her clit rapidly. The feeling was incredible. Her interior muscles clenched around both cocks as they established a powerful rhythm that hit every nerve ending inside her.

Cary suckled her nipples, his cheeks hollowing, as both he and his brother held her place for their pleasurable fucking.

Uhhhhh. Isabel couldnt even speak or scream out her pleasure as first Dex and then Cary slammed into her over and over, stoking the fire inside her until she thought she would go up in flames.

Her orgasm ripped through her body like a freight train, tearing her apart, nerve by searing nerve.

Dex came first, with a shout and a burst of cum that dribbled between her ass cheeks, then Cary grunted her name as he ejaculated deep inside her pussy. Isabel was still shaking from her first orgasm when a second came flooding after it, wave after dark wave until she felt like she was drowning in her own juices.



Shifting on her chair, Isabel felt the wetness of her panties press coldly against her pussy lips. Just remembering the fantasy made her hot.

It was early in the morning, yet she was already thinking about slipping upstairswhen her cell phone rang. The sound startled her. All of her clients communicated with her through email.

Hello?

Where are you?

The abrupt question was instantly irritating. Excuse me? Who is this?

Your boyfriend.

My boyJason? A thin layer of sweat suddenly coated her hand. What do you want, Jason?

You.

He sounded sheepish, the initial spurt of aggression gone from his voice. He soundeddefeated.

Why? What happened with your other woman?

Amy left me.

A mean surge of happiness flooded her, but it didnt last long. Shed gone through the kind of rejection Jason was probably dealing with now, at his hands, and it was brutal. What he needed was time and space, exactly the things she suddenly realised the Armstrongs had been giving her. He didnt need to be calling her.

Im sorry to hear that. I really am. But what do you expect me to say?

A little bit of his cocksure attitude returned. Youll probably say I deserve it.

No, I wouldnt she told him. I dont think anyone deserves to be hurt like that by someone they love.

He was silent for a moment and then his voice rang out, high and clear, Oh, Izzy, I miss you!

Izzy. God, she hated that nickname. Hed always thought it was cute.

Get a grip, Isabel said. You dumped me. Remember?

That was a mistake. A big one.

She wondered if he would have said the same thing if Amy hadnt left.

Whatever it is, its done now. Weve over. And as she said the words, she knew that she was speaking the honest truth.

The past few weeks of working and fantasising about what she could never have had brushed aside the last hurtful remnants of her time with Jason. She could look back and remember the good and bad times with equal calm.

It doesnt have to be over. We can start again.

With the constant arguing over whose interests should come first? Your music or my painting? Or who got to choose what we did on the weekends? Go to a concert or to one of your networking events? Do you remember who always won those arguments, who I always let win? I stopped being myself when I was with you, Jason. I cant go back to that.

He sighed loudly in her ear. Thats not how I remember it, Izzy.

Of course. When confronted by pure logic, Jason usually retreated behind a wall of denial.

Well, thats how I remember it.

It wasnt all bad.

It wasnt all good, either. Not by a long shot. Taking a deep breath, she added, And lets not forget what you did to me at the end. Cheating, lying, sneaking around. Those are things I could never forget or forgive.

Im sorry, Izzy. I really am.

A hard knot inside her let go with those words. He was sorry. But she wasnt. She was glad hed destroyed their relationship before it had been too late for her to realise that it wasnt at all what she wanted.

All of that wasted time. All of that wasted love and ambition, wanting to live in the city, wanting Jason, when all she had really wanted and needed was right here on this ranch.

Did you hear me? Jason asked impatiently when his apology was greeted by a long silence. I said that Im sorry.

You know what, honey? So am I. So am I.

She shut the phone off gently at the sound of his voice.



That night over dinner, Isabel turned to Dex and asked clearly, Hows Yvonne doing?

Yvonne? He repeated the name blankly. Then he turned to his brother. What did you tell her?

The truth, was Carys drawled reply. That you and Miz McGovern have been seen frequently together around these parts.

So thats how it is, I gather. Carys accent made some country molasses creep back into Isabels voice, sending her right back into the Southern accent shed fought to lose in the city. Jason had found country twangs sickening. 

No, that isnt how it is! Dex protested.

Cary was grinning now at his brothers discomfort.

Dex went on quickly. Yvonne came here a few weeks ago, just before you came back, wanting to learn everything there was to know about taking over the Barmans old ranch. She was going to run it by herself, she said, with the help of a couple of hired hands. She had no idea how to run a ranch, of course, or how hard it was to come by a few good hands nowadays.

So you taught her, Isabel said silkily. What else did you teach her?

I was trying to be neighbourly! I showed her how a ranch would be a bad idea. But there were other businesses this town still needs. A clothing store, for instance. People get tired of driving into Kirby every time they need a pair of shorts. Since then, Ive been trying to help her set it up.

Isabel felt her chest grow suddenly lighter, as if a weight shed never been aware of had been lifted off it.

Really?

Dex leant back in his chair as if exhausted. Really.

Cary was still staring at her. Why do you care about what Yvonne and my brother have been getting up to, little one?

You said She broke off abruptly, seeing the little smile playing at the corner of his hard mouth. I dont care.

The smile spread across his lips. Are you jealous?

I am not jealous!

Yet the fact that shed screamed those words seemed to amuse the two brothers immensely. Dex was clearly struggling not to grin.

Goaded beyond irritation, Isabel threw her spoon onto her saucer and sprang to her feet, nearly upsetting her full cup of after-dinner coffee in the process.

Oh, I hate both of you!

Both men abruptly sobered. In the Armstrong household, those were words that were never heard, not even in jest. A strong current of love had underscored the familys connections to one another ever since Isabel could remember. Now she had broken that taboo as well.

With tears in her eyes, she turned and fled from the room, but not before she had glimpsed the odd looks in both of the brothers eyes. They were shocked, yes, but they were also something else. Could it be…pleased?



Up in her bedroom, Isabel started to pack.

It was about time she started thinking about what her life was going to be from now on and, no matter how much she wanted to stay in Riding, she knew that her future would not be here. Not unless she wanted to break her heart twice over.

Tomorrow she would start calling real estate agents up in the city and see what was available in terms of rentals. Her work payments had slowed down to a trickle since coming back home, but she would somehow scrape together first and last months rent and then start finishing up some of her projects so that she could collect some money.

No more daydreaming.

No more vibrator breaks.

No more Armstrongs.

A heavy knock sounded on the closed bedroom door.

Im busy, she called out, not bothering to look up.

After a brief pause, the knock came again.

Go away!

The door opened and Isabel looked up in disbelief as both Cary and Dex walked into her bedroom.

What part of go away dont you two understand?

They spoke at the same time.

Isabel

Look, darlin

She straightened, clutching a limp, wrinkled dress in her hands. Her brown eyes were wide and luminous with unspilled tears.

Oh, darlin!

Dex walked over and pulled her into his arms, and she let him. Those strong male arms were where she belonged. They felt like home. And they set off a familiar heat between her legs. Without thinking, she rubbed against him, her nipples growing hard beneath her thin blouse.

Taking her by the arms, Dex pulled back. His bright blue eyes dropped to her chest and she shrank away beneath that glance, acutely embarrassed and well aware of his older brothers presence just a few feet away.

She stole a peek at Cary. His silver gaze was fixed on her high round breasts and the dark nipples straining against the silky fabric that constrained them.

Her mouth went dry. How many times had she imagined this very scene as shed plied her vibrator and captured her moans in her pillow? Both men surrounding her, staring at her and seeing the desire in her eyes.

Isabel licked her lips. Close at hand, Dex groaned, leaning towards her, his hand moving up to gently cradle her right breast. She closed her eyes, leaning into his warm grasp. He stroked the budding nipple through her blouse and she could swear that she heard an echoing groan from just behind him.

A whisper of fabric, then a cool breeze caressed her skin. Isabels eyes flew open. Dex had opened her blouse and pushed it up and off her shoulders. Her naked breasts thrust out from the rumpled cloth.

Isabel gasped, her gaze going to first Dex and then Cary. Dex was caressing her breasts again, his hand both soothing and exciting. And Cary didnt look put out. He was watching his brother fondle her as if enjoying the picture. Her heart fell. Where was the jealousy, the rivalry? It was as if Cary was giving them his blessing and that wasnt at all what she wanted.

No, no! She pulled away from Dex.

Both men froze. No one even blinked.

Isabel lifted her arms and pulled the blouse up over her head and off her body. She stood there, half nude, trembling despite the heat. Then she took Dexs hand and, moving a step away, reached for Carys.

For tall men, they moved quickly. Before she knew it, she was sandwiched between two hot male bodies, both straining to capture a part of her. Cary kissed her deeply, his tongue sliding easily into the velvety depths of her mouth, while Dexs big hands roamed over her naked torso, teasing her already sensitised breasts with his ministrations.

As Carys mouth slid from hers to travel across her neck and shoulder, Dexs lips replaced his brothers. He kissed her with tender expertise, his kisses nibbling rather than biting her, driving her to greater urgency.

While her mouth was occupied with Dex, Cary was undressing her, extracting her from her skirt until it fell in a puddle at her bare feet, then slipping her plain cotton panties from her legs. He traced the slender line of her thighs, leaning to caress her buttocks. She shivered violently as his hand breached the V where her thighs met to outline the shape of her pussy. While Dex bit down on her lips, Carys fingers pushed open the hot lips of her pussy to feel the trickling moisture building there. His thumb slid over her clitoris, making it ache deliciously. She moaned and arched it into his hands. Her breasts were already thrust out, inviting Dexs hands to cup them and tenderly squeeze the turgid nipples.

Somehow they reached the narrow bed and tumbled onto it in a heap. Rough denim-clad legs abraded the sensitive inner curve of her thigh. Isabel was naked while Cary and Dex were both still fully clothed. She scrambled to her knees and with something like a sob started ripping off shirts and tugging at belts. They helped her ineffectual struggles by swiftly stripping off.

They were beautiful. Both utterly masculine and utterly different. Dex was lean and leggy, while Cary was tougher and more muscular. Both were tall and broad-shouldered and too gorgeous to be believed. Their cocks were both bigger than average and, just as shed imagined, Dexs penis was rosy pink and Carys cock somewhat paler, a pastel, candy colour. Isabels mouth watered to taste them both.

But she would have to wait. The men had other plans for her.

Seated on Carys lap, her thighs spread against his belly, they made out with tongues twisting together while Dex kneaded her breasts from behind, his cock hitting her softly in the back. Then she twisted around to face him, letting their mouths meld together while he stroked her thighs and Cary moved his fingers lightly over her wet lips. She moved against his hand and he pushed two fingers harder against the opening of her pussy, but he didnt enter her. Not yet.

Her nipples felt hot and, when she looked down, she saw that they were stiff and distended.

Suck me, she murmured.

Her men hastened to comply, propping her up against the headboard of her small bed and perching on either side of her. She smiled at the sight of their two heads, one dark and one fair, nuzzled against her breast, and a deep warmth spread up through her belly to fill her entire body. Her men. She loved them both so much. But, even in the midst of her arousal, she wondered… Did they love her in the same way?

Dex licked and tickled her right nipple with his tongue while Cary tenderly bit down on her left. They teased her, drawing out the interminable wait until her head moved from side to side in desperation. She needed them. Now.

As if shed given a silent signal, they both drew on her nipples together, the movement sending twin shafts of pleasure and pain straight to her pussy. Their suckling only increased the pleasure until the ache disappeared, subsumed beneath the insistent throb coming from her clit. Soft cries filled the air.

Carys hand strayed to her thighs and this time he circled her clitoris with lazy fingers. When he thrust his finger inside her sopping cunt, it was a complete surprise. But not for long. It only took a few seconds for her vaginal muscles to start milking his finger.

Dex kissed her fully on the mouth, muttering, Easy, darlin.

It was then that she realised the soft little cries were her own and they were rising in volume, nearly becoming screams.

Fuck me, she sobbed.

Carys head lifted from her wet nipple. His silver gaze was wicked. Oh, we will.

All in good time, Dex agreed.

They meant it, too.

Cary moved his finger out of her pussy just as she started thrusting hard against his hand, wanting to come. He wouldnt let herand she was so close.

Not wanting to wait, Isabel scrambled away from them and onto all fours in the centre of the bed. She knew that the invitation would be irresistible and they accepted it after a slight pause. Somehow, without seeing, she knew that the pause allowed for a silent look to pass between them, for them to decide without speaking which one would have to wait.

A warm mouth settled over her exposed pussy lips, the tongue licking a path of fire. Isabel squeaked and reared back, wanting more, but a strong pair of hands kept her in position and a stiff cock soon filled her vision.

Mmm, she murmured, already moving her mouth towards the candy-pink penis.

As Dex devoured her pussy, lapping up her thick cream, Isabel licked Carys cock like an ice cream cone, letting the drops of hot pre-cum dribble onto her chin. After making the long length of it wet with her saliva, she finally sucked the velvet head of his shaft beyond her lips, rolling it around her mouth like a jawbreaker. She sucked harder and longer until Cary drew her gently away and his cockhead popped out of her lips. Undeterred, she twisted her head to the side and nibbled along the length of his shaft. At the same time, Dex took her entire clit into his mouth and pulled hard while pinching her nipples lingeringly.

One more deep pull, she urged Dex silently as she worked her way down to Carys balls, nuzzling them with her lips.

Instead, she found herself abruptly seated in the middle of the bed with both of the cocks she craved at least a foot away from her mouth and hands. Carys cock glistened wetly from her suckling.

She was so busy eyeing them that Isabel didnt realise what a delectable sight she made for the two men, her reddened nipples peeking through her curtain of dark hair, her parted thighs showing a hint of swollen pussy lips, her face and body flushed with desire.

We need to talk, Cary said.

What? Now? Isabel gasped. Why?

Dex picked up from his brother. Because we need to know what this is to you.

Biting her lip, she looked away. Was that what was wrong? Had they guessed that her feelings went far deeper than their own?

Isabel. Cary brushed his hand against her cheek. Our beloved Isabel. Dont you know how much we want you? How much we love you?

Startled, her lowered head jerked up and she met first his silvery gaze and then Dexs true blue one.

WhI…

We love you, darlin, Dex continued. With all of our hearts. Youve always been the only woman for us.

And, after a lot of jawing back and forth, weve decided that we can share you, Cary finished. That is, if youll have us.

Isabels eyes filled with tears that overflowed onto her lashes. If Ill have you, she repeated. Are you crazy?

Through her watery vision, she saw Cary and Dex look at each other.

I think thats a yes, Dex said.

Cary smiled. I think youre right, little brother.

Isabel reached out for them and she soon found herself enveloped in four strong arms. Her men. Her own true loves.

The chaste embrace soon took on a darker quality and Isabel found herself kissing first one brother and then the other in rapid succession. It was an intricate play of movement, but after such a long time together, the Armstrongs had it all worked out. And, just like in her fantasies, Isabel soon found both her hands occupied with two thick, hard cocks.

She squirmed onto her back and spread her thighs for Dex, and as he slid into her wet, hot pussy, she made out with Cary for all she was worth, sucking on his tongue and lips in time to Dexs thrusts.

Dex fucked her with a violence that was very different from his usual tenderness and her pussy gloried in the strenuous pistoning. Soon she was gasping and crying out, unable to keep her lips on Carys and simply revelling in the hot fucking her pussy was receiving.

Dex came in a hot gush inside her and before she knew what was happening, his cock slid out of her and Carys took its place.

Carys fucking was slow and expert. She could feel every inch of him as he thrust inside her, long and deep. She cried out and her moans were stifled by Dexs tongue as they explored each others mouths thoroughly.

Cary lifted her hips and began to enter her rapidly, building up the momentum until she felt him come inside her. Her own body began to shake and quiver and in another instant she screamed out her own orgasm against Dexs mouth. It was the most intense, wondrous climax shed ever felt in her life.

A few minutes later, she lay between them, their bodies angled towards her so that they could all fit on the narrow bed. Dex caressed her body, this time soothing rather than inflaming it, while Cary lay with one of his hands beneath his head, naked and relaxed. After a moment, he shifted, stretching briefly. Then he stilled, his expression growing puzzled.

Isabel watched as he groped beneath his pillow and extracted a thick length of pink plastic. Her vibrator.

He grinned as he held it up. On the other side of Isabel, she could feel Dex chuckling.

With a deft movement, Cary tossed the vibrator onto the floor where it landed with a broken thud.

Youre not going to need that any longer, he told her as he took her hand and guided it down to his wakening cock.

Her other hand found Dexs cock, already fully aroused.

He was right. She wasnt going to need one of those things ever again.


Epilogue







Isabel lolled in bed. She was surprised at how quickly shed got used to the big, custom-made king bed. When she was in it alone, she felt like she was swimming in a cushiony soft ocean. Thank goodness that she was never alone for more than a few minutes at a time.

Good morning, darlin. Cary sauntered in from the en suite bathroom, wearing nothing but a towel. When he landed on the bed, he gave off whiffs of soap-clean fragrance.

Isabel nuzzled her nose into his shoulder. Mmm, you smell yummy.

He grinned, removing the towel with a flip of his hand and exposing his hard cock.

Wanna taste?

His eyes were soft and warm and filled with laughter. How long had it been since shed seen him laugh like this? Too long. But, like the bed, it was getting to be something she was used to. 

Hed laughed so much at their wedding, the private affair held in back of the ranch house, attended only by a few trusted friends. And Mary Jo. It had taken some serious discussion, but the old housekeeper had finally come around to accepting the new arrangement at the Armstrong ranch.

Whats the matter? Cary asked when he saw her distraction. Not hungry?

Isabel licked her sleep-swollen lips. Oh, baby, I am always hungry for that sweet cock of yours. I was just thinking, is all.

In the past few months, shed also shed the last of her city twang, slipping easily back into the speech patterns of childhood. It felt so natural. Plus, now, she never had to search for words, scrutinising each sentence before she uttered it aloud, fearful that she would say the wrong thing and embarrass herselfor Jason.

Jason. That was a name shed hadnt thought of in months.

Cary examined her averted face closely. What are you thinking of? His voice suddenly roughened in mock savagery. It had better be your husbands, lady, or else we wont take kindly to all of this thinking.

Isabel smiled. I was thinking about our wedding.

He flung a big hand around her waist, his mouth at her throat. Funny. I was just thinking about our wedding night.

The door swung open to reveal Dex, his hands full with a tray of breakfast items and a tall, steaming carafe of coffee.

Hed obviously heard the tail end of their conversation for he laid the heavy tray on the dresser and said, How crazy, that was exactly what I was thinking about too. What a night.

Isabel lowered her eyelashes to hide her expression. What a week, she murmured. What a month.

Dex climbed into the bed on her other side and took her hand tenderly in his. Three months and seven days, to be exact, from the moment you agreed to be our wife. And six months exactly since we proposed.

She felt her cheeks warming. She remembered the moment in the rose garden when both Armstrongs had stopped in front of her and dropped to one knee in complete unison. Her heart had stilled for a moment in awareness and ecstasy, and sometimes she had to press her palm against her chest to make sure it was beating, for her life with these two incredible men was so perfect.

Look at that, Cary murmured. Shes blushing. I would have never thought it possible.

But Isabel was blushing for another reason. Last night had been the first time they had enacted one of her fantasies, the one shed once saved only for her sessions with the vibrator. Both men had been inside her at the same time, filling both her asshole and her pussy, pumping against her in a rhythm that was doubly pounding, doubly satisfying. Theyd all enjoyed this newest form of lovemaking and, with this final fantasy becoming a reality, Isabel was wholly satiated. Well, for last night at least.

Cary turned her chin so that they kissed, their tongues warring with each other. Then Dex demanded his turn by moving his mouth to her cheek and seizing her mouth, fresh from Carys passionate kiss, to mould her mouth in his image. Their kiss was sweet and tender.

Her pussy was already throbbing and the feeling was slowly spreading.

They were so different, these two men she loved, yet they complemented each other well. They were a package. And they were hers. She held them both tightly in the depths of her country heart.
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Chapter One







Hes still watching you. Theyre all still watching you.

Evangeline Flint frowned at her girlfriend Melissa. I dont care. Im not here to pick up. I have to be back at work in fifteen minutes. She sipped from her straw. She was on to her second scotch, and it still wasnt going to be enough anaesthesia for the coming afternoons budget meeting. 

Cmon, Evie, live a little, Melissa urged as she put her wine glass on the table. Theyre definitely interested.

How can you tell? Theyre all wearing sunglasses. Inside a pub. On a dark and gloomy afternoon. Go figure. Yet they didnt look ridiculous. They lookedwell, hot.

Hes obviously into you. He and his friends have been staring at usyou, for over half an hour.

And thats exactly why she wanted to run back to work. She wasnt the blonde nympho type that Melissa was, or the hot-man magnet that their other friend, Paris, was. She was Evie. Tall, dark, blend-into-the-background Evie. She made the effort to disappear in a crowd, and, at six foot, she was used to some stares, but only because of her above-average height. She never attracted any other kind of attention, and didnt know what to do with it when she did. They were looking at her. Staringat her. Her nipples peaked in her lacy bra. Shed checked the men out, too, but hopefully nowhere near as obviously. 

Evie glanced surreptitiously over her shoulder at the gentlemen at the bar. They stood out like construction workers at a tea party. Three of them, all tall, broad-shouldered and lean-hipped, with expensive sunglasses masking their eyes. The one with the dark hair kept drawing her gaze. She wished she could see him clearly. His curly dark hair brushed the collar of his shirt and should have looked scruffy, but instead it looked rumpled and sexy, begging for a lovers touch.

At that moment he looked up from the conversation he was having with his blond companions, and met her gaze. He nodded at her, and Evie blushed as she looked quickly away. Hoo-yeah. He was gorgeous. Like a model from a Polo Ralph Lauren advertisement. No, make that a Calvin Klein advertisement; at least then hed be near-naked. 

I have to go, Mel. Baxter wants to do a quarterly review. I shouldnt be late.

Baxter wants to do you, Evie. Anyone else in the department can look after that report. Why do you think hes always trying to get you to work back late?

Evie shuddered. No way in hell is there ever going to be anything between me and Baxter. Her boss was a prick. In his late forties, balding, in need of a diet, a toothbrush and a strong deodorant, he was an unhappy man who enjoyed making others as unhappy as he was. But he also worked on some great regional projects for the logistics company that employed them, and, if she could just manage to last long enough, shed gain the experience that would allow her to apply for a role in any of the larger overseas offices. She could travel, develop her career, and hopefully even take on a developmental role within the company. She just wanted to be a respected and valued member of a team, and shed realised she had more ambition than being Baxters financial manager.

First, though, she had to get through this quarterly review. She cast one more wistful glance over her shoulder to the trio at the bar. All three men, good-looking to the last, stared at her intently. If shed had another double scotch, she might have had the courage to flirt with them. Smile and give them an encouraging wave, maybebut that was more Melissas outgoing nature than her own. Evie needed the guy to make the first move. Which probably explains why Im home alone so many Saturday nights, she mused. 

She bent over in her seat to grab her handbag, and sneaked another quick peep through her eyelashes. They were all so yummy, though. The one in the middle, the one with the dark hair, kept watching her. Maybe she had had enough scotch, or maybe hanging around Melissa was starting to rub off on her. Either way, she slowly drew her handbag up, sliding it along her leg and past her knee, aware that he was tracking the movement. Something twitched in his expression that she could see even from this distance, something hot and wild. She concentrated on getting up out of her seat without trippingso maybe it was the scotch. It was a pity, but she couldnt work on an early Friday afternoon session at the pub with Melissa and retain her job. Not this week, anyway.

Are you coming back to the office? she asked her friend. 

Mel slid a coy glance towards the patrons at the bar. Actually, I think I might stick around here, for a while. My supervisor is in a meeting for the rest of the afternoon, so nobody is going to miss me.

Evie smiled as she shook her head. Every time I try to play hooky, Baxter always ruins it. You, on the other hand, have a gift for it.

Mel twisted in her chair until she was facing the three men at the bar, and crossed her legs, ensuring her skirt rode up to show an ample amount of thigh. Oh, baby, I intend to play more than just a little hooky.

Evie glanced briefly at the men. They were all still there, staring at her. Well, enjoy, she murmured wistfully, and left the pub. 

She eyed the dark sky outside with some misgiving. It was only two oclock in the afternoon, but grey storm clouds had gathered, making it seem later than it was. She hoped it wouldnt start raining before she got back to work.

It was a seven-minute walk back to the office, so she hurried down the block. Her heels clicked on the sidewalk, and she hoisted her bag over her shoulder. Thunder cracked, and big rain droplets began to fall.

Great. She didnt have an umbrella. More drops fell. Another crack of thunder, and then the skies opened up and heaped all of the universes misery down on to Evie. She started to run. She didnt want to spend the afternoon in a wet, transparent blouse with Baxter ogling her and trying to seduce her with chronic boredom.

She paused at the alley that separated the downtown city blocks, and scanned the road. No cars turning. She stepped off the kerbbut her foot didnt hit the ground. 

A strong arm wrapped around her waist, a big hand clapped over her mouth, and she was swung off her feet and carried into the dark alley. 






Chapter Two







Evie struggled against her captor. She managed to kick him in the shin, and was satisfied when she heard a grunt. 

Help me hold her, Taz, a voice growled near her ear. 

Then there were two pairs of arms clutching her. She was held in a strong grip, with a mans arm around her torso, and another around her waist, and two warm, muscular bodies bracketing her own. Rain pelted down on all of them, the tall buildings lining the alley providing little protection from the elements. She tried to turn her head, to see her captors. 

The men from the pub. 

She didnt have time for this. Baxter was probably striding up and down the meeting room now, fuming at her tardiness. 

The dark-haired man from the pub stepped in front of her. He removed his sunglasses. 

Blue. 

His eyes were blue, but not a normal blue. It was like looking into a pool, with mesmerising blends of blue, silver and dark indigo shifting and swirling. Weird, yet beautiful. Evie halted her struggling, captivated by his glimmering eyes. Eyes werent supposed to swirl. He slid a soothing hand down the side of her face. 

Hush, my sweet. We mean you no harm.

Evie looked from one side to the other, her head shifting only as much as the hand clasped over her mouth would allow. For some reason, she believed him. She sensed no overt threat from these guys, merely curiosity, and maybe, hopefully, a little attraction. The other men from the bar held her, and had also dispensed with their sunglasses. The one on the right was just a little taller, with blond hair and green eyes that also shifted and wove, in glorious shades of emerald and gold. The one on her left was shorter, and slightly more muscular, with golden-streaked hair and eyes that were warm and gentle, with a variegated blend of gold and topaz. 

Evie couldnt help staring, looking from one set of beautiful, shimmering eyes to the others. Holy crap. She must have had way too much to drink at lunch. Cold rain puddled in her low heels and ran down her neck. She was drenched. She tried to wriggle away again, only to have the arms clutch her tighter, the bodies huddle closer. And Blue Eyes stepped even closer. She was entirely surrounded by three gorgeous hunks. 

She stopped struggling.

Are you Evangeline Flyndaggasson?

Evie frowned. Well, darn. Close, but they had the wrong woman. She fought the depression the thought generated. Then she wanted to kick herself. Of course they had the wrong woman. They were three sexy men looking for a particular woman. Not her. She tried to shake her head. Blue Eyes nodded briefly to Green Eyes, who removed his hand from her mouth. 

She licked her dry lips, and swallowed as Blue Eyes tracked the movement. Um, no. Sorry, there has been some mistake.

Blue Eyes frowned. Youre not Evangeline Flyndaggasson?

Evie shook her head. Close, but no. Evangeline Flint. Shed never heard of the other tongue-twisting name.

Blue Eyes flicked a glance to his companions, a slight frown marring his brow. Do you know a Marabella Rodassion?

Mary Roda, Evie corrected. She was my grandmother.

Blue Eyes frown deepened. Your grandmother? Where is this Mary Roda now?

Evie tried to shift a little, and the men holding her arms relaxed their grip, but only slightly. Uh, she died. She cleared her throat. Who are you guys? What do you want?

When did Marabella die?

What did these guys want with her grandmother? She only vaguely remembered the cranky old hag herself, and nobody had ever enquired after her. She died twenty years ago.

Blue Eyes muttered something in a language unfamiliar to Evie. He turned away for a moment, as though to control his reaction to the news. Had they known her grandmother? They didnt look much older than her own twenty-seven years. Evie certainly hadnt met them before; she would have remembered. Especially sexy Blue Eyes. He turned back to her. 

Did she mention us to you?

Evie cocked an eyebrow. Her grandmother had yelled at her, had smacked her and beaten her, but had never really sat down and had a chat with her about anything other than how Evie had ruined the old womans life. Mary had never actually explained how, though, and Evie had never asked. 

I dont know who you are, she said now, looking up at the man before her. Most men of her acquaintance were shorter than her, and Evie was well versed at minimising her height, at trying to seem smaller than she was. These guys, though, stood tall and proud, and towered over her.

Blue Eyes lips twitched. I apologise. We should have introduced ourselves. My name is Dane Lorcansson. He gestured to the man on her right, with the incredible green eyes. This is Taz Dorrensson. He indicated the man on her left. And this is Cort Magnesson. We are your betrothed.

Evie blinked. My what? she asked, trying to make sense of the words. Betrothed? Wasnt that some sort of medieval marriage thing? The rest of his words sank in. We?

The one called Taz shifted on the balls of his feet. Dane, we must confirm, first. He looked down the alleyway. Everybody on the street end appeared to be focused on getting wherever they had to go as quickly as possible, in order to escape the rain. Nobody seemed interested in the little meeting in the darkened alley. Yet. We cant be here for long; we must leave while the portal remains open.

We dont want to cause a scene, the one introduced as Cort warned them.

Evie darted a glance towards the main road. She was being held by three men. Yes, they were gorgeous, and yes, she should feel threatened by the wall of muscle detaining her, but it was just a little exciting. Weird, she corrected herself. Weird and disturbing. She shouldnt want to be detained. She should want her freedom. The sooner, the better, if Danes expression of determination was anything to go by. She had to get out, had to get away.

She opened her mouth to scream for help, but her cry was stifled by Tazs large hand again. Dane stepped up to her, so that his body hid hers from the view of any casual passers-by.

I apologise, Consort, but we must make sure of your identity before we leave.

Evies eyes widened. Consort? Leave? Did he mean all of them? Her, as well? While the concept was interesting, and just a little arousing, the realisation that Baxter was still waiting for her, and would probably fire her for not showing up at work, hit her. She started to struggle in earnest. 

Blue Eyes nodded at both of her captors. Hold her.

The arms around her tightened. Dane pressed his body against hers. She was surrounded by a wall of well-toned muscle and heat, despite the cold rivulets of rain coursing down her body, soaking her silk shirt to her like a second skin. Evie hesitated. 

Hot. Muscle. Everywhere. She was stunned at her bodys reaction. Her nipples peaked in her bra, the lace chafing the hard little nubs. Moisture pooled in her panties. Danes eyes bore down on hers as he levered his chest away from her, just an inch.

He raised his hands between them, and rested briefly on either side of her ribcage. His hips pressed hard against hers, and she thought, a little abstractedly, that for once here were not one, but three men who were exactly the right height for her, Danes hips hitting hers at exactly the right angle. She moaned into the hand covering her mouth, and tried to turn it into a scream. She wasnt just battling the men surrounding her now; she was struggling against her own bodys betrayal.

He leaned closer, and his dark head obscured any of the meagre light filtering through the rain clouds and the alley. He raised his hands slowly, sliding them up over her breasts. Her nipples tightened even more under his touch, and she heard him hiss at the contact. She could feel his cock harden and lengthen in his jeans, and the knowledge that he felt as turned on as she did was like throwing a match onto dry tinder. She rubbed herself against the ridge, closing her eyes to the sensation. She wanted more. She wanted something to fill the aching hole in her wet pussy.

His fingers tightened on the lapels of her silk shirt, and he tugged, ripping the wet fabric open with astonishing ease.

Evies eyes sprang open, and this time she did scream. 






Chapter Three







What the hell? She bucked against the hands that held her, bringing her legs up to try to kick Dane away from her. The hand over her mouth tightened. Dane pressed closer, a solid intrusion between her legs. Moist heat flooded her knickers. 

Hurry, Dane, Taz grunted. He slipped his hand from around her shoulders and down to clutch one breast in an attempt to hold her fast. The touch sent a scorching path of arousal straight to her pussy, and she moaned against the hand that muzzled her. Dane sent her an assessing look before focusing on her bra.

What is it? Cort asked, tightening his grip around her waist.

Dane shook his head. I dont know. Some sort of constraint.

Cort sucked in a breath. Well, I certainly hope she is our consort. I like her tastes.

What were they talking about? Her bra? They acted like theyd never seen a bra before. Danes hands hovered uncertainly over the lace material.

Do it, Taz ordered. He shifted his hand off her breast. He seemed to have less patience than the others.

Dane shrugged. He grasped the front of her bra, and her breasts swelled. He tugged, and the bra tore. Her breasts popped free. Evie blinked. Hed ripped her bra. That took a heck of a lot of strength. She should have been screaming, she should have been trying to kick his balls into oblivion, but his actions sent a thrill deep inside her, one that wrapped itself inside her pussy and made her muscles clench. 

She could feel the hot weight of three pairs of eyes on her breasts. And it turned her on. She whimpered against the hand still covering her mouth. Taz kept his hand there, but this time he slid his other hand down with a carnal intent to grasp her breast.

Do you see it, Dane?

Danes eyes had darkened, the colours swirling like a summer storm. He stared at her breasts, and licked his lips. No, he grated.

Cort slid his hand up to cup her other breast, and Evie closed her eyes against the tug of desire low in her belly. Oh, God. Two men held her breasts in their hands and a third thrust his groin against her hips. She was about to dissolve into a puddle of white-hot need.

What about the other one? Cort rasped as he palmed her breast. Dane looked from one breast to the other and shook his head.

I dont see it.

Tazs hand pumped her breast, and pulled at her nipple. She could feel his erection against her hip, too. Be certain. Look again.

Take your time, Cort said, and tweaked her other nipple.

She couldnt help it. Her hips shuddered against Danes. Her pussy muscles clenched at nothing, wanting something hard and hot to swallow. He responded by rubbing his hips against hers, the veins standing out in his neck as he sucked in a breath. 

She trembled, her pulse rate skittering. The two men who held her immobile continued to grope and tug at her breasts, while Danes thick ridge of cock pressed against her pussy lips, parting them so that her nubbin felt his pressure. She moaned. Dane licked his lips. 

His mouth was so close to her left nipple. She arched her back. His swirling blue-indigo eyes met hers, read her desire. His tongue flicked out, wet her offered nipple. She shuddered. 

His teeth bared in a sexy grin, he darted a look up at Cort. Cort adjusted his grip on her breast, and Dane swooped his head down to pull her nipple into his mouth.

Moist heat exploded in her pussy, and she bucked her hips instinctively against his, whimpering at the increasing pressure of clothed cock against her clit. 

Tazs grip on her other nipple tightened, creating a sharp, thrilling counterpoint to the wet, hot tug from Dane. Tension built inside her, coiling like a cobra, readying to strike.

Taz removed his hand from her mouth, and Cort slammed his lips against her own, sucking, biting, his tongue sliding in to dance with hers. 

Dane leant down farther and grasped her skirt, tugging it up around her waist before lifting her legs up around his hips. He thrust the ridge of his jean-clad cock against her, rubbing along her clit in rhythm with the tug of his mouth on her nipple, occasionally giving her a little nip with his teeth.

The cold rain still poured, but only added further sensation, like cold needle pricks pounding her hot flesh. 

All thoughts of Baxter and her job were consumed by the answering pool of liquid coming from her pussy. Her panties were soaked, and the musky scent of sex rose between all of them. With each tug on her nipples her heartbeat accelerated. There was so much heat, so much sensation. She wanted to get naked; she wanted all of them, naked. Her thighs trembled, and Danes thrusts became shorter, sharper as he dry-humped her mound. 

Her breasts swelled and her head rolled back as the tingling started at her clit, building, building, her whimpers getting louder and louder under Corts kiss until her orgasm broke over her like the storm overhead. Cort swallowed her scream of ecstasy, drinking from her lips as though he was a man in the desert, dying of thirst. 

Danes grip on her thighs tightened, his breath gusting against her breast as he rocked himself against her pussy. Her body twitched as he slowed his pace, drawing out her orgasm. He released her nipple with an audible pop, and sighed. She felt like she was floating, as Corts lips eased from hers, and Danes thrusting became a gentle rocking. She could still feel his hard cock, though, and was amazed by his control.

Dane eventually stopped moving against her. He straightened his back and gazed down at her. Her breasts were bared; her legs were wrapped around his hips; her lips were swollen from Corts kisses. A smile tugged at his mouth, and he looked up at Taz and Cort. 

She is the right woman.

Then we must go, Taz stated.

Cort nodded. To the portal, then.

Evie fought the sensuous lethargy flooding through her. Shed just had one of the best orgasms of her life, with a stranger. Actually three strangers. And not one of them had penetrated her.

Holy crap.

Dane gently lowered her legs to the ground, and the men huddled closer, all of them wrapping their arms around her and holding her near. Supporting her. She felt surrounded, protected, enveloped, by a force she couldnt name and didnt understand. Each man raised his head, and suddenly there was a crack of thunder. She looked up, and gasped.

The dark clouds overheard circled and swirled, as though an unseen deity twirled them with a forceful hand. In ever increasing circles, the clouds spread, until a dark hole appeared in the sky. 

Blinding light lanced down towards them, and Evie cried out in alarm as a roiling, twisting channel of light surrounded them, a cosmic tunnel of pink stars and comets that seemed to suck all four of them upwards.






Chapter Four







Take me back, damn it!

Cort slammed the cabin door shut, and winced at the sound of the light crystals shattering against the other side. 

Their consort wasnt taking her relocation well. 

He activated the lock, and strode down the corridor to the bridge of the ship, where Dane and Taz were checking the controls. He dumped the items he was carrying onto one of the counters and looked up. The view from the panoramic vid-screens showed stars and dark sky. Space. 

Cort didnt like space.

He preferred being at home, his feet on solid ground, surrounded by his people. All this travelling was wearing thin, but this journey would be different. 

Theyd found her. Their consort. 

And they were bringing her home.

He watched as Kalina and Kamala busied themselves at their controls. The unclothed pleasure droids had served their purpose well. But now there was someone else to play with. To make love with. Thoughts of the furious woman in the main cabin had his cock thickening like a torque shaft. He couldnt wait to embed himself within her.

As though sensing the carnal stirring within their officers body, both Kalina and Kamala turned to look at him, identical soft smiles lifting their lips. Their eyes were brown. Ordinary brown, not like his own, or anyone elses back home on Valdahren, with their unique colour variations. He thought of Evies green eyes. He wondered if they would ever glimmer again. Time on Earth had taken the light out of them, but perhaps a little while spent on Valdahren would rectify that. 

Kalina and Kamala were both from the same droid factory, with golden-hued skin and a pearlescent finish that shone during climax. Attractive, but no match for the beautiful woman in the cabin with the long, dark hair, pale skin and ruby-tipped breasts. Gods, he wanted to fuck her. 

How is our consort? Dane glanced up from his systems check. 

Cort grimaced. She still needs a little time to adjust, apparently.

You explained everything to her, though? Taz left his navigation console to stand between them. 

Cort nodded. Yes. At first she didnt believe me. I had to open her vid-screen to show her what was outside the ship. Shed looked stunned by the scenery, and perhaps a little sickened.

Dane shook his head. Marabella did nothing to prepare her for us.

She died, Dane. Theres not many people who could transcend death just to groom and instruct our consort.

But she knows nothing of us! She doesnt know about the arrangement among our families, or what is expected of her. There was just a hint of pain, of concern, in Danes eyes. Cort could understand. Hed heard stories of betrothed partners resisting the arrangement, and the fallout as a result, of broken promises, severed ties and allies becoming enemies. A rejection of their betrothal could send Valdahren into chaos. 

She must accept us, Taz stated, as though it was a given. Our families made an arrangement. She must uphold her end.

Her family is dead, Taz, remember? Murdered. Thats why Marabella escaped with her in the first place, so that the consort wouldnt suffer the same fate. Evangeline can refuse, and there is nobody to enforce the betrothal. Dane ran his hand through his dark hair, his frustration almost tangible.

I say we bind her to us, immediately, Taz stated, lifting his hands to his hips.

Shell accept us, if we give her time. You know its easier to catch a peafowl with honey than with a spear. This is the same thing, Cort cautioned him. 

Taz was the impulsive one of their trio. He made decisions quickly, acted quickly, and wanted things done the day before. Patience wasnt his strong suitbut ruthless focus was.

Dane, on the other hand, had the strategic skills and determination that would set them in good stead when it came to ruling Valdahren. He was prepared to wait, when the reward was worth it. He could also analyse a situation quickly and thoroughly.

Cort, though, had more of a rapport with people, with influence and persuasion, and a diplomacy he used to his advantage. 

Id like to catch her with my spear, right now. Gods, Ive been as hard as a rock since we picked her up, Taz muttered, rubbing himself through his trowse. Theyd all changed out of their Earth clothes once aboard their spaceship, and wore the traditional Valdahrenian apparel they were more comfortable in. The dalabeast leggings were soft and supple, yet durable and breathable, a necessary requirement for their balmy planet. They were all warriors, used to the freedom of going shirtless. Shirts were worn either under battle armour or for ceremonial purposes only. It was nice not to be confined by the strange Earth garments. 

Dane checked his console. We have approximately two weeks journey before we reach home. We must convince her to accept us before we land; otherwise Borjesson will attempt to assert his triumvirate.

And Valdahren will have to endure the rule of a tyrant, Taz said. Eliassen and Gulbrandsen are too weak to stand up to him and assert themselves within the triumvirate.

Dane nodded. And a weak triumvirate will ultimately weaken Valdahren. War will result, I know, within Valdahren, and without. He turned to Cort, his eyes troubled. Did you explain this to the consort?

Cort sighed. Her name is Evie, Dane. And yes, I told her everything. Right before she threw me out and destroyed everything in the cabin that wasnt bolted down and that I couldnt grab on the way out.

Danes lips quirked. I like a wench with spirit. I just wish she didnt have quite so much of it.

She will need it, to consort with us, Taz said. But she needs to accept us, and she needs to bond with us before we arrive on Valdahren, to eliminate any question of our rule.

Dane nodded. Agreed. 

We have some time. We have two weeks to prepare her for the Valdahrenian court. Let us take it one step at a time, Cort advised. Shes been with us for a few hours, now. Let us prepare a meal for her; give her some time to rest, to process everything. Then we will try anew.

Taz nodded. Youre right, Cort. Ive been selfish. I havent really considered it from her position. Ill prepare the meal for her, and make sure she knows she has nothing to fear from us, that we will not force her into anything against her will.

Taz strode from the room. Dane and Cort watched him leave, and then Dane turned back to Cort.

I didnt expect Taz to agree, just like that, he said, clicking his fingers.

Cort shrugged. Neither did I, but its nice to know I can talk some sense into him, once in a while.

Dane shifted in his seat. Im like Taz, though. Our conshe paused. Evie, he corrected himselfmust accept our bond before our return home. I dont think I can wait long before we have her, though.

A flash of need coursed through Cort at the thought of taking Eviein her pussy, in her mouth, in her asseverywhere and anyhow. He beckoned the pleasure droids over. Fortunately, I know a way to take the edge off, he said, as he untied his trowse and let his hardening cock spring forth. 

Kalina smiled as she knelt at his feet and wrapped her hands around his cock. She flicked her tongue out, and Cort shuddered at the light, delicate contact. These droids were the best on the market, a necessity for any space journey, particularly with an all-male crew, as theirs was. As a triumvirate, they enjoyed sex with each other, but having a female pleasure droid around certainly relieved the strain of their sexual natures. Valdahrenians were a highly sexed race, and regular bouts of sex were a necessity, like food. Without sex, they became aggravated, confrontational, and recklessa combination that ultimately resulted in death, somehow. Sex soothed them, fed them, and some time with Kalina and Kamala would give them the energy and patience to court their consort.

Kalina leaned over and wrapped her lips around his cock. Cort hissed as the wet warmth enveloped him. Dane watched him for a moment, before nodding. 

Youre right. He gestured to Kamala, who obediently rose and approached him, her small breasts bobbing with each step. He unlaced his trowse, and when Kamala was within reach he pulled her onto his lap, shoving his cock into her ever-ready channel.






Chapter Five







Get out! Evie yelled at the one called Taz Dorren-something-or-other. He stood just inside the doorway, tall, golden and wary, holding some sort of tray in his hand. She looked around for something to throw. Damn it. The one named Cort had already removed as many items as he could in a quick dodge before hed left last time. Shed broken the weird little light rocks. The cabin was now bathed in a soft, weak light from the remaining shards. Most of the furniture was bolted down. The only thing she could get her hands on were the pillows that rested on the massive platform that she could only guess was supposed to be some sort of bed. Either that or a massive soft-fall sparring mat. 

He held up a placatory hand. Wait he began.

I want out of here, now! I want to go back home! They were in space, for Petes sake. She was still finding it hard to adjust to the cockamamie story Cort had told her, about some sort of special relationship expected among all of them. Three guys! Puh-leeze. She had a hard enough time keeping one man happy, but three! She ignored the little frisson of arousal that sparked deep inside her pussy at the thought. Shed often had a fantasy of having more than one man at a time, but, for crying out loudthats why they were fantasies! Not expected to happen in real life. 

She picked up a pillow and threw it. Not surprisingly, Taz dodged it easily. Take me back home! The hardest thing to accept was the space. She would have thought Cort was a prime candidate for the loony bin with his far-fetched storyif it hadnt been for the group hug transport experience, and the stars floating outside her window, or the weird-ass technology on this spaceship. It had taken her two hours to figure out that what shed initially thought was an escape hatch was actually the bathroom. She still wasnt sure if shed used it properly. 

We are taking you home, Evie.

I mean my home, not Valda, Valhalla, whatever! Evie cast about for something else to throw, and then ended up pulling a shoe off and hurling it at the giant at the door.

Two dark shadows loomed behind Taz. What is going on? Dane inquired in his deep voice. Just remembering the feel of his cock nestled between her thighs in the dark alley was enough to tighten her nipples. Shed managed to tie her torn blouse together, an attempt at modesty, but, when Tazs eyes dropped to her chest, she realised he could see her arousal.

Taz lifted the tray. I brought you something to eat and drink.

Evie snorted. Right. Is this your lame attempt at drugging me? No, thanks.

Dane shouldered his way past Taz, farther into the room, and Cort followed. 

You need sustenance, woman. You need to keep your strength up. We would not drug or poison our consort.

Taz frowned as he glanced briefly at the tray. Of course not. His green eyes flared with golden sparks. Youve been in here for hours. Surely youre hungry?

She opened her mouth to deny the suggestion, only her tummy rumbled loud enough to prove his point. Dane sighed and turned to the tray Taz held. 

Taz brings you some sample sweetmeats from our land, and some zalas jus.

Yeah, and theyd kidnapped her, and she wouldnt put it past them to drug her. Evie took off her other shoe, and hefted it meaningfully in her hand. There were three of them, all bigger than the average NBA star, and only one of her, but by golly shed put up a fight if necessary. 

You seriously expect me to trust you? she asked with an all-too-sweet smile.

Look, Ill show you, Dane told her, and raised the drinking glass to his lips and took a big swig of the blue nectar.

Uh, Dane Taz said.

Cort held up a hand. Its all right, Taz. This will show Evie she can trust us.

Dane handed him the glass, and Cort took a sizeable gulp before offering it to Taz.

Drink, Taz.

Taz stared at the drink for moment, then shrugged. We are all in this, together, he said cryptically, before taking a long sip, then offering the drink to Evie.

She stared at the strange blue liquid. Apart from the colour, it looked harmless. She glanced at the three men. Each stared at her, waiting. They all seemed okay, no choking, gasping or rolling on the floor, no collapsing unconscious. And she was thirsty. This drink looked like nothing shed ever seen before, but it seemed innocent. Could she trust these men? Theyd kidnapped her, but had treated her well. Again, she squelched the memory of her mind-blowing orgasm from the alley. So maybe a bit better than that. And yes, they were now in deep space, travelling to who-the-hell-knew, but she sensed no malice, no violence towards her from these three large, gorgeous, bare-chested men.

She drained the glass, suddenly very thirsty. All three men nodded in approval, before Taz stepped forward and offered her the tray again. Something to eat, Consort?

She frowned. Im not your consort, she snapped. She felt edgy, antsy. She accepted the tray from Taz. It was probably the sight of the food, but suddenly she was ravenously hungry. 

The men stood before her, golden-skinned, with well-developed, well-defined muscles exposed by their shirtless state. Shed wondered what theyd look like naked, back at the pub. Now she had a better idea. They were the sexiest men shed ever seen. Her breasts swelled, the silken shirt providing an almost unbearable friction against her nipples. 

Danes cheeks had bloomed with colour, and he shifted on his feet. Both Cort and Taz seemed likewise uncomfortable. 

Evie selected a portion from the tray and popped it in her mouth. A delicious flavour-bomb exploded in her mouth, and she closed her eyes as she chewed the meat slowly, savouring its juicy tang. She moaned. It was glorious, like nothing shed ever tasted before. Her heart rate quickened and moist heat gathered in her pussy. Her eyes sprang open. It was an unexpected reaction to the food.

She glanced at the men, who all stared at her with their swirling eyes. She looked at Dane in particular. His cheeks were flushed, his breath rasped through parted lips as his gaze dropped from her mouth to her breasts. Hot sensation flooded her, and she gasped as her nipples tightened painfully under his regard.

Hot. It was all so very hot. The clothes felt as though they burned her skin. Arousal swamped her, molten desire pooled in her panties, and she noticed Danes nostrils flare as he caught her scent. She was so horny, so hot for his cock. Her gaze switched from Dane to Taz. 

His golden-green eyes flared with a desire she knew was mirrored in her own eyes. She gasped at the realisation. 

What did you give me? she whispered. She needed to be touched. To have hands roam all over her body, inside, outside, everywhere. She raised her hands to her breasts, and stroked her nipples through the torn silken shirt, shuddering at the intense sensation. For a brief moment she felt relief. Then her body demanded more. 

Danes head whipped to Taz. Aniseegen? He growled. Youve given us Aniseegen? He rubbed himself, and, even from their distance, Evie could clearly see the hardening ridge pushing at the laces of the strange pants he wore. She trembled. She wanted that cock. 

She untied her shirt, enjoying the full, free sensation of her swollen breasts as she let the silk slide from her shoulders. 

She heard a hiss, and looked over at Cort. His cheeks were flushed, his eyes bright as he unlaced his pants, his chest muscles bunching with the movement. Heat seemed to flare inside her pussy, and rose like a tidal wave of all-consuming arousal. She groaned, pulling at her nipples. Somewhere deep inside her brain, a small voice registered shock at her behaviour, but it was quickly swallowed by lust at the sight of Corts cock as it jutted from his pants. 

Oh, yes! It was a sizeable length, and as thick as her wrist. She licked her lips. She wanted that cock. Her liquid desire slid past the seam of her panties, coating her thighs in a fragrant musk.

Taz nodded. I couldnt wait, he growled, and she watched as the man tugged forcefully at his laces.

I cant either, now, Dane agreed.

Within moments, all three men stood before her, naked, their pants kicked to the side. Three massive erections bobbed to attention in front of her, and liquid streamed from her pussy at the sight. She was greedy, swept up by a carnal appetite she couldnt control. Each man was similar, yet different. Each was well-muscled, from his smooth pecs to his thighs and calves. 

Dane had the largest cock, thick and long, and already weeping from its tip. Taz had a slender cock with an impressive length, and Corts thick cock had her mouth watering. 

She raised her skirt, pulling it up around her waist, and shoved her hands inside her panties. She was so wet. She pulled at a nipple as she slid a finger inside herself, and could feel her juices running over her hand. She moaned. Crap, what was happening to her? She was masturbating in front of strangersand she wanted more. She was starving, she wanted cock, everywhere. 

Taz took a step closer, but Dane grabbed his wrist. Wait. She had the greater dose of Aniseegen. Shes close. Let her spend. With the amount of Aniseegen weve all had, this will take some time to wear off. Shell need a lot of attention.

Cort nodded. Im ready to explode, already. She must be in near agony. He turned to the doorway. Kalina! Kamala!

Evie had no idea what was going on, and her care factor was zilch. 

Evie shoved two fingers inside, then three. Her pussy muscles clenched her digits with surprising strength. Heat suffused her cheeks, her breasts, her pussy. She needed release; she needed to come, now. 






Chapter Six







She stroked herself, panting, as sensation built inside. She whimpered. God, she desperately needed to come. She flicked her thumb against her clit, and her pussy exploded, her muscles spasming tightly around her fingers. She dropped to her knees, gasping. 

Two naked women entered the room, their skin a weird golden colour, their breasts bobbing with every step.

Dane hurried to her and lifted her onto the soft, padded platform behind her and knelt between her legs. Within moments hed stripped the remaining clothes from her body. Evie stared at the women, at their naked breasts, their elongated nipples, and felt the stirrings again between her legs. Shed never been attracted to women before, but suddenly she wanted to suck on a nipple and lick some pussy. She trembled.

Whats happening to me? she whispered, as the fever rose inside her again.

Dane ran a hand that she thought was supposed to be soothing down her body, but only succeeded in arousing her all over again. Its going to be all right, Evie. Taz has slipped us all a powerful aphrodisiac from our home planet. He shot his companion a glare, and Taz returned it, unabashed. Were all here, and were going to need each other for a while.

His large fingers slid down her stomach to play with her drenched curls. Gods, youre wet.

A finger speared her, and she marvelled at the size of his digit. It felt like a small cock inside her. Her nipples tightened, and she moaned as she felt the tide rising inside her again. She was so horny. The only relief, short-lived though it was, was through orgasm. She flexed her hips against his hand, silently begging for more, as she tugged and twirled at her nipples. 

Let me help. Cort was suddenly at her side on the platform, and he bent over to pull a nipple inside his mouth. 

She groaned aloud at the contact. Hot. Wet. Everywhere.

Dane slid another finger inside her, stretching her carefully.

I cant stand to just watch, Taz muttered. He crawled towards Evies head, and leaned over to grasp her other breast. His cock butted against her cheek, and she instinctively turned her head and licked it.

The fingers inside her pumped, filling her, arousing her. Soft hair brushed her side. She was climbing that ladder, her insides coiling tighter and tighter. She sucked harder on Tazs cock, her cheeks hollowing as he pushed and withdrew. He moaned above her, and he grasped her head. He flexed inside her, taking control of her movement. The lips on her nipple tugged harder.

A third finger squeezed insider her pussy, and a tongue flicked against her clit. The orgasm broke over her suddenly, and Dane sucked at her juices, calling forth even more. At the same time Tazs movements became more frenzied, until his release exploded down her throat. She swallowed his hot cum as though she was dying of thirst, and he groaned as she drank him dry. Her breast was let go of, and a shout of triumph distracted her. She released Tazs cock with a soft pop and turned to watch Cort. One of the women had wormed her way underneath him, and Evie realised it was her hair shed felt against her side as shed wrapped her lips around Corts cock. The veins of his neck stood out in sharp relief as he pulled his cock out of her mouth, and shot his load all over her torso.

Just the sight had her creaming her thighs again. Again! Shed love to taste that cock.

Dane levered himself up, and she met his stormy gaze. We must all spend inside you.

She nodded. After that experience, he could spend all he liked. She stared up at him, at his massive shoulders and muscular chest, his rippling six-pack, his thick, long cock standing to painful attention. She realised he hadnt gained release. She shifted her hips, offering herself to him. Her thighs were coated with the evidence of her intense pleasure.

Her shocked gaze met Danes. It was happening again! She sucked in a breath as the hot flush swept up and over her body, leaving her aroused and aching.

I want you. Now. She couldnt believe she could be so demanding with a lover, but she wanted to command all three men to take her, pleasure her. 

Dane lay down beside her, and pulled her over his large body. We must all spend inside you, he told her again.

She stared at his cock, springing up from a nest of dark curls. Yes, yes. Just do it now. Her pussy was dripping, and she wanted him inside her. His tongue and fingers were fine, but she couldnt wait to feel his hard cock driving into her. She licked her lips, and he groaned. She pumped him briefly in her hand, loving the smooth tensile strength of him. She couldnt wait. Her bodys demands were getting fiercer, stronger. Her nipples jutted, and he reached up to tug at them as she gently lowered herself down on to him.

She hissed as his massive length slowly slid inside, filling her completely. His eyes flared, the slivers of indigo becoming more pronounced. Warmth spread along her back, and she realised Taz had also straddled Danes legs. 

We must all spend inside you, he murmured against her ear, his breath whispering down her neck. She shuddered and nodded. Sure, whatever. She was swept up in a firestorm of need. Despite her previous climaxes, this time her bodys reaction was stronger, faster. Heat was rising, and she couldnt fight it, just like the last time. She needed this, needed them.

Tazs hand grazed down her back, and Evie watched over her shoulder as one of the other women in the room approached. Her eyes were a little dull in comparison to the sparkling eyes of the men. She knelt on the platform next to them, and Evie could feel her against her hip, her skin cooler than expected. Danes cock jerked inside her, and she slid up, held herself, then slammed down on to him, loving the friction as he stretched her lips.

The woman leaned over and licked Tazs cock. Evie felt Tazs breath gust against her back as the woman opened her mouth and took his cock. He bunched a hand in the womans hair, and sped her movements up, before withdrawing from her. His cock glistened with moisture, and his golden-green eyes focused on Evie with lust. He braced his hand on her back, pushing her forward. 

Evie met Danes eyes in surprise. Was he? Did he mean to? 

A wet finger at her ass gave her the answer, and she moaned when it breached her ring, pushing inside her. Oh. Crap. Shed never been taken there, before. Something warm and wet was rubbed into and around the area. Lubricant? One of the women must have carried it in with her, unnoticed. Her ass started to tingle and warm. Whatever was in that lube was a turn on in itself. 

Dane craned his neck and licked a nipple, pulling it into his mouth. She shuddered. Oh. Crap.

One finger became two, and her anus stretched at the unfamiliar assault. Suddenly the fingers were removed, and Tazs long cock pushed against her ass, pausing every now and then to let her adjust. The breaching was smooth, hot and wicked, her skin intensely sensitised from whatever oil theyd used on her. Dane held her tight, his hard cock thrumming inside her pussy. Her eyes widened, and she looked up to meet Corts heavy-lidded gaze. The other woman was sucking his cock, making loud slurping noises as he thrust inside her. Taz sank into her too, all the way to the hilt.

Gods, youre tight, woman!

Abruptly Cort pulled the woman off him, and crawled over the platform towards them. He straddled Danes head, who gave Evies breast one more firm tug before releasing it. He craned his neck to lick at Corts balls. Cort pumped his own cock, wet from the other womans ministrations. 

We must all spend in you, he said, his voice harsh. 

Evies jaw dropped as realisation hit. All of them. Together. Cort took advantage, and pressed his cock past her lips. Instinctively, she closed her mouth around him, and his eyes closed.

Dane slowly rocked his hips, and Taz pulled out to the tip, before sliding his length inside her again.

Oh, oh! Her cry was muffled around Corts cock. She was bombarded by sensation, the tight, full feeling in her pussy and her ass, the scent and taste of Corts penis as he fucked her mouth, the moans and hisses of the men as they slipped in and out of her body, and the almost painful pleasure of being stretched to capacity. Each slide of Tazs cock rubbed against Danes cock inside her, separated by a thin membrane, sending tingles through her core.

Their thrusts were growing harder, fiercer, forcing her on to Corts cock in her mouth. Two small hands grabbed her breasts. She couldnt see them, blinded by Corts groin, but she felt the two women at either side of her, playing with her breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples. 

She whimpered past the cock in her mouth. She was filled, she was being pumped, tugged and teased, and it felt so freakin good. Dane slid his hand down her side and around the front of her hipat least she thought it was Danes hand. His large hand slid in between them, and he flicked his thumb against her clit. Her muscles tightened, around both Dane and Taz, as her climax approached. 

Taz gripped her hips and rammed himself inside her ass, pumping faster. Dane slammed up at each counter-thrust. Cort wound his hands into her hair, and he drove into her mouth. She widened her lips, accepting all of his length deep into her throat.

She was out of control. All three men held her, positioning her body and moving it to their advantage. There wasnt anything she could do except give herself up to the ride, the pleasure. 

Her climax roared over her, so intense, almost to the point of pain. Dane shuddered beneath her, and Taz jerked inside her ass. Cort bellowed as he blew inside her mouth, all of them coming at the same time. After a moment of quivering intensity, they all collapsed on the platform. 






Chapter Seven







In a tangle of limbs, their bodies entwined, Evie realised Cort now faced her, and Danes hard cock nestled between her butt cheeks, sticky from her juices and his cum. When had they all switched places? Probably when she had been passed out from bliss. Cort stared at her through hooded eyes as his hand drifted down her side and delved between her thighs. Her eyes widened as she felt his cock jut against her stomach. He was already hard.

What is it with you guys? she breathed, half shocked, half joyous. 

Danes hands encircled her from behind to grasp her breasts. She shuddered. Even now, she was hot for his touch, and Corts. And Tazs. She met Tazs eyes over Corts shoulder, and guessed from the movement of his shoulders that he was rubbing himself hard again.

Part of it is the Aniseegen that Taz slipped us, Dane whispered into her ear, before nipping at it gently. She flinched, her hips flexing against Cort.

Aniseegen? she moaned as Dane lifted her breasts, her nipples brushing against Corts chest. She could feel her pussy moistening again. She should be exhausted, trembling, ready to rest, but no. The guys were ready for more, and so was she.

Its an aphrodisiac, Cort explained, sliding his fingers inside her, palming her clit. Evie trembled, her head lolling back against Danes chest.

Dane rocked his cock along her cleft, and she raised a leg up over Corts hip at his urging. His hand roamed over and under her hip, joining Corts fingers as they entered her wet pussy.

She closed her eyes, giving herself up to the sensation. Their fingers tangled inside her, Danes slipping out and back, coating his cock with her juices. 

Roll her over, he told Cort. Evie opened her eyes. What were they planning now?

Cort helped guide her movements so that she lay on her back on top of Dane. Cort lifted and parted her knees, spreading her wide. He then grabbed Danes cock between her legs and pumped it. 

God, thats hot, Taz said as he knelt at their side.

Cort bent down and licked Danes cock, adding to its wet coating.

Gods, Dane hissed.

Help me, Taz, Cort muttered. 

Taz held Evie while Cort directed Danes cock inside her ass. Evie gasped. Taz had been her first to take her there, but his cock wasnt as thick or as long as Danes. She felt like she was being impaled. 

Oh, God, she wailed. 

No, just call me Cort, the man above her said with a grin, then shoved his hard cock inside her sopping wet pussy. She keened at the move. She was stuffed. Again. Full. Nowhere to move. Corts cock was thick and hard, stretching her tight.

Her pussy tightened around Corts cock, as though welcoming it home. He threw his head back as he rammed her again.

Oh, God, yes, he groaned.

Dane pushed from beneath. Oh, holy crap, she was in another man sandwich. She was amazed at her lack of inhibition, modesty, discomfort. She closed her eyes in bliss as first one cock slid out, then the other, a counter-rhythm to each stroke. Cort pressed down onto her chest, and his breath rasped. 

She opened her eyes, and met Tazs gaze as he pushed inside Corts ass.

Cort slammed his mouth against hers, his tongue thrusting inside as Taz began to ride him. Dane moaned in her ear, and lifted his hips, bucking against the added weight. Each jostle seemed to seat the cocks to the hilt.

Evie closed her eyes and just felt. Felt the pressure of Taz pushing Corts cock inside her, and impaling her even further on to Dane. Again and again, thrust for thrust, the four of them grunted and moaned in a delirium of pleasure. Miraculously, Evie felt yet another orgasm building. Stronger, sweeter, a slow tension rising inside. 

Over and over, thrust for thrust, the four pushed, heaved and pumped against each other, their movements becoming more frenzied. 

Dane was the first to erupt, his cock exploding, bathing her back passage with his warm milk.

Cort soon followed, his cock twitching deep inside as he shot his load. Tazs movements continued to rock the cocks inside her, the added pressure of Corts weight against her clit shooting her into an explosive climax to rival the fourth of July. 

Taz finally erupted, the veins standing out on his neck as he grunted his release, his hips flexing in short bursts against Corts ass. Evie felt his weight lift from them as he withdrew, and he collapsed on the platform.

One of the women hurried over and started licking his semi-hard cock. 

Cort rolled off her, pulling her gently so that she disengaged from Dane. The feel of his half-hard cock withdrawing from her ass brought a brief sense of loss. Evie shook her head. What was wrong with her? It was as if she suddenly craved sex, and she couldnt blame it all on the aphrodisiac. She wanted to be fucked, and to fuck. It was as if their mere presence threw the horny switch on inside her.

The remaining woman came over to Evie, gently stroking her side.

Evie met her blank brown eyes with curiosity. The women in the room hadnt had the drink, yet they seemed ready, and not at all put out that their men were pleasuring another woman.

Who are you?

The woman smiled, but said nothing.

She cant talk, Evie, Dane told her. Shes a droid.

Evie frowned. A what?

A droid. A cyborg built to perform specific tasks, Cort explained. 

Like what? Evie asked. Shed only seen them performing blowjobs.

Kalina is our mechanic and engineer, and Kamala takes care of most of the housekeeping duties. Theyre also built for pleasure.

Evie wasnt sure if she was curious, jealous, or aroused at the thought.

Dane rose up on an elbow, and trailed a finger from her cheek down to her chest. He toyed with a nipple, and Evie gasped as it tightened to a peak. Have you ever been pleasured by a woman, Evie?

She shook her head. Just that one question had her breasts swelling, her nipples jutting even further. Dane smiled. I can see the idea interests you.

He beckoned one of the women over. This is Kamala. She has a very adept tongue. The other one is Kalina.

Before Evie could do anything, the droid bent over and ran her tongue up her slit. Evie jerked in surprise. Kamala repeated the gesture, then used her small hands to part Evies pussy lips. The droid started to nibble and suck, sending jolts of desire sparking through her system. 

Evie arched her back as the droids tongue pierced her gently. There was no shoving or ramming, just gentle licks and flicks that had her trembling in seconds.

Oh, wow, she moaned. The other droid appeared next to her and bent to gently tweak her nipples. The tugs and twists were light, like stinging butterfly kisses against her breasts. Evies jaw dropped at the sensation. Shed never experienced anything like it. Kalina moved, and suddenly Evie found herself kissing a woman. She moaned and twisted on the platform, enjoying the stroke of light hands and tongues roaming all over her body. Breasts bobbed against her own, and Evie raised her hands to touch them, play with them. She could understand why men were fascinated with boobs. They were fun. She pulled and tugged, enjoying the weight of them in her hands. 

Her legs were widened, and she felt the tongue slide from one end of her slit to the other, tangling and teasing around her clit, before repeating the movement. Her pussy grew wet, and she could feel her juices running down between her legs and her butt crack. 

Suddenly Kalina tore her lips from Evie, and levered herself further up the platform. She lifted one leg over, and straddled Evies face. 

Musk, hot, fragrant and arousing, assailed Evie. The lips between her legs were driving her crazy, and she wriggled. She lifted her mouth up to the pussy above her, and flicked her tongue out. 

Kalina tasted delicious. Evie licked again and again, poking her tongue into the droids pussy. Salty but sweet, the droids pussy moistened with each press of her mouth. Evie reached up and pulled her hips closer, revelling in the scent, sight and taste of the droid. She drank the nectar leaking from the droid, just as Kamala slid a finger inside her. The other droid thrummed Evies clit with her tongue over and over, shafting her with first one finger, then two, stretching her little by little. Evie could feel the pressure building inside her, a soft tugging at her insides. Moments later a tingling puff exploded inside her, sending a warm wave of pleasure through her veins. She licked at the pussy in her face as a strange glow surrounded her. All of a sudden the thighs she was grasping trembled, light burst around her, and her face was bathed in a copious amount of sweet juices.

Kalina collapsed to the side, shuddering, her pearlescent skin glowing. Evie thought it was the prettiest thing shed ever seen, and Kamala sank back on her heels, smiling. 

Evie returned her smile with a lazy one of her own. A shadow by her side shifted. Dane. His eyes were intense, swirling. Determined.






Chapter Eight







Cort lay next to Taz, and she could tell that theyd all watched the show, and were now excited.

Dont you guys have an off switch? she asked. She should be exhausted, but it felt as though each bout of lovemaking energised her. Must be the effects of the aphrodisiac.

Dane frowned. Off switch?

You know, a rest between bouts. She fluttered her hand, and Danes eyes followed the movement as his hand drifted down to his thick, erect cock.

Why would we rest? Cort asked as he sat up on the platform. His cock, too, was erect, bobbing between his thighs.

Evie looked from one to the next. Even Taz looked confusedand aroused.

Uh, so that you can, you know, build up your energy again.

Danes lips quirked. Is that what Earth men must do? Rest? He said the last word with a trace of derision.

Evie hurried to explain. Well, physiologically, men need a break between, you know. She gestured again.

Dane shook his head. That is not the case for Valdahrenian men. Or women.

Evies eyebrows rose. Oh. I thought it was the effects of the aphrodisiac.

Cort frowned. Only a little, but its now worn off. Which brings up an issue. He turned and looked at Taz. You drugged us.

Taz sat up. We wanted to bond with our consort. I thought this was the best way to arrange it.

Dane shifted on to his hands and knees, and crawled over to Taz, reminding Evie of a jungle predator. It was wrong, Taz. We decided to wait until she was ready.

Evie was touched by their patience. Well, all except Taz. But after what theyd just shared, she couldnt really resent his high-handedness.

Tazs eyes narrowed, and he tried to rise. Cort grabbed him from behind, wrapping his arms around his torso to prevent his escape. We decided together. You know what happens when any of us flaunt an accord.

Dane rose and grabbed the back of Tazs head. You must take your punishment.

He slammed his lips against Tazs, and Evie watched in excitement as they duelled for power with their tongues. Eventually Dane gained control, using both of his hands to angle Tazs head to receive his rough kiss.

Cort held him firm, but Evie noticed the little thrusts he gave against Tazs ass. 

Kalina and Kamala shifted to either side of Evie, and sat to watch, their skin sending a subdued glow about the cabin. 

Taz reached down to grasp Danes cock, and Evie heard the dark-haired man groan into Tazs mouth. He lifted his head, and reached down to grasp Tazs cock, gripping it hard, while Cort grasped Tazs hips and bent him over. Their strength was harsh, nearly brutal, as all three wrestled for domination. Evie watched on in fascination as both Dane and Cort forced Taz over on to his hands and knees. Liquid pooled into her pussy at the macho display. 

When Tazs mouth was at the right level, Dane pressed his cock against Tazs lips.

Take it, he grated. Taz opened his mouth to argue, and Dane took the advantage, shoving his cock inside. 

Cort spat in his hand, and rubbed his saliva up and down his cock. With little to no warning, he shoved his cock inside Tazs ass, and Evie saw the mans butt muscles clench against the invasion. Her mouth opened, and her tongue flicked out to wet her lips. This was so hot to watch. Despite his resistance, Evie could see his trembling, his eyes closed in pleasure. Taz acted rebellious, but appeared to enjoy being dominated.

Kalinas hand drifted down Evies stomach to delve into her curls, and Evie instinctively widened her legs as Cort withdrew, and then shoved himself back into Taz. Dane held Tazs head with both hands and pumped his cock, giving the man a brutal mouth-fucking. 

Evie whimpered as Kamala leaned over and took an erect nipple into her mouth, sucking with a delicate pull while Kalina stroked her pussy. 

Oh, Gods, Dane cried as he jerked, and Evie saw Tazs throat muscles work furiously to swallow Danes cum. Cort continued to pump his cock, reaming Tazs ass with determination and ruthless abandonment, but it wasnt long before he seated himself to the hilt, threw back his head and roared as he emptied himself into Taz.

Evies pussy turned to molten heat as the men found their release, until Tazs green-gold gaze landed on her. He released Danes cock, and shuddered as Cort withdrew, before crawling over towards Evie. Kalina and Kamala retreated, leaving Evie hot and wanting, panting for release. 

Tazs eyes swirled as he rose up over her reclined form. He licked and bit his way from her pussy to her breasts. Evie shuddered at each painfully pleasurable contact, and moaned when he drove his cock deep inside her. Her head rolled back in time to see Dane lean over and kiss Cort, before they both turned to her and Taz.

Taz lifted her butt off the padded platform, giving him a better angle to drive into her, staring down as her breasts bobbed with each plunge of his cock. Her mouth opened, she panted with each thrust, writhing in ecstasy as he brought her closer and closer to climax.

Her breasts heaved, and she hooked her ankles around his hips as her pussy clenched his cock. Tighter, tighter, she tried to hold off her climax, but couldnt fight the inevitable. Her orgasm hit her like a steam train, heat roiling through her as she convulsed around the now pulsing cock as Taz spurted inside her. He kept jerking, drawing out her orgasm until she was a soft puddle of bliss. She barely noticed Kalina and Kamala getting up and padding out of the cabin.

Taz drew his cock out and unwrapped her legs from around his hips. Cort and Dane lay down on the padding beside her, and Taz flopped down between her and Dane.

Evie felt boneless, swept up in the euphoria of her multiple orgasms. She was rolled on to her side, and found herself looking up into Corts gentle golden-hued gaze. His eyes were swirling, sparkling, and he smiled down at her. 

Thank you, Consort. He lowered his lips to her and kissed her gently, his tongue sliding in briefly to tangle with hers, before he lifted his head away. She sighed blissfully as a body burrowed against her back, and a hand on her chin turned her head to the right. Taz.

He grinned, and Evie noted the small dimple in his left cheek. It was the first time shed seen the man smile. She couldnt help the answering movement of her own lips.

Thank you, Consort, he murmured, and kissed her softly, his mobile lips nibbling and pecking before his tongue swept inside in a quick, wet kiss.

She felt the faint stirrings of arousal again, but this time the fever pitch was gone, just a slow, relaxed warmth that spread inside her. 

Taz lifted his head, and Dane moved into view. He shifted over her body, his swirling blue gaze holding hers intently. 

Thank you, Consort. He pressed his lips to hers, then thrust his tongue inside with a gentleness she hadnt seen from him before. 

We will never hurt you, Evie, Cort told her. On Valdahren, a triumvirate cares for their consort. She is treated with respect, and cherished, and provides valuable advice on our rule. What youve experienced tonight is how it can always be. You are our consort. 

And we are your triumvirate, Taz murmured.

Will you accept us? Dane queried, his gaze serious, intent.

Evie hesitated. She knew her answer would change the course of her life. Shed been given a glimpse of heaven. Three men to cherish her, make love to her, and keep her happy and satisfied. She would be leaving everything she knew behind her, and starting a life in a whole new world. She would be part of an important team charged with shaping the future of a race. Would she accept them?

Yes. 

The men seemed to breathe a collective sigh of relief, and snuggled down with her. It wasnt long before her eyes drifted shut, a smile upon her face.






Chapter Nine







Evie stared out of the vid-screen. Their ship was hovering off-planetat least, thats what Cort had told her. She glanced over at the golden-haired man. Over the last two weeks shed got to know her triumvirate very well. Cort was gentle, kind and considerate, and every now and then felt the need to prove his strength with a little domination. Her pussy heated at some of their shared memories.

Taz checked some readings on his console. He was impulsive, determinedshe loved the look he got in his eyes whenever he desired her, which seemed to be quite often. He looked up from his checks, and his green eyes swirled and flared as they caught hers. Like now, apparently. She smiled as she read the intention in his gaze.

Dane came up behind her, and wrapped his arms around her. She leant back against him. Dane was their acknowledged leader, and had a great imagination. Some of the games hed dreamt up during their space journey had shown patience and consideration for others pleasure that now had her breasts swelling in anticipation.

He pointed to the planet visible through the vid-screen. They were so close, they couldnt see it in its entirety, but she could see portions of land and what looked like sea, or bodies of some liquid, only the colour was red, not like the blue she knew from Earth.

There is your new home, Evie. Valdahren.

She felt a momentary qualm at the prospect of the new life she was about to embark on. I hope they like me, she murmured. Cort approached her.

You wont have anything to worry about. Weve been looking for you ever since we reached our maturity. Valdahrenians have been hoping for the return of the consort for many years. Theyll be overjoyed at your return.

Evie didnt smile at the reassurance. Cort had explained what had happened to her family. All of them had been murdered. Her grandmother had been forced to flee with the infant consort. Shed finally begun to understand a little of her grandmothers bitterness. Marabella Rodassion had fled her home planet, and forged a life in an unfamiliar world. Her family had been killed, all because of their tie to the throne. Evangeline.

Evie trembled. Whoever had killed her family was still out there. 

Dane sensed her anxiety, and hugged her tighter. We will keep you safe, Evie. Well make sure nothing happens to you. She could feel his cock hardening against her butt, and felt her own arousal stirring, and took comfort from it. This was real, honest and constant. All of the men shed grown to love in the last two weeks were steadfast in their determination to protect her, to cherish her and to love her.

Taz left his console and strode to be in front of her, blocking her view of Valdahren.

Remember, you are ours. We are yours. Nothing can stop us from taking our rightful place as the Valdahrenian triumvirate, with you at our side as our honoured consort.

She still couldnt quite believe she was some sort of missing princess. And that she would be ruling an alien land with her newfound lovers. Though daunted, she was also excited by the challenge.

Tazs gaze dropped to her breasts, barely covered by the dark purple transparent veils that all her men had insisted was the traditional dress of Valdahrenian women. 

Cort appeared at Tazs side, his expression full of encouragement. We have travelled through time and space. Weve searched for years, and conquered our own enemies to do so. Evie had guessed from previous conversations with this particular lover that their journey to find her hadnt been a smooth one. He smiled as he continued. With you beside us, we can lead Valdahren into a successful future.

Taz reached out and grazed her nipple through the silken scarf, teasing it to a tight peak. Evie gasped, a smile finally spreading across her face. Dane moved closer, sliding his rock-hard erection up and down the cleft of her butt cheeks, and Cort trailed his hand down to slide through the silken material between her legs, delving into her folds. 

Evie leaned against Dane, feeling his lips burn a path down her neck as Taz moved the scarves to expose her breasts, and Cort slid another finger into her pussy. These guys were insatiable. Fortunately, so was she. She leant forward to kiss Taz, opening her mouth to allow his tongue entry. She arched her back, thrusting her butt back against Dane. She shuddered, hearing the squelching noises coming from her pussy as Cort played with her moist lips. She couldnt get enough of her triumvirate, was always eager to play, eager to love. Taz kissed a trail to her ear, a sensitive area theyd all found quite interesting in the last fortnight. Heat suffused her body as she gave herself up to the attentions of her three mates.

We havent shown you the proper use for Valdahrenian scarves, have we? Cort murmured, before sliding one of the scarves across her nipple and down her arm to wrap around her wrist. 

She met his golden topaz gaze with a smile. Oh, I think there is plenty you boys can show me, she murmured, then squealed as Taz tugged on the second scarf across her torso, and wrapped it around her other wrist. Dane tugged at the larger one around her waist, moving it up her body with a slow, sensual glide until it rested under her breasts, lifting them. She shivered. These men had shown her it was possible to have a loving relationship with not one, but three men, and that she could be admired for her body, brain and spirit. 

Her lovers moved quickly, efficiently, as they tied the scarves in various knots. Within moments the material framed her breasts, pushing them to trembling peaks, while a series of knots rubbed against her clit and ass. The last length was tied around her eyes, blinding her, before they led her carefully to the observation deck. 

She heard a rustle of movement, a cool breeze as one of her lovers brushed past her, then three sets of hands forced her to her knees, until she realised she was straddling a warm, naked, muscular body. 

A hard cock nudged against her. A tweak of the material, and the cock entered her dripping pussy. Cort. She could tell by his massive girth. Her mouth opened on a soundless sigh as he slid in, inch by silken inch, the material abrading her exposed clit as he did so, sending tremors through her body. 

Her shoulders were pushed forward, and a warm mouth clamped on one nipple, while a hand massaged her other breast.

Oh, yes, she sighed. She couldnt see. Only smell, feel, taste and listen. The men were silent as they took their positions. Something nudged her lips, and she opened her mouth to accept the large, hard cock. 

Dane. His fragrance, the veins on his cock, were instantly identifiable to her, despite the blindfold. She ran her tongue around the slit at the end, tasting the drop of pre-cum before taking him entirely into her mouth, deep-throating him.

Hands separated her butt cheeks, and a hard, long cock slowly slid inside her ass, the silken material caressing her ring as Taz moved. It was all so tactile, the soft silk, the hard muscles and invading cocks. Over and over, they plunged inside her body, bringing her quickly to an orgasm that didnt fail to surprise her by its intensity. Again and again, they wrought pleasure from her body, as though they were the musicians, and she was their instrument. Painful pleasure swamped her as she reached another orgasm, satisfied when she heard their shouts of release. Each withdrew, and suddenly she felt hands and mouths caressing her, kissing her, licking and sucking, and she quickly climbed that staircase to bliss again. Her legs were parted, and a tongue entered her pussy and played with her clit, before being replaced by another cock. Her ass was massaged again, prepared as yet another cock slid home, and she opened her mouth to accept the third. Her breasts were fondled. Grasped. Tugged. Licked. Sucked. She was on fire with the constant battering of sensation. 

She exploded again, and, before her climax was finished, theyd changed position, raising her hips here, lowering her chest there. Cocks, hands, tonguesshe lost count of her orgasms, only knowing that they were excelling at giving her pleasure after wicked pleasure, teasing, tasting, tauntinguntil all three finally collapsed, totally spent.

The blindfold was ripped off, and she stared, dazed, at the panting tableau of satisfied males sprawling around her and on top of her.

Damn, I love you guys, she gasped, her body still twitching from her last climax.

All three men grinned at her, their eyes swirling and glowing with the aftermath of their lovemaking. We love you, they chorused.

Evie smiled as she let blissful sleep claim her, feeling loved, feeling cherished. The men lay down to watch her slumber for a while, for once content.

Cort lifted his head and peered over her breasts to meet Danes eyes. Did you think we wouldnt notice, Dane? he whispered.

Taz lifted his head, and fixed his own green-gold stare on his dark-haired lover. Yes, Dane. Ive been meaning to askhow is it that neither Cort nor I see her mark? He kept his voice low as he jerked his chin to her breasts, the nipples pebbling under his breath, framed by the dark silk scarf.

Dane smiled. I didnt say she had the mark. I said she was the right woman.

The two men froze for a moment, before looking down at the sleeping woman between them.

Cort grinned. You have it right, Dane.

Taz nodded. She is right for us. A perfect fit.
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Chapter One







Alexa Wharton unsnapped the front of her deep purple, lacy, push-up bra and let it fall to the floor. With the last bit of clothing off her body, she inspected herself in the full-length antique mirror in her bedroom. Her round, heavy breasts hung beautifully, her large pink nipples peaked from the slight chill in the room. As she continued looking down her body, she smiled in satisfaction at how her Pilates and yoga classes had helped to shape her torso into a lean, but still feminine form. Slightly curved hips, a flat tummy and a perky ass with long legs made her any mans dream. 

Yet, she was alone. She pulled her long, brunette curls into a ponytail that fell to the middle of her back, and scrunched up her slightly upturned nose in the mirror. She was almost twenty-five years old, a quarter of a century. What a thought that was. It was getting scary to think that someone who was as sensual as she was could be this hopeless when it came to finding a deep love and real pleasure in her life. 

Perhaps it was time to take the proverbial bull by the horns, or at least his horn as it were, and really make something happen. She had always been attractive enough that having to go after a man hadnt been a problemmany had approached her. The guys in her law firm in the financial district of downtown New York City never hesitated to come on to her. But she needed to remain professional, while having a social life. So she made do with meeting potential dates at attorney get-togethers where there were men from other firms. She wasnt much of a bar scene girl, and most of her friends were already in committed relationships. 

Throwing on her cream silk robe, she went into the living room of her Soho apartment and opened her laptop. Internet sources might be a possibility. She wasnt quite ready for an e-date service, but maybe some ideas on the latest hot clubs, or she could look into joining a social group. This is pathetic. What sort of lame social group was she going to join? The same old business-minded, straight-laced men were not what she wanted. She had always fantasised about being with a wild and uninhibited male who would open up her mind and body to all manner of erotic thrills. She wanted a bawdy man with staying power. Someone creative and daring, who was ready to turn her on over and over again, all night long. I wouldnt say no to a huge dick either. 

Just then her desk phone rang, and she jumped, abruptly torn from her sexual reverie. It was Jill, a very upwardly mobile colleague at her firm who loved to party, but could still negotiate the finer points of a business contract on only three hours of sleep. She was a tall and lanky temptress with a short, red bob who could literally charm the pants off any man.

Hey, hot stuff, she cooed into the phone. What are you doing at home at eight p.m. on a Saturday night, you naughty thing? Or should I say, you not very naughty thing?

Ha! I suppose I should ask you the same. You are the one calling me, after all, and I dont hear the customary laughter and clinking glasses in the background. Nor do I hear any dance beats, so you cant be at a club. Dont tell me youre losing your touch…

Now, now. Dont be cranky with me just because you havent had a decent lay in ages. But I may just have the perfect solution for you.

Oh really? said Alexa, secretly marvelling at how Jills call perfectly fit her mood.

Yes, really, laughed Jill. Now, a Hollywood producer client of mine has been trying to get in my pantsno big surprise therefor ages. So his latest bid to impress me was to invite me to the New York premiere of Locked and Loaded at the Lincoln Centre.

Thats awesome, but what does that have to do with me?

Stay with me on this. He had to leave town at the last minute, so he had someone bring the tickets over to my office. Well, Bobyou know the guy that just joined the firm from Boston? He was taking me from behind in the conference room, and somehow I might have mentioned this premiere thing. Anyway, I dont actually want to hang out with Bob. He can screw me or whatever, but Im not at all interested in going to this thing with him. So I told him Id already invited a friend. Its next Friday night. Theres a party afterwards, and Im willing to bet it will be filled with stunningly fuckable hotties.

Well, since you put it that way… said Alexa sarcastically, but Jill was off on her own agenda. 

Great then! Well go over all the details Monday. Now get out there and do the nasty with someone already.

Dont worry, its right here on my list. Pick up shampoo, call landlord about leaky faucet, do the nasty. Got it.

There was a pause while Jill processed the smart-ass commenting that Alexa was known for. 

Finally, Jill laughed. Oh, you! Youre so silly. See ya Monday.

Alexa hung up the phone and pondered this sudden turn of events. Stunningly fuckable hotties? This did have possibilities. Artists, crazy Hollywood actors, who knew what else? This could be much more exciting than the typical business and financial types who only wanted a quick release so they could go back to scouring the Nikkei index.

She decided this was it, her moment to shine. She was going to go all out, buy a new dress, Jimmy Choo heels, racy underthings. She was even going to get the ultimate I plan to get fucked hard accessorya bikini wax. She had almost a week to pull her quest for hot sex together.




























Chapter Two







Lorne McCall gazed down at the hot blonde that was sucking him off, as his best friend Antony Karavidas undressed and watched. Denise, who had amazingly voluptuous breasts, had been doing both of them for almost a month. Both Lorne and Antony agreed she was enjoyable, but in the same way that she was just using them for a good time, they knew she wasnt the one. The one that would complete the threesome that they craved. The threesome they had cherished when Monika had been with them, when theyd been a triplet. 

A trio of sex, yes, but just like the music that Lorne and Antony created for a living, the three of them had been like a triplet in a songin unison, completely joined. He still couldnt believe she had decided to go back to her native Denmark, everything had seemed so good. The past year without Monika had been difficult, and Antony had tried to convince Lorne that shed been a trial run for the real thing. The woman that would complete their triangle, and then they could all devote themselves to one another in spirit, heart and definitely in body.

Until then, there were women like the lovely Denise. Beautiful, sexy, but completely uninterested in Antony and Lornes desired lifestyle. A night here and there of searingly hot sex was fine, but it was all in fun. 

Lorne sighed loudly enough to make Antony raise an eyebrow, a trademark look for him. Lorne winked to let Antony know that it was all right, just a passing moment. Denise continued slurping and sucking Lornes thick, long shaft hungrily. She was seated at the end of the bed, and Lorne stood in front of her, guiding himself in and out, knowing Denises deep throat capabilities only too well. Antony, now completely nude, sat on the edge of the bed, next to them, and began to rub his cock while enjoying the show.

It had been almost ten years now since Lorne and Antony had met as music students at Juilliard. Lorne was a typical East Coast bred, all-American, blond male. Antony, on the other hand, had shoulder-length, wavy, black hair, and was the second generation Greek god that had made all of the girls at Juilliard swoon in ecstasy. Lorne hadnt exactly been short on swooning ladies either, but he didnt have the same exotic edge as Antony. He seemed more like the solid, safe guy a mom and dad wanted a girl to marry. 

Lorne and Antony had hit it off immediately. Both had been very serious about their musical aspirations and studies. But while Antony had eventually become more invested in being a conductor on Broadwayas he was a bit of a showmanLorne had become a very sought-after film score composer. Between the two of them, they were financially well off, sharing a penthouse in Manhattan that overlooked Central Park.

Like many college buddies, they had sometimes gone on double dates. One telling night a couple of years after theyd met, theyd agreed to join their dates at a club. One of the two women hadnt shown up, and theyd decided they shouldnt let a good night go to waste. This was how their true preferences had become known, as all three had ended the evening together in bed. When it was over, Lorne and Antony had discussed what had happened, and realised that it had been the most erotic and fulfilling sexual experience theyd ever had. It had also revealed to them that they would never feel truly fulfilled sexually without the other present; they liked the voyeuristic and exhibitionist aspects of ménage.

Then theyd bought the penthouse together, and that was when theyd met Monika. The timing had seemed fortuitous.

Monika was a stunning, supermodel-tall, athletically built blonde. She had come to the States to get a musical shed written produced on Broadway. Once the run of the musical had finished, shed informed them both that she was leaving. Shed told them they were both sweet and that her time with them had been lovely. It had seemed so much more to the both of them. Maybe Antony was right, Lorne thought. She was just practice for the ultimate when it arrived. Oh well, I might as well get in a little more practice with Denise. 

He looked sideways at Antony, who gave a slight nod. They were so used to each other, and knew how to non-verbally communicate exactly what sexy move was next on the evenings agenda. Lorne held Denises head, as he gently backed out of her mouth.

Oh, darling, she purred, I wasnt done eating.

I know, but we have something special for you tonight. What you said you always wanted to try.

Denise took in a quick breath. You mean…

Yes, baby. Now be a good girl and get on top of Antony.

Antony, already clued-up to the nights festivities, had positioned himself on his back on the bed. He scooted over to the middle, but still kept his legs over the end with his feet on the ground. He had stroked himself to a good hard erection. Lornes long and thick cock was impressive, but Antonys God-like erection was spectacular. Denise had been begging for what they were about to do for a long time, but they always wanted to make sure a girl knew what she was getting intoor, more accurately, what was getting into herbefore they attempted it.

Hold on, boys, she said lasciviously. If were going to do what I think were going to do, I want to use some of my toys.

Lorne was puzzled, but Antony looked almost insulted.

Im sure youll get plenty of pleasure from what our cocks are about to do to you, said Antony, trying not to let his pride bring the evening to a halt.

Oh, sugar, I know they will! Its just that, well, you boys are so…organic in your tastes. Ive wanted to add a little more spice to things for a while. I promise you, its purely to heighten what Im already sure will be sensational.

Antony looked at Lorne to gauge his reaction. Lorne merely shrugged as if to say Why not?

Sure, babe, tell us what you want.

Okay, Lorne darling. Antonys already nice and ready for me here. Do you mind grabbing my little bag of tricks over by my closet door?

Lorne looked in the direction she was pointing and saw a small black tote. He picked it up, and when he unzipped the top to view the contents he got the complete picture of what she wanted. Their kinky little Denise liked it rough. Lorne and Antony had very little in the way of taboos, but BDSM had never been their first choice with a date. They both truly loved women, and would never do anything to hurt or degrade one. But if that was something the woman wanted, they would do their best to please her.

Any requests?

He could see Antony sitting up on the bed, straining around Denise to try to get a good look at what was going on. The evening had taken an interesting turn.

Well… she purred, I hate to ruin any surprises you might have, but Im guessing Im finally going to get stuffed with both of your yummy cocks at once?

Lorne was unable to stop himself from grinning. Very good, my little vixen. But the question remainsare they going to go in one or two holes at the same time?

Well played, she grinned back, obviously enjoying the tease. In that case, I think Ill pick my nipple clampsthe ones with the attached chain and collarand the small flogger.

Lorne held up an item for her inspection. Okay. What next? 

Put me in whatever position you were about to, and Ill tell you what I want, mkay?

Antony went back to reclining on the end of the bed. Lorne directed Denise to climb on top of him, and her still-moist pussy stretched to accommodate Antonys massive cock as she impaled herself on him. She let out a long, drawn-out groan, sliding down until she was fully seated on him. 

Stay still, Lorne whispered from behind Denise. Shall I apply these? He dangled the clamps with chain and collar next to her.

Would you, lover?

Lorne began to suckle one tit to bring the nipple to a hard peak. Antony leaned up on one elbow, Denises ample breasts easily allowing him to draw her other nipple into his hungry mouth. As Antony continued to suck on her, Lorne let go of her other one, grabbed her pebbled tip, and placed the first clamp on.

Ooooh, yes, thats nice, she growled, her head lolling back, her eyes closed.

Antony let her other nipple fall from his mouth, and Lorne caught it; repeating the same move on the other side. Now that she was fully clamped with her purpling tips protruding from the harsh device, the chain and what looked like a dog collar hung uselessly. She started writhing on Antony, obviously ready for action.

Hold on, baby, not so fast. First off, what about this collar?

She opened her eyes and looked at Antony. Why, its for Antony, of course. While were fucking, and it gets really wild, my nipples will get pulled and yanked. Ooooh, I might cream just thinking about it!

Antony gave Lorne a look as if to say, Why do I get the collar?, but Lorne just smirked, and placed it around his neck.

What about this little whip thing you have here? 

Lover, you just need to whip my ass a few times with that, get my cheeks nice and toasty, and then do whatever it is you guys had planned. I am not even kiddingI am so turned on right nowand I need some stuffing!

This was the craziest Lorne had ever seen Denise, and he couldnt deny that he was experiencing the boner of a lifetime. There she was, perched on her knees on either side of Antonys hips, her cunt filled with his giant prick. This left her ass exposed at the end of the bed, easier access for what she wanted, and what Lorne planned to do. He reeled his arm back, and let the first sting whack her left cheek. It jiggled in response, and when she jumped, her nipples also got jerked by the clamps. He repeated the same move on her other cheek. Each smack on her ass had her squirming more, nipples being stretched, her ass getting redder and more raw looking. She moaned like a wild creature, arching her back, swinging her head. Antony looked like he was in pain from holding back, and Lornes balls were so tight he decided hed better plunge ahead, as it were.

He took a tube of lubricant from her nightstand, squeezed a large dollop on the end of his fingers, and then tore open a ribbed condom. He put a bit of lube on the tip of his penis, then took the majority of the liquid and carefully worked it into Denises back hole.

Instinctively, Denise began to move her hips up and down on Antonys ready cock, the chain straining her nipples even more.

Hold on, this is it, babe. Lets see if you can take it.

Oh God, yes. Ive been waiting for you guys to fill my holes forever. Just shove it in already!

Lorne crouched a little to get in the right position behind her, and with one quick push, he thrust into her experienced asshole. She yelled out, a mixture of pleasure and pain.

Yes! Punish my asshole and pussy with your cocks!

Antony and Lorne gladly obliged, thrusting and ramming with the precision of two masters of fucking. Her large tits were yanked forward and back with the intense motion of their bodies, which elicited even more cries of pleasure from the wanton Denise.

Oh God, oh yes, Im ready. Fuck me harder!

Lorne looked to Antony to see if he was ready to come. Antony nodded, and they both unloaded into Denise, her cries mixed with theirs as they all came in a frenzy of spasming orgasms.

Lorne pulled out of Denises ass, holding the condom in place, and Denise fell on top of Antonys strong, muscled chest. Still panting hard, she managed to choke out, That was the most amazing fuck ever!

Lorne tossed the used condom into the trash by the nightstand, and came over to unhinge Denises punished nipples, and take off Antonys collar. After taking the clamps off her, he leant down to give each now elongated tip a soft kiss. Denise smiled at his gesture.

The two of you are such sweeties. When are you going to settle down with some nice girl that you can both grow fuckably old with?

Thats the question, now, isnt it? thought Lorne. When would they?






Chapter Three







That was an awesome film, gushed Jill as they got out of the taxi to go into the after-party.

Yeah, it was okay, responded Alexa. 

She nervously gathered her coat about her and adjusted her red silk cocktail dress that she had spent way too much money on. She felt ridiculously out of place among so many celebrities and the whole film world in general. It didnt help that she had been stressing about this party throughout the whole movie. She had put too much emphasis on a silly party where shed know no one except for her friend, who was already trolling the surroundings for a hot guy. Alexa checked to make sure she had enough cash for a taxi home; she could already see where this evening was headed.

They approached the new, trendy restaurant that had been taken over for the evening, and gave their names to the attendant at the door. After checking his list, the tall, impeccably dressed man undid the rope and let them pass, eyeing them up and down like they were prize cattle. Alexa realised at that second that she was not cut out for the meat-market lifestyle. She wanted an erotically charged lover, but she didnt want to have to go through this leer-fest to get there. 

Once inside, however, she decided she didnt have to worry. There were so many gorgeous females dressed to the teeth in hot designer outfits with amazing bodies, she doubted any man would even glance at her. She drank in the sights and sounds of the rich and successful, all glorying in their latest triumph, while the rest of the party-goers did their best to absorb what they could by basking nearby. 

As one of the designated baskers, Alexa turned to comment to Jill that the opulent gold filigree decor was a bit much, and discovered her friend was nowhere in sight. Instead, she locked eyes with the most glorious hunk of male flesh shed ever had the chance to see this up close and personal. Like a blond Adonis, he was tall, with blue eyes and an obviously muscular frame that was being held at bay by his tuxedo. Alexa couldnt believe such a creature stood next to her. His eyes lit up as he gazed down at her, and she noticed he took a quick peek at her neckline before looking back up. Alexa flushed, silently thanking the garish restaurant for having the wisdom to install dim lighting, and she smiled what she hoped was not too brazen a smile. 

How lovely, she thought she heard the Adonis say.

Im sorry? she said. The laughter, chatter and live blues band were making it almost impossible for her to hear.

He leaned in closer to her and she caught her breath as she felt his warmth near her ear.

My name is Lorne. 

She inhaled his scent; a strong, earthy masculine smell that made her heart start to beat a little faster. This was not colognethis was him.

Im Alexa. Are you involved in this film?

She immediately regretted saying it, but he had caught her by surprise. Now she sounded like some hanger-on. Maybe he would think she was some desperate actress who had blown someone to get on the list.

Yes, you could say that. Are you?

He had a sort of playful look in his eyes, and she felt like such an idiot. To make her feel even less confident, Jill picked that moment to re-emerge.

Ooh, she gushed as she appeared on the other side of Lorne. Introduce me to your yummy friend!

Alexa watched in dismay as Lorne turned and gave Jill an appreciative look. 

Jill, this is Lorne. Uh, we actually just met.

Oh, Im sure youll get to know each other much better, Jill continued as Alexa pondered how she could escape this mortifying moment.

Hello, Jill. Lorne extended his hand, an oddly formal gesture. He hadnt shaken her hand, so she tried to ascertain what that meant. 

Well, very nice to meet you, Lorne, said Jill, almost laughing. 

Alexa was sure these two were going to hit it off, and that she would be hailing that taxi in no time. She had known this manif you could even call it knowing himfor all of sixty seconds, and yet she knew she would feel bad if he took up with Jill instead of her. And why

wouldnt he pick Jill? She was beautiful, experienced, and could say all the right things. Plus, she was scorching hot. 

I just came over to let you know that I ran into Bob. I dont know how he snaked his way in. Anyway, were taking offthis party is pretty lame. Will you be all right? 

Alexa could have sworn she saw Jill wink. She hoped Lorne hadnt seen it.

Of course, said Alexa. You guys have fun. I was just getting ready to take off anyway, too.

Okay, sweetie, see ya later! And, with that, Jill disappeared through the masses of party-goers.

Alexa looked back to see Lorne staring at her, not looking after Jill at all.

Jills a colleague where I work, Alexa stammered, trying to make conversation.

You werent serious, were you? said Lorne.

About her being my colleague?

Lorne laughed. No. I mean about taking off. I would like a chance to get to know you better.

Alexa was not at all used to such a direct approach, especially from such an incredible-looking man. Just then, the lead actress from the film, a stunning brunette, approached Lorne, completely ignoring Alexa.

Lorne. Baby! she cooed. Your music made that film. It was so exciting, so thrilling. 

She was very close to him, practically rubbing herself on him. She was average height, even in her stiletto heels, and he was taller than most men. 

He looked down at her. You were what made it thrilling, Veronica, he said politely, but my friend Alexa and I were just leaving. You look stunning, by the way! He grabbed Alexas hand and directed her towards the front door, as they wound their way through the boisterous crowd, leaving a confused Veronica in their wake. Speechless, Alexa waited until they were outside in the cool night air to stop him.

What was that all about? she said.

Im sorry about that, said Lorne. Sometimes she can be a little demanding. I dont have any relationship with her of that sort.

Oh, said Alexa. I didnt mean to… I mean, thats none of my business. So, what music was she talking about?

Ill tell you what, said Lorne, if you will let me take you somewhere much quieter and less pretentious, we can relax and talk without any of these unnecessary interruptions.

Stunned at this fortunate turn of events, Alexa agreed.



* * * *



Later that night, Alexa found herself also agreeing to go home with Lorne, essentially a complete stranger. True, they had spent almost two hours at a pub having sandwiches and ale and getting to know about one another, but still, this was so unlike her. The bar had been closing up, and he had suggested they go back to his place for some coffee so that they could continue talking. It seemed innocent enough, but could she really believe this hunk wanted her to have coffee and biscuits at two in the morning? Or was it more likely she was supposed to be the dessert?

She had to be honest with herself. She wanted to be his dessert. She had never hungered for a man the way she was hungering for him. He was sexy, handsome, intelligent, had a great sense of humour, and was obviously talented. Finally, why waste a perfectly good bikini wax? 

When they arrived at Lornes penthouse suite, Alexa looked around the large living room that was done in chrome, glass and white leather furniture. He had a gorgeous view of the upper Manhattan skyline, and more square footage than she was accustomed to seeing in a New York City abode. As she took one step down into the living room, to the left was a stunning white grand piano, and she realised that his composing for film was probably done on this very instrument. The way everything was laid out in the room told her this was a very particular man who only loved the finer things in life.

She felt his light touch on her shoulders as he carefully slid her coat off. Please, he said softly near the back of her neck, make yourself at home.

Not daring to turn around and look at himhe would be so close to her their lips might touchshe stepped all the way into the room and sat at one end of the expansive leather sofa. Lorne carefully laid her coat on the love-seat at a right angle to her, then stepped over to the piano and sat down. He kept his eyes trained on her as he began to play a lovely melody that she soon recognised. It was the theme from the film shed seen that night. It had such a different feel when stripped down to its organic basics. He didnt say a word until hed finished.

Come sit with me. He indicated next to him on the bench. 

Alexa got up from the sofa, wondering just what he was up to. As she sat down on his right, he took her hands and laid them on the keys. She quickly pulled them back. 

Oh no, I cant play, she said.

He chuckled lightly. Thats okay. I just want to show you something.

She felt insecure, and didnt want him to see her looking inept, but also didnt want to be a bore. She put her hands back on the keys.

What should I do?

Well, he said, music has a few basic elements. The part that Im going to show you up here is the treble clef, the higher notes. Ill play the bass, or the lower notes. Typically, in choirs, the female voices sing the higher notes in the treble clef; alto and soprano. The men sing tenor and bass in the bass clef. Together, they make a complete song. Alone, it isnt full or complete. Together, well, it becomes music.

Wow. What he said was so beautiful, she couldnt think of an equally meaningful response.

He showed her a few notes, and let her play them over and over. Then he started to play some notes on the lower keys, and she got mixed up. 

Thats okay, he said. Try it again.

This time she was able to keep doing her part when he added his. 

Youre a natural, he said, somewhat cryptically.

They repeated it a few times and she couldnt believe it. Here she was, playing music with an award-winning composer who was also one of the hottest guys shed seen in a long time. Definitely the hottest she had ever been alone with before. It had been quite a week so far. How could it get any better?

Lorne showed her exactly how by turning to her and taking her face in both his hands. He then lowered his lips to hers and began to softly explore the inside of her mouth with his tongue. As he started to move his tongue deeper, he slipped one hand down to her waist and drew her closer. Her response to his need was stronger than she could ever have imagined with a man shed just met. 

He broke the kiss just enough to whisper to her, Come with me.

Alexa felt as though she would follow any command Lorne gave her at that moment, and with heightening anticipation she allowed him to lead her over to the sofa. He motioned for her to sit, and then he went around and dimmed the lights. She was wet and willing, but also overwhelmingly aware that she might just be the flavour of the day. However, her mounting desire for Lorne took over, and she decided she would just go with it and field the possible fallout later.

Do you like red wine, or would you prefer champagne?

Letting her choose was a nice gesture 

I love red.

He smiled. Me too. I have an excellent Northern California Cabernet. Would you like to try it?

Yes, I would love to.

He went about the room getting glasses and the wine, starting a fire in the fireplace and lighting candles. The delay was getting her nerves all worked up, and she hoped she would be able to relax enough with him to enjoy what was sure to be an incredible interlude. When he finally came back over and sat next to her, he apologised. 

Sorry to keep you waiting. I honestly hadnt thought this would happen tonight. I guess Im not enough of a player. I would have had everything all set up already, just in case.

She wanted to believe him when he said that, but only time would tell.

Im not interested in a player, she said, so no complaints. 

Excellent. Shall we drink to no one being a player?

Works for me. She raised her glass.

After a large swallow of wine, Lorne set his glass on the coffee table and leaned into Alexa. He looked directly into her eyes, and locked his lips on hers once again. She melted into him, allowing herself to shut her eyes and feel the moment. Lorne used both hands to explore her body, sliding up and down her, briefly fondling her breasts, stroking her hair, petting the side of her face. Alexa began heating up again, and reciprocated by rubbing his broad, muscular chest, and caressing the stone-hard tops of his thighs. 

Abruptly, Lorne pulled back and stood up. He looked down at her as she leant back against the arm of the sofa, and began to unbutton the white tuxedo shirt he was wearing, throwing the bow tie to the ground. His chest exposed, Alexa feasted her eyes on just how well built he was, with just a light smattering of golden hair. He undid his belt and slacks, which were also then cast aside. He was left standing in black briefs that strained under the hardness of his generous cock.

Would you like to do the final honours? he said to her, a mischievous tone to his voice. 

Alexa wanted to rip the fabric from his body to get at what was being held prisoner beneath. She leant forward so that her face was even with his crotch. Feeling lightheaded from the wine, and maybe a little dangerous, she grabbed the elastic waistband with her teeth and began tugging it downward. He was so hard, it was difficult to get the underwear to cooperate, so she gave it an extra tug with both her hands.

Finally his large prize was free, and she immediately caught it with her lips, licking and tonguing the shaft, teasing the tip as she eased it in and out of her mouth. Lorne placed both hands on her head, moaning, and began to thrust his cock deep into her, pushing at the back of her throat as she opened up to take as much of him as she could.

Lorne held her head fast in his hands, so Alexa was free to begin sliding out of her silk dress. As it fell to her waist, she lifted up slightly to get it the rest of the way off. She sat perched on the edge of his white couch in a red satin lace bra and thong panties. She saw Lorne looking down at her and hoped that the sight of his thick prick ramming into her face and her full C-cup breasts bouncing in the red push-up bra was bringing him true delight. 

She was briefly unsure of herself as he pulled his dick out of her mouth, but he reassured her. You are way too sexy in this outfit, with a sweet, sumptuous mouth. Im afraid I wont be able to contain myself.

He knelt down in front of her and began to kiss her again, and she could feel that her mouth was sloppy and her lips were swollen from the recent assault of his shaft. Her cheeks were flushed, and he watched as her chest rose alluringly with fast breath. He began to explore her again, and he made it clear it was time for the rest of her clothing to come off. He undid her bra, and she helped move things along by sliding her panties off. 

I appreciate your enthusiasm, he said, locking with her eyes again. I plan to reward it.

He pushed her back on the couch, lifted one of her legs up against its back, and positioned the other so that her foot touched the floor. With her splayed before him, he began to caress and rub the inside of her thighs, reaching higher towards her hips, and rubbing her stomach. She leant back on her elbows and moaned. He reached a little higher and cupped both breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples until they were hard.

Oh, yes, she whispered. That feels so good.

As he continued to work her nipples, he slid closer to her until his mouth reached her inner thighs, where he nipped and licked at the sensitive skin. He alternated licking, love-biting, and brushing his lips back and forth on each side, moving ever closer to the lovely folds between her legs. She was beginning to move slightly under his ministrations, her hips thrusting forward, closer to his busy mouth.

Oh, Lorne, please, she begged. Please…

Mmmm…thats nice, the way youre asking. I think I should give you your reward…

Lornes tongue thrust deep between her wet pussy lips and soft, trimmed curls and searched for her waiting clit. She cried out in pleasure, and began to buck more insistently beneath his lips. Clearly inspired by her obvious enjoyment, he slicked his tongue around and over her clit, furiously bringing her to a frenzy. Just when it seemed she would lose control, he backed off, and let his tongue go to other parts of her most intimate area. 

First he pushed into her vagina, his strong tongue acting like a little cock as it rammed into her. Then he lifted her hips a little more, and his tongue travelled further back, teasing between her back cheeks, searching for her other entrance. He swiped his tongue at the hole a few times, and Alexa responded to every little thing he did with all types of cries of pleasure. Lorne laid her down, and began to move back up to her throbbing clit. This time he furiously wiggled it with his tongue, not letting up for a second. Alexas whimpers and cries were becoming stronger and more rhythmic, her hips keeping time with the dance of Lornes tongue.

He kept at her until she could hold back no longer. As he grasped her hips tightly, seemingly to control her pleasure, she screamed out in release, Lorne only backing off when she was fully done. He kept his face between her thighs as she panted in the aftermath, kissing the inside of her thighs again and again until she was completely through.

My God, you taste heavenly, he said.

With that, he turned her over onto her stomach.

Are you ready for more?

Oh yes, Lorne. She could barely talk, she was still so aroused. Do whatever you want; that was fantastic.

Whatever I want? Are you sure?

Alexa had a moment of trepidation, but she had promised herself she would find the real thing. Hot love and hot sex, the combination that she really wanted. She would never know if this might be it unless she gave it a go.

Yes. Do whatever you want.

Well start with this, and then after that well find out if you still mean it.

She had no idea what that meant, but she had just been more fulfilled by a man than she had ever been before in her life. She wanted more and more. Maybe this was the man who could give her every fantasy she had ever had, and whom she could give herself to with no shame? Maybe even be the one she could truly love…

Lying across her back, he began to nuzzle and kiss her neck, and then travel further down. His kisses were soft little tickles that gave her chills and began to stir the heat within her anew. He continued lower and lower, and she could tell he was going to pay another visit to her backside. As he nipped at her ass cheeks, he began to spread them apart. He dived deeper within her ass, and explored even more this time. He not only teased the opening, but he moistened the tight hole with the tip of his tongue, pushing harder and harder, until with a sudden thrust he was inside the previously untried opening. He wriggled his tongue inside her and she felt the strongest erotic thrill she had ever experienced. 

After playing inside her for a couple of minutes, he retreated, leaving her feeling thrilled and slightly violated at the same time. He went back to kissing and nibbling on her ass, moving his way up to her neck and ears. After worshipping her some more with his mouth, he whispered in her ear, Dont move, sweetheart, Ill be right back.

She lay perfectly still, starting to tremble with the anticipation of what was to surely be another incredible episode with this amazing man. He returned a couple of minutes later with a tube of lubricant.

I wanted to find out how experienced you were in certain ways of love, and judging from how tight you are there, I think this will be very helpful.

He was right. Although she was far from virginal, she hadnt exactly had a very adventurous sex life. This was what going to that party had been all about. Meeting guys who were freer and more expressive. 

Lorne lay down across her back, careful not to put his full weight on her by keeping one foot on the ground next to the couch. He opened up her legs, and pushed one knee up. Alexa felt him testing her pussy with two fingers; she was still quite wet. Laying the tube of lubricant down, he slipped a ready condom on, and she gasped as he thrust his still-hard cock into her pussy. Lifting her hips slightly, he placed a throw pillow under her tummy to have her at a better angle. They both moaned simultaneously.

God, youre so wet, baby. And this hole is so tight, too. Youre wonderful.

He gently moved in her, her slightly upturned ass allowing his full length to push to the tip of her cervix. He pulled aside an ass cheek as he thrust, and used his other hand to massage the outside of her asshole with his forefinger. She moaned even harder in response.

Careful not to slip out of her, he held her hip with one hand, and reached over to take the tube of lubricant with the other, squeezing the cold goo directly onto her back opening. She jumped a little at the sensation, and readied herself for a brand new experience. She was scared that it might hurt, but he had been so careful with her so far, and had given her nothing but the utmost pleasure.

Lorne pulled out of her cunt and squeezed more lube onto his rock-hard member. He positioned his cock at her now moist back opening, and began to push against the resisting hole. Because he was so large, she wasnt sure she would be able to take him at all tonight; it might take more sessions to open her up to this type of lovemaking. As he kept trying to enter her, she felt him squeeze a little more moisture on her asshole, and that did the trick. With a sudden push, he was inside her ass and she cried out.

Are you okay? he asked.

Yes. Just, please, go slow. Not too far in.

Whatever you want.

Lorne moved slowly, gently; she could tell he was being careful not to push too hard. It wasnt so much his length, but his thickness that was the biggest challenge for her. But amazingly, after the first painful stretching, she began to relax as the lubrication made his cock slide smooth and easy inside her. She felt overly full, stuffed to the brim, and she began to realise she liked it. Soon she was moaning in real pleasure again. Lorne leaned closer to her back and used his free hand to reach around and massage a breast. He teased the nipple, pulling it and rubbing the tip with his thumb. As her sex sounds became more insistent, he sank his cock a little further into her ass, and she didnt intend to stop him.

He reached for her folds, and found her clit. She was sopping wet, and this was all from her, not the lubricant. As Lorne worked her clit, he pushed his dick even further into her ass until his balls were slapping against her backside. Now she was pushing back to meet him, and gyrating under his wriggling fingers. 

Her moans became louder as she yelled out, Yes, keep going, I love it!

He kept thrusting into her ass, and she responded with even louder groans and cries. He moved even faster, his dick working her on one side, his fingers on the other. Right when she knew he wouldnt be able to hold on any longer, she screamed out her climax, and he completely let go, unloading spurt after spurt of cum into her ass.

They both lay there, panting, Alexa stunned at what she had just done with this man. She hadnt thought shed be able to handle it, but the more turned on shed got, the more shed wanted him in her. When his cock had spasmed inside her ass, it had been the most amazing feeling. She felt full, and desecrated, and sated all at once. She could never go back to run of the mill, straight sex again. Being with Lorne made her want even more of everything. Did he feel the same way, too? As if he had read her mind, he helped to put her at ease, at least temporarily.

Id love it if youd stay the night. Id also like to share breakfast with you, and for you to meet my closest friend. I have a feeling well all get along incredibly.

These did not seem like the words of a player. Could she really be this lucky?



* * * *



Lorne felt the rhythmic breathing of the slumbering woman in his arms. He had not wanted to hold someone close to him, to cradle her, as he held Alexa now, since Monika had left. Denise, Leanneall of the women since had spent many nights with both him and Antony, and they would all sleep together, usually happily exhausted from an epic sex marathon. But there had not been the tenderness and warmth that he was now feeling towards Alexa. 

She was different. The other women were wild and lusty beings that he and Antony had enjoyed thoroughly. There were no regrets in that area. Their women were all experienced and practiced lovers looking for a new thrill. Lorne and Antony provided that thrill for a time until a new prospect came along. Alexa was not in that category at all. He had found her to not only be sweet and open to him emotionally, but also very sexually available. She was an exhilarating combination of womanly attributes, and he hoped that Antony would respond to her in the same way. 

Of course, she would also have to be interested in responding to the three of them together as a solid unit. Based on the apparent newness to her of some aspects of their sex-play that evening, it didnt appear she had been on too many alternative adventures. Would she be open to something this different? Anal intercourse was one thing, two cocks at the same time was another.

When hed originally asked her out, it had been the typical first line test that Lorne did for the pair of them. He would try out the girl, see if she might be a good prospect for their trifecta, then introduce her to Antony, who had final approval. If he subtly indicated to Lorne that he wasnt interested, Lorne would treat the date as a one-night stand. If Antony let on that it was a go, Lorne would introduce the idea of a threesome. If the girl was horrified at their suggestion, she could stomp out, and they would move onto the next one.

Lorne was actually almost panicking at the thought of either Antony not being interested in Alexaalthough he couldnt imagine that being possibleor the fact that she was far from being a wild and wanton party girl, and might walk out on them, and him, forever. He was feeling something stronger than he had in a while. 

This is ridiculous, he thought. I just need to carry on like usual, and see what happens with Antony. Surely, everything would go fine. Alexa was stunning, warm, and intelligent. Antony wouldnt be able to help but be mesmerised by her. However, wondering whether or not Alexa would be enchanted with the whole add-a-dick aspect of the meeting had Lorne feeling more than a little queasy. He would just have to trust that all would go well.




Chapter Four







Things were not going well. Antony typically had that sort of nonchalant look about him when meeting a new female possibility, but he was being overly blasé today. When Antony had decided he wanted a woman, his eyebrow would go up, and he would use body language to express interest. Yet, there he was, expressing absolutely no interest. Lorne became even more dismayed when at one point Antony took out his iPhone and started checking emails. That was just rude. Antony hadnt given Alexa a fair chance. This could not be happening.

For her part, Alexa had been just as sweet and charming as Lorne had remembered from their hazy, sex-saturated evening the night before. He was actually quite anxious to grab the cheque, Alexa and Antony, and head back to the penthouse to get things rolling with all three of them. But, judging from Antonys behaviourand the small detail that Alexa had absolutely no idea that their breakfast guest was also supposed to put his cock in herit did not portend well.

Antony stood up abruptly and said, Oh, God, I completely forgot. I have an appointment regarding this new project coming up, I gotta go. He grabbed his leather jacket and turned to Alexa. Very delighted to meet you, Alexa. Sorry I have to run off like this. Ill talk to you later, buddy. 

With that, he nodded to a stunned Lorne, threw some cash down on the outdoor cafe table, and took off down the street.

Lorne shuffled in his seat. I guess he was in a hurry. Well, I suppose I should get going, too. 

Lorne gestured for the cheque, and tried not to make eye contact with Alexa. He hadnt said anything to her about the rest of the day, but with the way things had been going before, he was afraid she was probably feeling confused. Actually, he was a little confused himself. He suddenly needed to get home and talk to Antony, since he knew there was no project. This whole breakfast thing had turned into his worst nightmare.

Alexa didnt say anything, and Lorne was feeling like a complete asshole. She had to be able to sense the sudden change in the air. After hed paid the cheque, he got up and helped her with her coat. She was looking a little flustered and lost. 

I had a lovely time with you, he said with genuine sincerity. She looked up at him hopefully, and that asshole feeling came over him again. He couldnt offer her anything more, not until hed had a chance to talk to Antony. Ill give you a call.

He almost visibly cringed when he said that; it sounded like bullshit even to him. He had no idea if he would ever be calling her again, and for the first time, he felt like he had really used a woman. She had given herself to him with a genuine and open heart, and now he really had no idea if there was any possibility of anything coming of their union.

Thank you for the breakfast, she said, in a seemingly forced jolly tone. I should probably get going as well; I have a lot of errands to do.

Here, let me get you a taxi… Lorne began, but she cut him off.

Oh no, Im fine. I was going to walk a little ways down, I have some shopping to do. Well, see ya around.

She turned abruptly and started walking quickly away, clutching her coat around her. He hadnt even got a chance to kiss her goodbye. He pulled her number out of his coat pocket, the one he had asked for this morning when hed felt everything was going to work out great. He stared at it, wondering if he should even bother keeping it. When he looked up again, Alexa had disappeared.



* * * *



Its your own damn fault, thought Alexa, as she walked as fast as she could, shielding herself with her coat and fighting back public tears. It was amazing how the light of day made the fantastic possibilities of the night seem like so much crap. What had she been thinking? That this masculine hunk who was rich and successful, with A-list actresses wanting to do him, was going to suddenly drop everything and devote all of his time and attention to her? Or ever have anything to do with her again?

Hey, shed got what she was after. Justification for the cost of her bikini wax, and new sexual techniques. Maybe she could go grab one of the boring business guys she always ran into and show him a trick or two. 

Her head was spinning, and the wine headache was not helping. The fact that they had only had about four hours of sleep and her entire bottom half was sore did not clarify her thoughts. The reality that she didnt want to deal with was that she genuinely liked Lorne, and thought he had genuinely liked her. Maybe she was just way too out of the loop to know a true player when she saw one. 

She needed to get home, and get busy on the client files she had taken home for the weekend. In other words, her typical life at her typical apartment. She decided shed better stay as busy as possible, because she knew one thingnot thinking about Lorne was going to be very, very difficult.



* * * *



Lorne, I think youre getting way too worked up over this Alexa thing. 

Antony and Lorne had spent over an hour the day before discussing all of the reasons why Antony was not interested in Alexa. The part Lorne wasnt getting was not that Antony didnt think she was hot, but that he didnt really believe she was the right kind of candidate for the unusual and alternative lifestyle of which they dreamt. This woman had a sensitive, sweet essence to her that Antony apparently didnt think would be able to handle them as a threesome. He felt she would probably want to devote herself to a traditional one-on-one with Lorne, and that was it. Lorne had the nagging feeling that Antony might be worried that he really wanted that scenario with her, so Lorne had been trying his hardest to get Antony to understand that all he wished was for them to give it a go with Alexa, to just try. Lorne came out of the bathroom where hed been showering, rubbing his hair dry with a black Ralph Lauren towel, another one wrapped around his waist. 

Dude. I am not getting worked up. I just really clicked with her, thats all. Not in a hot tumble sort of a waythough she was definitely a hot tumblebut in that Monika way. Like this might be the one weve been looking for.

Antony groaned. I think Monika set us up to believe that it was possible to have that type of loving three together forever thing. But Ive started to doubt that its real. I mean, if you are really clicking with this chick, and Im telling youthere is no way she wants to add another guy to the situationmaybe you should go for her. Without me.

Lorne stopped fussing with his hair and looked at Antony. I knew it, he thought.

Is that what you want, or what you think I want?

I want what weve always had. You know nothing does it for me like watching, and then getting to jump in, doing a girl in all sorts of ways, her getting filled by two cocks. Seriously, Ive been ruined for anything else. But youre also my best friend. If it cant work out for us in that way, then I want you to be happy. I want you to get what you want.

Lorne was floored by this conversation. Antony was not the most bare-your-soul type of guy, and really kept his feelings to himself most of the time. This was a completely unexpected revelation from him. It was also very touching, and Lorne couldnt personally imagine a future without Antony involved in every aspect of his life.

Antony, thats not what I want either. We discussed this in the beginning, and I cant imagine not having you with me. Sure, I was alone with Alexa the other night like I usually am when Im trying a girl out for us, but thats the key. For us. In a weird way, knowing Im getting her ready for us really revs me up. Its like foreplay.

Antony chuckled a little. Yeah, I know what you mean. I like knowing youre out there with this mystery girl, and I wonder what type of dirty things you guys are doing, and the look on her face when we introduce me into the equation the first time. I can jack off to that scenario over and over again.

There was a silence as the two men absorbed what they had just said to one another.

Finally, Lorne spoke. Look. Maybe I just got a little over-infatuated because she wasnt so…

Experienced?

They both laughed aloud, the tension breaking a little between them. 

Yeah. I guess.

Ill tell you what, said Antony. Lets take a week or two off from our nocturnal acrobatics, and see how we feel. Im working on some new arrangements anyway.

Thats actually not a bad idea, agreed Lorne. I need to review a new film Im up for as well. This is probably all a good thing.

Having the film to screen really was a good thing in Lornes mind. Because he knew one thing was for surehe really liked Alexa, and he needed something to get his mind off her.






Chapter Five







Lorne, you are seriously bumming me out, sighed Antony as he stepped out of the shower, dick swinging, and droplets of water still clinging to his muscular, tanned chest.

We just had a really hot piece of ass that wanted us to do all kinds of filthy things to her, and youre moping around like someone pissed in your cereal.

Lorne looked at Antony through the mirrors reflection as he rinsed off his toothbrush and frowned. I cant always be one hundred and fifty per cent, you know. 

It had been three weeks since Lorne had introduced Alexa to Antony, and his worst fears about the possibility of all of them getting together had been realised. Even though he was uncharacteristically down, he understood that Antony had arranged the sex romp theyd just enjoyed to cheer him up. 

Didnt you notice what Leanne said at the end of the evening, you know, after everything that we did to her?

Antony was vigorously towelling off his hair. Uh, that she hoped we would double stuff her again sometime?

No! Lorne was trying his hardest not to sound angry. It was getting difficult for him to control his grouchy behaviour lately, and he was sure it must be getting on Antonys nerves. Im talking about her observation that were so caring and concerned, that we seem more like relationship guys, not party guys. Remember back when Denise said we should find someone to grow old with? Thats what Im talking about.

Lorne shoved his toothbrush back into the holder, and stomped out of the bathroom. Maybe this isnt going to work out with Antony after all. He couldnt picture being without him, but now he could finally admit to himself that he couldnt picture being without Alexa, either. 

Talk to me. Antony had followed him into the bedroom. Its Alexa, isnt it?

Lorne couldnt help but sigh out loud. Yes. But my frustration is that you wont even give it a try. You might be rightshe might be totally wrongbut well never know, will we?

Antony looked down. Lorne was terrified that this might be what finally did their relationship in. Then he looked back up at Lorne and gave him the seductive Antony smile. Then I guess wed better find out for sure, hadnt we?



* * * *



The three weeks since Alexa had been plunged into repeatedly in entirely new ways had been agonisingly long, but what had really stayed with her was how warm and wonderful shed felt as Lorne had held her through the night. Their passion had been astounding, but so had the tenderness. At least, shed thought it had. She now had to realise that shed been a one-night stand after all. 

He had asked for her number that morning before theyd left for breakfast, and she had been almost giddy. She was sure now it had been sleep deprivation and a prevailing hangover that had made her think it was more than it was. Shed sensed things had changed after his friend Antony had arrived. It was like they were sending each other secret signals or something, and Antony had somehow communicated to Lorne that she was a no. It was the oddest impression. She knew it was ridiculous to think that way, but something had definitely shifted.

Regardless, it was obvious after three weeks that he would never call. She was amazed at how depressed and sad that actually made her feel. She thought about being reckless to help get her mind off him. It wasnt fair. He had opened her up to a host of new erotic feelings and desires, then had just disappeared from her life. Since shed given up on Lorne, she left a message for a guy shed dated a couple of times the year before, and thought if he called, she would just invite him over and open the door naked and see what happened.

She almost jumped out of her chair when the phone rang. Her heart was beating so fast, she had to take a moment before she answered. Would she really have the guts to invite that guy over?

Hello, Alexa? This is Lorne.

Now she thought her heart was going to stop. 






Chapter Six







Alexa sat in the nightclub in the corner booth of the VIP section. The theme of the club was very opium den, with stained-glass lanterns lit with glowing candles, floor pillows, incense holders, and all sorts of interesting people lounging about. At the far end there was a jazz band playing by a small dance floor that occasionally featured a couple or two slow-dancing. She took in the scenery while clutching a vodka martini, and tried to absorb what Lorne had just said to her. His friend Antony had said nothing, and she was desperately trying not to look at him, even though she knew he was watching her carefully. No doubt gauging her reaction to what Lorne had just confessed. 

Confessed was maybe the wrong way to put it. He wasnt treating his revelation as though it were something wrong. Not at all. He was actually proposing to her that she not only perform more outrageous sex acts with him, but that his friend Antony be allowed to participate, and that the three of them would be like a couple. Or whatever they would be called. That Antony would not only fuck her this time, but that being with him was also an actual condition of being with Lorne ever again. What a nightmare scenario. When Lorne had finally called, she had been so relieved and thrilled. But now this. Unbelievable.

Please, honey. Tell metell uswhats on your mind. Lorne took Alexas chin gently in his hand and connected his eyes with hers. She could see he was being sincere, that he was genuinely imploring her to consider this bizarre possibility.

I dont know where to begin, she said truthfully. I barely know you, and I really dont know him at all. 

She gave a slight glance in Antonys direction. She was positive he was not interested, and was completely perplexed as to why he was agreeing to this.

There have to be other things youre wondering? said Lorne.

Probably a million. She allowed herself a light laugh. But I think what has me the most confused is what do you, Antony, have to say about all of this? Im usually pretty good at picking up vibes off people, and I dont feel you have any sort of attraction to me. I mean, even if I would ever consider such a thing. Which Im not. But still, Im curious why youre here.

Antony, staying true to form, didnt answer. He stood up and extended his hand to her. 

Will you join me on the dance floor?

Alexa shook her head in wonderment, but slid out of the booth towards him. Why not? she thought. The night couldnt get any weirder. She decided she might as well try to find out as much about what was going on with these two as possible. Especially since her hopes of being with Lorne had been completely dashed. That little thought gave her a twinge. She was afraid she might actually have to fight off tears contemplating. 

She sighed and allowed Antony to lead her by the hand to the dance floor. As the impressively muscular and tall Antony took her into his arms, she was able to look past his shoulder to Lorne, who was sitting in the booth, watching them. She had the oddest flash of a thrill at that. Phew, she thought, Id better stick to one martini. Im getting all jumbled up.

They danced close together in silence to the moody jazz tune for a few minutes before Antony spoke. Youre completely wrong about me not being attracted to you, he said close to her ear, as he lightly brushed his lips against her hair, and she relaxed into his assured embrace. But I would have to ask, are you attracted to me?

She inhaled sharply. Truth be told, how could she not be attracted to him? But it was a purely chemical thing, not like what she felt towards Lorne. Although, she had to admit, it had been nothing but physical at first with Lorne as well. It wasnt until theyd talked at the pub, laughing together and sharing stories, that shed felt the hint of anything more.

I think youre very attractive, she said. But I already have feelings for Lorne, so it feels…wrong, I guess, for me to be feeling that way about two men at once.

Is it wrong because you believe its wrong, or because youre afraid of Lornes feelings? The typical male jealousy and possessiveness over his woman? Lorne and I, as he explained, dont feel that way at all. I should also say it doesnt lessen the intensity of his feelings towards you. Hes been like a lost puppy-dog these last few weeks.

Alexa felt her heart leap at his last comment. But she still couldnt reconcile why Antony had to be involved, and if she would ever be able to consider doing such a thing with the three of them together, and only the three of them together.

So, continued Alexa, You guys really are committed to one another, and also committed to having the same woman together?

Exactly, said Antony, its that simple. And that difficult. We thought we had it one time, but ironically, I now believe she was just playing us. Lorne thinks you could be our perfect third, but I cant picture it. Again, it has nothing to do with your attractiveness, I find you quite delicious. Im just not convinced youd be able to handle this type of lifestyle, and I dont want Lorne to be hurt like he was last time. By the same token, I agreed to this tonight because he has been so miserable over you. So, whaddya say, kitten? Want to give it a go?

He gave her his one arched eyebrow look and twirled her around once, then pulled her back to his solid, muscled chest.

She wasnt sure if it was the martini, or the delicious remark, but she was finding herself actually contemplating it. Lorne wasnt the only one who had been miserable during the last few weeks.

Okay, she said, and Antony came to a complete stop. On one condition, though.

Mmm, said Antony. Conditions. Not my favourite.

Im just saying, this is a big step for me all at once. What if tonight we try it, you know, the three of us, but you just watch. No touching.

Antony started swaying her back and forth a little as he mulled over her demand.

Well… he said, it just so happens that I am quite the voyeur, so I might be okay with that. But lets clarify, shall we?

Like what? Alexa responded suspiciously.

I can touch myself. And I get to see everything in vivid, lurid detail, in close proximity. No under the covers, in the dark type of thing. Agreed?

You only touch yourself?

Just myself.

Alexa took a deep breath. 

Agreed.



* * * *



Alexa pulled her wrap closer around her, as if it might protect her from the uncharacteristic leap she was taking with these two men. No one could argue that either of them wouldnt be the most amazing catch ever, and many women would give up almost anything to be with even one of them. Here they were, both wanting herand she was still questioning everything. Yet, there had been a spark when she and Antony had danced back at the club, so maybe… 

What was she was thinking? She was almost behaving as if she would really do two men at the same time. That was impossible. She had been raised to believe in love between two partners who remained faithful and devoted only to one another. Although, she was very touched by what she saw as an obvious bond between the two men that had nothing to do with sex. There was genuine loyalty and friendship that had been in existence for at least ten years. That was rare. 

This was all so confusing, and the drinks had not helped, either. She probably shouldnt have had that final martini, but she had known she was going to need an extra nudge tonight to allow herself to be naked and vulnerable in front of two men, one who would be watching. An image flashed through her mind of a naked, muscular Antony, his shoulder-length black locks framing his chiselled features, as he looked down on her and Lorne, coupled in the heat of passion, Antonys fingers tightly curled around his…

That was it. She couldnt go through with this. That one quick thought alone had already made her tingle between her legs. She was turning into some sort of wild trollop or something. All it had taken was one night of true passionate abandon, and she was thinking all of these kinky thoughts.

Their limo was pulling up to the front of the building.

Uh, Lorne, Antony, I was thinking…

Yes, angel? Lorne was leaning into her, brushing his full, warm lips against the side of her neck, his hot breath heating her skin and reminding her of their previous union. His musky, masculine smell also took her back to those moments where she had been crying out in ecstasy with a freedom she had never enjoyed with any other lover. She tried to turn away, and met Antonys dark, heavily lashed eyes. They were large and smouldering, and they were drinking both her and Lorne in. How much more sensual would those eyes become if she were exposed, her flesh bare and her body writhing in response to Lornes touch, his mouth, his cock?

Uh, I was thinking I could use another drink.

Lorne chuckled next to her skin, his mouth vibrating and stirring the inner flame already. You can have whatever you want.

They got out of the car, and Alexa tried to ignore the interested stare of the driver as he pulled away. 

Antony was careful to walk close to the two of them as they went through the lobby and into the elevator, but only Lorne held her hand or touched her in any way. Antonys presence felt intimate yet removed at the same time. She really felt the three of them were together, yet Antony was abiding completely to his promise of looking, but not touching. The tease of Antony staying just out of reach was greatly heightening the sexual tension. It was starting to really turn her on. 

When they reached the door, Antony took the liberty of unlocking and opening it, then stepping aside just enough to allow her and Lorne through. Lornes arm encircled her waist and guided her past Antony. Antonys eyes never left them and he didnt say a word, though he was so close that her wrap brushed his arm briefly.

This time, Lorne scooped Alexa into his arms, and carried her straight into the bedroom. He gently laid her across the black satin comforter, with the velvet edging and gold threaded filigree. She felt like a princess on this massive, luxurious bed, and when she turned her head towards the bedroom door, there was Antony, with his eyes trained on her, pulling his silk scarf away and tossing it on the back of the chair, beginning to kick off his shoes and get comfortable. 

Alexa let her wrap fall away, and Lorne leaned over and pulled it from under her. He tossed it on a chaise longue over by his side of the bed, and began to undo the buttons on her long, purple silk blouse, finally tossing it aside as well. He grasped the waistband of her black leggings, and pulled them down, removing her thick, ankle-strapped heels at the same time. She lay on the bed in her purple thong and lace bra set, her favourite one that always made her feel so sexy. Antony was continuing to undress, and Lorne began to join him, one on each side of the bed, staring down at her form as they did so.

What can I get you to drink, sweetheart? said Lorne smiling. She smiled back, with what she hoped conveyed true affection.

I would really love another vodka martini, if you have it.

Ketel One, Stoli or Grey Goose?

Well. She laughed a little, starting to feel a bit less nervous, and becoming charmed by Lorne all over again. 

I would love the Ketel One. She turned as he started to leave, remembering all too well that Antony would be alone here with her, standing in only his silk boxers. 

Make me one, too, he said as Lorne passed him.

You got it, bud.

She was still trying to wrap her brain around this whole arrangement with them. They were both so obviously masculine, and treated each other as such. She caught Antonys eye. He lifted one eyebrow slightly.

Youre still not so sure about all of this, are you?

Her cheeks flushed a little.

I can tell that you and Lorne have an incredible bond. I guess it never occurred to me that this type of situation could happen, or work out really well with two men. You know, like this.

She was stammering, and felt completely out of her realm of understanding. She didnt want to seem like a naïve fool.

It isnt typical, to be sure. There just has to be the right synergy for it to work. Lorne and I discovered it naturally, and I know hes hoping that the same synergy will happen with you so that you can become a part of the three.

But youre not so sure about that.

Antony grinned, not at all condescendingly. I want Lorne and me to be happy, and together. I also want there to be the perfect third to our chord of togetherness. Whether Im sure or not right now is meaningless. You are far from sure. Let it go where it takes you, and then the three of us will find out.

Antony was beginning to really grow on her. His physical attractiveness had never been in question, she just hadnt seen the same glimpse of heart and soul that Lorne had shown so easily. Antony was harder to read and had that darker edge. What he had just said to her, though, made it very easy to understand why Lorne cherished him so closely in his life. It was obvious to her they were both willing to sacrifice their own personal desires and wants in order for the other to be happy. What better testament to true love was there than that?

Lorne re-entered the room with drinks for all of them on a tray. He set them down on the dresser near Antony, and Alexa propped herself up on her elbows. Lorne took the glasses and passed them around. He raised his and said, Let us celebrate the beauty that lies before us. In thanks for her willingness to share her luscious fruits with us.

Hear, hear, said Antony, and winked at her as he drank.

She could feel something changing in her. Something nagging at the corners of her heart. Both of these men, not just Lorne, were the most unusual and glorious male specimens she had ever met. If she did have to choose one over the other, would it really be that easy? And here they were offering… No, it couldnt possibly work. 

She sighed.

Lorne put his glass down. Are you all right, honey?

Yes. Sorry. That was just such an overwhelming toast. That might be too much pressure for a girl.

Lorne came back around the other side of the bed, obviously to leave the view clear for Antony.

He sat down next to her, slipping his briefs off as he did, so that he was completely nude. He was already at half-mast, and he reached over to caress her cheek. 

There is no pressure, just pleasure. I hope to give you as much pleasure as you can handle tonight; that is my promise.

Lorne continued stroking her cheek with the back of his hand, then lowered it to rub her shoulders, caress her chest, and gently massage her breasts, which were still encased in purple lace. Looking into her eyes the entire time, a warm smile played on his lips. As he began to lightly squeeze her tummy, hips and thighs, he leaned in to give her a deep, passionate kiss. She leant back on the bed, allowing her eyes to close and accept his probing tongue into her mouth. His hand slipped to the V between her legs, and rubbed the top of her silky thong that was now dampening.

He broke the kiss, but remained very close. Roll onto your side, facing Antony.

She did as she was told, but was starting to get that feeling again that she couldnt go through with it. When she rolled over, she couldnt help but lock eyes with Antony, who was now sitting on the chair by the door, almost close enough to touch. He was completely nudeand, as she had imaginedhad his enormous, hard shaft gripped in his fist. Antony looked right into her with no hesitation or reprimand. Just intense passion. He mouthed, Youre beautiful, and began to gently and slowly work his hand up and down his thick prick.

While this was all taking place, Lorne had been removing the last of Alexas undergarments and casting them aside. He reached around to massage and work her breasts, catching the nipples and lightly pinching and teasing them. He began to tug a little harder, rubbing his cock that was now fully erect at the small of her back.

Let me know if Im being too rough.

No, baby, keep going.

Alexa saw one side of Antonys mouth turn up a little when she said this. She was getting very wet. Antony would know that she was turned on, but she was starting to feel okay about it. She wanted him to know she was turned on, not just because of what Lorne was doing to her, but because Antony was looking at her while he was stroking himself.

Touch yourself, Lorne huskily whispered to her. Ill take care of your nipples, you take care of your slit, okay my love? Show Antony just what you like when your pussy is wet. Just in case.

The implications of what he had just said were mind-numbing. She had thought she had been turned on with Lorne the other night, but this was even more scintillating than she could ever have imagined.

She let her hand to slip down to her crotch, and bent the knee of her upper leg to allow access, and a much clearer view for Antony. God, she was so vulnerable and open, but it was so erotic and thrilling. Antony kept his eyes on her, focusing on her fingers wiggling in her folds, rubbing her clit, then slipping all four at once into her slick opening while her thumb continued to play with her swollen nub. Back and forth, in and out, she worked herself to both Antony and Lornes delight. Her head fell back into the crook of Lornes neck as he nuzzled her and pulled faster and harder on her sensitive nipples. She began to whimper and pant, getting ready to give herself a good push over the edge.

Lorne grabbed her wrist. Slow down, my love. Lets not give away the end of the story to Antony just yet.

He clasped her hand in his, intertwining their fingers, and bringing them to his lips, kissing her hand delicately.

Mmm, he purred in her ear. This is my happiest day. I have my two favourite people right here with me. Lets show Antony just how hot you really are. Stay on your side.

She felt Lorne move away from her, and she locked eyes with Antony again. He was smiling luxuriously, as if he were the cat who had swallowed the canary. His hand still held on to his cock, but he was no longer stroking it. He was leaning back, relaxed in the velvet chair, his legs lazily spread open while he absent-mindedly teased the tip of his prick. She felt the weight of the bed behind her as Lorne moved in closer again. She heard something tear open and she knew he was getting the condom ready, which meant he would soon be penetrating her while Antony drank in the scene of their lust. Just like she had imagined. How could she get any wetter?

Thats it, baby, said Lorne, but let me lift this leg a little higher.

He took the upper leg she had already brought up and hiked it into the crook of his elbow as he knelt sideways between her legs. He stretched it up further and furtherthank God for the yoga classes, she thoughtuntil he had leant forward enough to hook her leg on his shoulder. She realised, with her leg dangling over his back, he would be able to easily penetrate her sideways, and still be open enough so that Antony wouldnt miss a thing.

Is this okay for you?

She could feel the length of him, warm, velvety and hard against her exposed folds. She needed him to fill her, stretch her wide and move furiously inside her moist opening, while Antony watched and stroked in unison.

Oh yes, she replied. More than okay.

Lorne began to guide himself into Alexa.

Wait! Antony called out. Lorna and Alexa froze. Alexa was so hot, wanted Lorne so bad, wanted Antony there with them, but she still wasnt ready for more. Antony had promised no touching; was he going to ruin their whole juicy, wonderful evening?

I need to be closer, he said. He slipped down onto his knees from the chair and leant forward, one hand still grasping his dick, the other supporting his weight. His face was less than the length of his cock from her exposed cunt, and Lornes throbbing, waiting dick.

Do it, Antony commanded in his husky, all-male voice.

With that, Lorne plunged into Alexa and she was so grateful that she was finally being filled, she grasped the thick shaft with her pussy walls as he moved, teased, and burrowed completely into her.

Lorne leaned further back as he pummelled her and she felt another sensation. It was Antonys hot breath on her clit as he began to openly pant while so close to their urgent coupling and while yanking vigorously at himself. Oh God, she thought, if only he would bury his face into my pussy, or tongue my clit while Lorne was ramming my opening. That would be absolutely beyond belief. The more she thought about it, the more she needed it. Oh, why wouldnt he? There was no way it was because he was too shy.

She looked down at him. He looked up and connected with her eyes and smiled.

Lovely, he mouthed. She realised then that he was honouring his promise to her. No matter how heightened their senses were, or how strong their desires, he would not break that promise. No touching of any kind, tongues included. She would have to change the rules if she was ready for the next step. Oh God, was she ever ready.

As Lorne nibbled her ears, tonguing the inside and keeping an insistent rhythm with his cock, he cupped her breast, and rolled her hard, aching nipple between his thumb and forefinger. 

Alexa looked deep into Antonys eyes and said, Yes. I want you to.

Alexa hoped Antony understood that there was a double meaning in what she said, that she had also meant that she wanted him too.

Antony wedged his way in and caught her engorged clit with his soft lips. His tongue masterfully caressed it, as he lightly sucked and kept rhythm with their fucking. She looked down to see the long, dark tresses of Antonys hair brushing her outer folds, and along Lornes cock as it appeared and disappeared inside her. This was the single most sensual thing she had ever seen. She couldnt believe how intense this moment was; how overwhelming waves of sensation in so many of her most sensitive areas were bringing her alive in a way she had never been before. She openly cried out her pleasure as it built towards an unavoidable climax.

Antony licked aggressively at her clit with solid staying power, while moaning and bringing himself to the edge. Lorne continued his frenzied assault on her pussy and nipples, growling his pleasure as he did. Finally, she could hold back no longer.

Im coming, Im coming…

Lorne grunted, Yes, my love. Take your pleasure. 

He looked down with satisfaction at Antony, so thrilled that the three of them had come together naturally as one like this, without any forced pretensions. As Antony and Lorne locked eyes, they both knew. And now they would come together physically as well.

As all three of the lovers loudly pronounced their fulfilment simultaneously, the roar was like music to Alexas ears. Their bodies relaxed. Antony rested his cheek on Alexas inner thigh and sighed in complete contentment. Lorne carefully unhooked Alexas leg from his shoulder and eased it down to his arm. Alexa laid her head across her arm and caressed the top of Antonys head, while looking sideways at Lorne.

Aaah, declared Lorne aloud, the perfect third.

I do believe he is correct, thought a thoroughly satisfied and happy Alexa. She couldnt wait to try Antony next. Or maybe both at the same time. The possibilities were endless, and intriguing. With complete assuredness she said, Im ready for more. What about the two of you?

Antony raised his eyebrow and turned to look at his two partners. Alexa, you are both a surprise and a delight. Lorne, Im an asshole, and you were right. I shouldnt have been so doubting.

Lorne felt himself misting over a little, but didnt think tears would add anything to the evening. He cleared his throat and said, Apology accepted. And youre not an asshole, just stubborn. But enough talk; our precious lady here is ready for more action, and we need to oblige her.

My pleasure, growled Antony, as he and Lorne moved in to kiss their lovely Alexa.
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Chapter One







I sat staring into the fading orange-to-blue flames as they glowed from the remnants of a massive campfire. It was the final evening of what had been one of the most fun weekends Id ever had with my closest circle of friends. Having just graduated from college, we were all heading into that dreadfully long phase of life called adulthood. I myself was the proud owner of a bachelors degree in science and was preparing to start my first job in a medical laboratory in three weeks.

Planned as a celebration, a last hurrah before we all officially became grown-ups, the weekend had been spent hiking the trails and swimming the lake, with the guys unsuccessfully daring us girls to skinny-dip. Wed played and argued over various board and card games on the ageing picnic tables provided by the campground, and concluded each day in drunken revelry round the campfire. Feeling tired but oddly content, I allowed myself to become lost in my thoughts, surrounded by some of the people I cared for most in this world, while they exchanged stories of what would soon be known as the good old days. I was looking forward to seeing what the future held for us, what the future held for me. Well, for the most part anyway. One particular aspect of my future wasnt looking so good, and Id spent the better part of the weekend trying to convince myself that the time had come to make a very difficult decision. 

Wheres the chocolate at? I need another smore! Marks sudden and loud announcement jarred me from my deep thoughts. He stood up and walked over to the picnic table, knocking over unoccupied fold-up camp chairs and spilling beers in the process. I couldnt help but laugh at the wake of destruction my Hulkish friend had left in his quest for more chocolate.

Dude! Watch where youre going! Damien protested, jumping to his feet after his leg was soaked with beer. These were the only dry jeans I had left here. Damn! 

Not anymore. I smirked at him, and he replied with a middle finger. I waved my metal hot dog roaster at Mark. Hey, Mac-daddy, will you hook me up with a couple more marshmallows? 

He grinned at my years-old nickname for him and brought over the bag, plopping down in the chair next to me. Anything for you, Sexy Lexi. 

You two are twenty-two years old, how much longer are you going to call each other those dumb fucking names? groaned Natalie, Marks girlfriend. Scowling, she stretched her long legs to bring her feet closer to the fire. Though she and Mark were very much an item now and had been for nearly two years, she hated the fact that for four months in eighth grade, Mark and I had been together. Wed broken up, become the best of friends, and, to her chagrin, the pet names Mark and I had called each other through our short-lived romantic relationship had stuck throughout our mostly platonic one. 

Im cold, Mark, she whined. Why dont we go back to our tent and you can warm me up? She looked across the fire at him, running the tip of her tongue along her upper lip seductively.

Mark shoved the entire freshly made smore into his mouth. Hot! Ow, fuck! Hoo, thats hot. Yeah, babe, lets go. Crumbs and chunks flew as he spoke through a mouthful of graham crackery-chocolate-marshmallow goo.

Ugh, attractive, Natalie muttered. Good night, you guys.

Night. Keep it down, huh? The walls here are thin, Damien joked. He tipped his head towards the tent Tasha and I were sharing, where she and Corey had finally fallen blessedly silent. Tasha had drunk half a bottle of Sour Apple Pucker and had become horny as hell, and when shed decided she was ready for bed, Corey hadnt hesitated to accept her invitation to join her. It turned out that Tasha was quite the screamer but, of course, being her roommate, I already knew this. Here in the mostly silent forest, however, through the paper-thin walls of their tent, it had made for a whole new listening experience, and not necessarily a good one.

Mark grinned again. Well try to keep it down, but Im not making any promises. The two love birds disappeared into their tent, leaving Damien and I alone to sit companionably by the fire.

With all of us having been friends since high school or earlier, wed been through so much together over the years. Tasha, Mark, Corey and I had known each other since the fifth grade, becoming close friends during middle school. Damien and Natalie, brother and sister, had moved to town in our junior year of high school and had somehow fallen in sync with our group. Corey and Natalie had hit it off and dated until halfway through senior year, while Damien had spent a lot of time skipping school and smoking weed with his stoner buddy, Parker, at either of their parents homes. I might have been there with them a time or three. Amazingly, when we all took the SAT, Damiens scores had been through the roof and, thanks to the college funds left to him and Natalie by their grandparents, he had been able to join us when we had gone off to college. 

Natalie and Mark had eventually hooked up and, with college over and real life looming, were now looking at getting an apartment together. Tasha and Corey were finally making a move on their connection that had for years been obvious to everyone but them. Damien and I were the odd ones out, and had become pretty tight over the course of our college years as a result. Wed even double-dated occasionally; me with Jarrod, who Id been seeing for a little over a year, and Damien with whomever he was dating that particular week. Id often kidded with him about his inability to retain a girlfriend for longer than a three-week stretch, but hed just flash me those pearly whites and say the ones worth keepin seem to be spoken for; I gotta make do with whats available. Lately, though, Id begun to envy his freedom.

Jarrod had opted not to come on this camping trip. He got along okay with my friends, but had never made a real attempt to get to know them. His attitude towards them, and me, had worsened lately, so I was more than fine with his decision not to come. I could relax and have fun with my friends without having to worry about whether or not Jarrod was having a good time, something I seemed to spend more and more of my time doing these days. 

Hey, are you gonna eat those or are you just giving an offering to the campfire gods?

Damiens voice brought me back to the present just in time to see my swollen, burnt marshmallows burst into flames. I pulled the roasting stick out of the fire and blew them out, then gingerly peeled the charred layer off one and popped it into my mouth. Mmm. It was just right.

Thats disgusting. How can you eat charcoal like that?

Because it is sticky, delicious charcoal, and thats how I like it, I replied as I slid the blackened skin off the other marshmallow. I shoved it in my mouth and then put the roasting stick back in the fire to burn the gooey lumps again. 

Damien shook his head as he reached into his knapsack beside his feet and hauled out a bottle. Want some? He held the bottle out to me.



Mmm, marshmallow and JD, my favourite camping treats. Give me a second, I wanna eat these first.

He nodded, unscrewed the cap, and took a swig straight from the bottle while I carefully slid each of my re-roasted marshmallows off the stake and put them in my mouth. 

Mmm, so good, I moaned with my mouth full, and then began licking the sticky goo from my fingers. I noticed it had suddenly become quiet and I looked up to see Damien staring at me with an odd look on his face. What? I asked self-consciously, my thumb still resting against my lower lip.

He shook his head once. Nothin. You still want some? He held out the bottle again.

Mm-hmm, I said and took the bottle. I knocked back a hearty swig of my own, fighting the whisky grimace. Wow, thatll warm me up, I rasped as I handed back the bottle. Hell, Im still feeling pretty good from Natalies Buttershots.

I dont know how you girls drink that shit; Pucker, Buttershots, its like drinking goddamn syrup, Damien muttered, taking another swig from his bottle.

My phone suddenly buzzed. I pulled it out of my sweatshirt pocket to see it was a text from Jarrod. Try not to be hungover when you come home tomorrow. Dinner with my family. 

Ugh. I was even less of a fan of Jarrods family than he was of my friends. I knew in my heart that I couldnt marry into that brood of pretentious assholes; it was only one more reason Id decided it was time to end things with him. No matter what I said or did, I was never going to be good enough for their precious Jarrod, though he was far from being as perfect as they seemed to think he was. It looked as though we were going to have that talk sooner rather than later, because I certainly had no intention of sitting through one more meal with any of them. 

How do you even have a signal out here anyway? Damien asked.

I shrugged. Im gonna pretend I dont have one, though.

Is it Jarrod? 

I nodded. 

And youre ignoring him because…?

Because I am probably breaking up with him when we get back, I finished. Now that college is over, he wants to take that next stepmove in together. Hes mentioned marriage, and… I trailed off, not sure how to word it.

And you dont want that with him, he finished for me.

Pretty much. I sighed and reached for the bottle. Damien handed it back and I took a sizeable swallow. 

Easy, girl! I dont want you puking all over my tent tonight. Damien chuckled. Since Corey was now occupying my tent with Tasha, who had been courteous enough to deposit my duffle bag outside its door before the two of them had got busy, I was going to take Coreys place in Damien and Parkers tent. 

Parker had decided at the last minute to come along for this trip. He hadnt come to college with us, instead opting for vocational school and getting hired by a construction business to do drywall. Ruggedly handsome in a stoner surfer kind of way, he was actually a pretty cool guy to hang out with, though he was a bit of a shameless flirt at times with his ability to turn just about anything into a sexual innuendo. He also had been zonked out in the tent since eight oclock after hed polished off nearly half a tray of the special brownies Damien had made for the trip.

I cant say Im surprised. About you and Jarrod, he clarified. You havent been happy with him for a while. I wondered how much longer you were going to put up with his bullshit. Hes kind of a dick. Damien certainly was not Jarrods biggest fan, but he tolerated him for me. 

Kind of? I asked sarcastically, taking another, smaller sip from Damiens bottle before I continued. He didnt use to be. I dont know what his fucking deal has been lately; I just know Im over it. Youre right, though, Ive let it go on too long.

We sat quietly for a couple more minutes before Damien spoke again. A lot of stuff is changing now that were done with school, huh? Something about the tone of his voice made me look at him, though he was watching the glowing, dwindling embers of the campfire. 

Yeah, I guess it is. The night was cooling and my body shivered despite the booze and our proximity to the fire. It didnt escape Damiens attention.

Want me to put some more wood on the fire?

No, unless you plan on staying up longer; I think Im gonna turn in. I stood and stretched, then shivered again. 

I walked over to Tashas tent, picked up my duffle bag and then went to Damiens tent, unzipped the door, and poked my head inside. Parker was snoring softly in a lump off to one side. I crept in and, taking a closer look at Parker to make sure he was asleep, I peeled off my jeans and pulled on my sweatpants. Then I shimmied out of my bra from under my shirt, tucked it in my bag, and went to crawl into Coreys sleeping bag. The zipper was stuck. Fuck. 

I was still fighting with it when Damien entered the tent. Problem?

Yes! The goddamn zippers stuck.

He took the bag from me and tried for a couple of minutes to get the zipper to budge, but no dice. I sighed. Whatever, Ill make it work somehow. I began to wriggle my way down into the bag through the snug opening.

Damien shrugged. Up to you. Youre welcome to snuggle in with me if you want, he offered with a grin as he peeled off his shirt. Then he unbuttoned his jeans and slid them down, revealing his boxer-briefs. Backlit by the dimming glow from the fire outside the tent, he cast an impressive figure, and a rather sexy one at that. 

Realising Id stared a second too long, I whipped my face to the side. Jesus, Damien! Warn a girl first! I exclaimed in a lame attempt to cover my staring.

He snorted. Its not like Im naked. Youve seen me in shorts a hundred times, how is this different?

How indeed. I dont know. Its…your underwear. Youve seen me in my swimsuit, but Im not going to strip down to my panties in front of you.

And thats a damn shame, he replied, plopping down next to me on his sleeping bag. The light was dim, but I could see the smirk on his face. In the close quarters of the tent, the atmosphere between us was changing rapidly.

Can you two assholes keep it down? Parker groused from the corner.

Damien reached across me and slapped the lap of Parkers sleeping bag, a quick rap of his knuckles with the back of his hand. Ow! What the fuck, dickhead? Parker sat up, clutching his jewels as I snuggled down into Coreys bag, giggling.

Watch who youre calling an asshole, Damien grumbled.

Fuck you, you are an asshole, smacking me on the dick like that.

Damien ignored Parker, stretching out on his sleeping bag to face me. Now, before we were so rudely interrupted, I believe you were talking about stripping down to your underwear.

Aaaand Im up, Parker said as he rolled onto his side and propped his head on one hand, suddenly taking more interest in our conversation.

Uh, no, I most certainly was not! Like I was going to strip down in front of these two horny jokers. Right.

Chicken? Damien goaded, raising an eyebrow at me in challenge.

Seriously, Damien. What are we, sixteen years old and playing Truth or Dare, or something? Come on.

Sure. Lets play Truth or Dare. 

I stared at him, and though his grin became wider, it was not in jest. Youre serious. He nodded, raising an eyebrow in challenge. Whatever, I said, flopping onto my back.

Cmon, Alexis. Its too early to go to sleep yet. Humour me. You can even go first.

I turned back on to my side, propping my head on my hand. Really?

Oh, this I gotta see. Parker sat up and scooted even closer to us.

You can play too, Parker. Okay, go Lexi. 

I cant believe Im agreeing to this, I said, thinking about where to start. Okay. Truth or dare?

Truth, Damien chose.

How old were you when you lost your virginity? I was pretty sure that his virginity had been long gone by the time wed met in high school; it was just one of those things that had never come up.

Fourteen.

Wow. Fourteen? Really?

Yeah, really. 

My curiosity was piqued. With?

He chuckled. Save that for your next turn; you can use it for a Truth challenge. Now its your turn. Truth or dare?

Truth, I replied. I hoped he wouldnt ask anything too outrageous.

Who was your first? 

I rolled my eyes, knowing Id totally set myself up for that one and then hesitated, not really wanting to divulge the secret Id held for so many years, considering our current friendship. But hell, we were all adults now, well beyond the confines and scrutiny of high school. Mark. I cringed, awaiting the reaction. Until now, only Mark and I were privy to this information.

What! both guys exclaimed in shock. I shushed them, not wanting to wake or disturb the others in the tents around us. Didnt you guys date in junior high? Damien continued. And youre giving me flack for losing it at fourteen!

It wasnt while we dated in eighth grade! I protested indignantly. It was during the summer before junior year. We hung out with Tasha and Corey most of the time during the weekdays; our folks worked all day and left us up to our own devices. Most of the time we just watched TV or played video games, like friends do, and then one day…Tasha was away at her grandmothers and Corey went with his family on a vacation, so it was just me and Mark. Watching a movie turned into wrestling somehow, and that turned into fooling around, which turned into…well, you know. It was just one of those things that just sort of happened, and after it did we agreed that, while we had no regrets, we werent ever going to talk about it and it never happened again.

That bad, huh? Parker asked with a snort.

Well, not that anyone has phenomenal sex at fifteen, but it wasnt horrible either. And since it was with one of my best friends, who I love very much, I couldve done worse for a first experience. Like I said, it was just one of those things. And it stays in this tent, do you two understand me? If Natalie was a bitch to me now, God help me if she were to find out about that.

They nodded. Okay, I continued, letting out a breath I was unaware Id been holding. Parker, truth or dare?

Dare. Parker grinned.

Hmm. I dare you to…suck on my toes. Id been wearing flip-flops in the woods for the last two days, my toes werent pretty.

Gimme a foot, he said without missing a beat.

I slid my foot out of the sleeping bag and held it out to Parker. Feeling some apprehension, I felt sorry for him and began to warn him, I visited the camp shower, but I cant promise they

Shh. Parker took my foot into his hand. Dont make this harder than it needs to be. He pulled my foot closer to his mouth and then traced across the pads of my toes with the tip of his tongue. The light outside the tent was dimming as the fire waned, but had it been brighter, I was sure I wouldve been able to see a mischievous twinkle in his eye as he took my second toe into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it before sucking it. I gasped in shock at the unexpectedly intense erotic sensation. He smirked at me around my toe, released it, and then swirled his tongue around my middle one before enveloping it in his mouth and sucking it too. 

The sensation brought about a tingling in my core that I hadnt anticipated. Wow. Okay, you made good on that dare. Um, thanks Parker. The words fled my mouth in a nervous rush and Parker chuckled as he released my foot. Okay, so whose turn is it?

I believe its mine, Damien replied. His voice sounded huskier than before.

Parker spoke up before I had the chance. Truth or dare, dickhead.

From you? Truth, Damien snorted.

Oh, you silly douche bag, you really think thats the safe option? Now tell the truth. Have you ever jerked it while thinking about Alexis?

Whoa! Wait, wait, wait, whoa. What the fuck kind of question is that? I screeched, and then turned to Damien. Dont answer that!

Did you really think I was going to say yes? Damien asked, sounding more than a little amused. I was immediately embarrassed. 

Um, well, no, not necessarily. I just…uh, dont need to know who you think about when you…if you…you know.

Well, what if the answer was yes? There was no teasing in his voice now. His voice was gentle and seemed to have dropped an octave.

My face was on fire, and I was extremely grateful that it was too dark for the guys to see it. Oh! Um. Well, I…dont know. Id say thanks? My tone ended as though I were asking him a question.

He chuckled. Youre hot, Sexy Lexi, he said, borrowing Marks nickname for me. As you know, I dig brunettes. Youve got gorgeous eyes and a head of hair thats just the perfect length to be wrapped around a guys hand. And your ass…

Okay, okay! I interrupted. This was going down a dangerous road. I get the picture! But I wasnt sure if this was meant as a confirmation that he did or not. Not sure why I felt I needed to know, I mentally kicked myself as I asked for clarification. So does that mean you have? I asked in a small voice, and then kicked Parker, who was snickering at my obvious discomfort.

Yeah. I have. I couldnt see him well, but I could feel his stare. I swallowed, gulping hard as my heart started to pound. With this revelation, the toe-sucking, and all the alcohol from earlier, I was becoming more sprung by the minute, and I was sure that was not a good thing.

Uh, okay then. Um, thanks, I think. Okay, Parker, your turn. Truth or dare? Id stolen Damiens turn, but I was afraid of what was going to come out of these boys mouths next. I prayed Parker would choose dare. 

Dare. What would you like me to suck on next, sweet thing? What are these guys trying to do to me? 

I laughed nervously. Um, ha, yeah, not this time, Parker, but thanks. I dare you to go out of the tent, drop your pants, and do a lap around our campsite. It wasnt much, but it was all I could think of at the last moment.

Piece of cake, Parker replied. He stood and unbuttoned his pants.

No! Out there! I squealed.

Whatever you say. He unzipped the tent door and finished pulling down his pants. I gasped. Holy shit, he goes commando! I covered my eyes, still peeking through my fingers to see him and his bare, muscular ass strolling through the campsite, past the other tents, and then casually stopping by the cooler to grab a beer. I heard him crack it open and then flinched when I suddenly felt hot lips next to my ear.

I thought hed never leave. I felt the feather-soft graze of teeth on my earlobe. Fuck. Me.

I turned around to ask Damien what the hell he thought he was doing, but his mouth was on mine before the words could come out. He cupped my face and kissed me forcefully, then backed off, his tongue tracing my lips, which opened as though of their own accord. A soft moan escaped me while his tongue explored my mouth, stroking the sides of my tongue sensually, before drawing it into his own and sucking gently.

He drew back to allow a breath between us, and I couldnt hold back the question. What are we doing, Damien?

Shh, he whispered against my mouth. Dont over-think it, darlin. Just feel. 

Oddly, it was all the persuasion that I needed. Turning off the logic function in my brain, I proceeded to do just that. He kissed me again with more fervour and I relaxed into his kiss. Slowly I reclined until my head was on my pillow, giving as much as receiving in his kiss. I was startled again to suddenly feel a warm set of lips gently caressing my toes. Mmph! I cried in surprise. I hadnt even heard Parker return. Wha? I started to protest but was shushed again by Damiens kiss. Dont think. Just feel, he repeated in a whisper.

I relented as his lips began to leave a searing trail down my jaw to my neck. Parker continued his sensual attack on my toes and I moaned again. Trying not to acknowledge what was about to happen, I allowed myself to give in to the moment, relinquishing all self-control with a sigh.

Parker took this as his cue to gently tug my sweats down while Damiens hand slipped under my shirt. I gasped at the sensation of his warm, strong hands palming my breast, his callused fingers gently rolling my nipples. He sat up suddenly and, with a quick tug at my hem, my shirt was up and over my head. He bent his head over me and took one of my hard, straining peaks into his mouth. 

I clutched his head, threading my fingers though his wavy, dirty-blond locks and as I arched my back in ecstasy, Parkers lips and hands made their ascent up my body. He bypassed the most sensitive area of my body, only pausing to leave a brief kiss on my hip before his mouth was on my neck, gently nipping and sucking at the soft flesh. 

You both… I began, my voice little more than a gasp. You feel incredible…

They quietly chuckled, and as Damien continued creating the most wonderful sensations upon my breasts with his fingers, lips, and tongue, Parker trailed his hand back down my body, grazing the side of my breast and stomach, which trembled at his passing. He lightly stroked a finger at my opening, now moist with desire, then slid it through my folds to tease my sensitive clit. I cried out and Parkers mouth was on mine as he slid one, then two fingers inside me. Parker! My cry was muffled by his lips. Oh, God! 

He groaned into my mouth, his tongue dancing with mine.

I heard movement and opened an eye to see Damien sitting up on his knees, watching as Parker pumped his fingers in and out of me, trailing his lips down my neck, my head thrown back in pleasure. In the dark shadows, I could see his silhouette as he stroked himself. Beautiful, he murmured. 

Come here, I whispered. He knelt beside my head and I took his hardness into my hand. Parker moved down my body out of the way and soon replaced his fingers with his tongue. I sat up on my elbow and slid my mouth down over Damiens length. The inside of the tent became a cacophony of groans and hisses as Parker pleasured me and in turn I pleasured Damien. Parker sucked at my clit and he slid his fingers back inside my dripping cunt. Before long my inner muscles began to clamp around them. Thats right, sugar, come for me, he murmured as I fell hard off the edge. 

Damien pulled his cock from my mouth, bending his head to capture my lips with his once again. Fuck, Lexi, he groaned. Nothing I ever could have imagined could compare to this right now.

As I came down from my high, he reached into his jeans and pulled out his wallet, fishing out a condom, passing one to Parker. Safety first, he smirked, and I appreciated that, even in this moment of reckless abandon, he had the sense to insist upon the proper precautions. 

Allow me, I said, taking it from him. Lie down. 

He did as I said and, holding the condom in my mouth, I slowly slid it down his impressive cock as far as my throat could take it, using my hand to unroll it the rest of the way. 

Nice, he said with a contented sigh. I then positioned myself so that I was straddling him and slid down on his length, letting out my own sigh of pleasure at having my aching void filled at last. I moved up and down on him slowly and then, remembering Parker, looked over my shoulder to see him on his knees behind me, the condom already in place. He was squeezing something from a small bottle into his hand.

Is that…? I began.



Lube, he confirmed. At my perplexed silence and Damiens chuckle, Parker continued. Its kind of like duct tape. Always have some handy, cause you never know when youre gonna need it. Now lean forward and relax.

I leaned over Damien, capturing his lips with mine, slowing my movement when I felt Parker pressing against my other entrance. He began to push in and I tensed. Relax, he repeated in a soothing, albeit strained, tone of voice. I rested my forehead on Damiens chest as I willed my body to relax and accommodate this intrusion. It wasnt the first time Id been taken anally, but it was certainly the first time itd happened with my pussy already occupied. Parker drew back a little before thrusting forward again, seating himself within the tight space. I lifted my head and exhaled, all movement stopping for a moment while my body adjusted to having them both inside me. Parker kissed my neck and shoulders, murmuring how warm and tight I felt. Damien lavished kisses on my mouth and throat. I rolled my hips once as a test and then Damien gripped them as he bucked up gently, causing me to moan. I was ready. 

After a few strokes we found our rhythm and I was soon in a state of euphoria unlike anything Id ever experienced. When my muscles began to tense once again, my boys were ready for me, their thrusts hitting all the right places and pressing me forward to my release. With Damien tightly holding my waist, and Parker gripping my shoulders, we met our release together, our voices filling the night air. I collapsed onto Damiens chest and Parker fell beside us as we all panted and gasped for air.

That was amazing, I rasped. 

Damien nodded. Youre incredible, he whispered. 

I knew then that breaking up with Jarrod was going to be the right thing to do, because Id never experienced anything like this, regardless of Parkers participation. There was something more here, something I found myself wanting to explore further.

Parkers voice interrupted my thoughts. How about you guys, did you enjoy the show?

I sat my head up and looked at Parker. What the fuck are you talking about?

He pointed towards the doorway of the tent, which he apparently had neglected to zip up on his return from his naked stroll. Standing next to the picnic table, with a perfect view of the inside of our tent, were Corey, Tasha, Mark and Natalie, clutching their blankets around them, their expressions aghast.

Parker addressed them, gesturing to Damien and me. These two play one wicked game of Truth or Dare. I think Alexis won.






Chapter Two







Breakfast was more than a little awkward the following morning. I found myself seated between Damien and Parker as I studied my paper plate while nibbling on a piece of bacon. Both men were touching me in some way as they ateDamien had his left hand on my thigh, stroking absently with his thumb, while Parker had slid a foot between my legs and was occasionally stroking and moving his foot up and down my lower calf and ankle. It wasnt unpleasant. But our friends reaction to our antics was varied and somewhat uncomfortable. Natalie was giving me the cold shoulderwhatever, fuck that bitch at this point in the gamewhile Mark seemed amused by the entire situation. Tasha and Corey had hinted towards wanting to join in the next time. Yikes. 

What I had done with Damien and Parker the night before was extremely uncharacteristic, but I couldnt say I had any regrets. It had been an amazing experience, and though I was saddlesore, I felt it had been totally worth it. I was pretty sure, however, that I did not intend to add having an orgy with my lifelong friends to my apparent list of crazy deeds I accomplished after college graduation. Tasha and Corey would just have to understand.

We began to break down camp once wed finished eating. Wed come in three vehicles, me with Corey and Tasha in Coreys crew-cab pickup, Natalie and Mark in Natalies Land Cruiser, and Damien and Parker in Damiens Super Duty. We began to make piles according to what items were leaving with whom. Tasha happened to pick up my duffle bag and take it over to Coreys pickup; Damien saw this, walked over to the pickup, retrieved my bag and carried it to his truck. 

Uh, Damien? What are you doing with my bag?

He opened the rear passenger door and set it inside. Loading it in the truck, Lex. What does it look like Im doing? His expression was innocent, but he had a firm set to his lips that discouraged argument.

But I rode here with Corey and Tasha.

Thats great, but youre riding back with me and Parker.

I opened and closed my mouth a few times, probably causing me to look like one of my mothers koi fish before I found my words. And you took it upon yourself to decide this why?

He and his loser friend want to do another double-team on you, Alexis. Id think thatd be pretty obvious, even to you, Natalie sneered. I felt my face flush instantaneously while Tasha and Corey gasped.

Nat! Mark admonished. What the fuck?

Im only saying what everyone else is thinking, Mark! I mean, I know you two had your little puppy love back in eighth grade, but come on. Could she be even more of a slut? Im surprised she didnt put out for you too!

My eyes met Marks for only the briefest of moments and I heard Parker try to cover his chuckle with a cough. Natalie didnt miss any of it. Oh, you have got to be joking. Eighth grade? Really, Mark? God, Alexis, you are a whore.

I threw down the mat I was rolling and stormed over to Natalie. Fuck you, Natalie, you dont know what the fuck youre talking about!

Seems like Coreys the only guy here you havent banged, Sexy Lexi, Natalie mocked. Tasha, can she borrow your boyfriend for a minute?

Before I knew what I was doing, Id crossed the six feet separating us and slapped the shit out of her. Bitch! Before she could recover, I shoved her, causing her to land hard on her ass. I made a move to lunge onto her when I felt a hand on my shoulder gently pulling me back. 

I think she gets the point, sweetheart. Sis, if you dont want Lexi to finish whipping your ass, I suggest you apologise. Damiens voice was calm, but the look in his eyes was like cold steel. And I dont ever want to hear you speaking of or to her in that way again. You dont know half the shit you think you do.

Like hell Ill apologise! she sputtered. She hit me! I should have her whore ass arrested for assault!

I didnt see anything. Marks words both surprised me and reminded me why hed been my best friend all these years. I knew he loved Natalie, yet he hadnt hesitated to defend me. 

Neither did I, Tasha agreed. Me either, Corey added with a shrug. 

I fucking loved my friends.

But Mark wasnt done yet. Oh, and Natalie? It wasnt eighth grade; it was the summer before our junior year in high school, before we met you and Damien. We were each others firsts and I have no regrets over losing my virginity to my best friend. Do you, Lexi? 

I met his eyes, blinking back tears as I shook my head. No, Mark. I dont.

Good. Now, Natalie? Get your ass in the car. I think youve done enough damage today. 

It was Natalies turn to gape. It was rare that Mark stood up to her, let alone spoke to her in such a manner. She sat on the ground, and briefly struggled to formulate a response, before getting up, dusting herself off, and stomping over to her car. Find your own ride home, Mark.

She started the engine and quickly peeled off, throwing back dirt and rocks in her wake. Fuck, Mark muttered. Corey, can you guys give me a lift back?

Only if you tell us exactly when the fuck this happened and why were just now finding out about this, Tasha spouted incredulously. She stared at me like Id suddenly grown two heads. Seriously, Lex, were supposed to be best friends!

I sighed, sinking down to sit on my rolled sleeping bag. This is precisely why we didnt talk about it, everyones flipping out. It was no one elses business but mine and Marks and we chose to keep it between us. You guys would never have known unless… I trailed off as I met Marks eyes. Im sorry, Mark. Natalie guessed, but I did tell Damien and Parker last night while we were playing Truth or Dare, which eventually led to…what you all witnessed. I tried but failed to keep the shame out of my voice. 

Mark shrugged. Dont worry about it, Lex. Were all adults now, in theory, he added bitterly, obviously referring to Natalie. No harm in that secret being out in the open now. I stood up and hugged him, before turning back to address Damien. Tasha, Corey and Mark went to finish loading their things to give us a little privacy. Apparently, wed over-shared enough for the day.

Now whats this with me riding back with you two? Because you need to know what happened last night was a one-time only deal. If you guys are looking for… Damien held up his hand and I fell silent.

Nope, thats not why. I just want you with me. I think we have some stuff we need to discuss.

I tensed. Youre not going to tell me you have some kind of STD or something, are you?

He chuckled. No, sweetheart. Im clean and we were safe. But I believe you were saying something last night about breaking up with Jarrod?

I groaned, clasping my hands over my eyes. This was quickly becoming the longest day ever. God. Yes, I have that pleasant business ahead of me too. What an awesome way to end this little vacation. But what does that have to do with you?

Lets talk on the way home, okay? Damien suddenly looked nervous, toeing the ground with his hiking boot.

Damien, I agree we need to talk, but I really want to handle this shit with Jarrod first. Let me talk to him and then Ill call you and maybe come by after, okay? I didnt want to end up distracted by Damien and Parker before talking to Jarrod. I took my bag from him and carried it back to Coreys truck.

Damien sighed. Fair enough.































Chapter Three







After wed dropped Mark off, Corey brought Tasha and me back to the apartment we shared. Thankfully, everyone had quit grilling me for details by the time we got there, having got the message that I really, really didnt want to talk about it. 

Mark, of course, was the most understanding of my predicament. You know Im here for you if you need me, okay? hed asked me as hed exited the truck. At my nod, hed kissed my cheek and gone inside to face the music with Natalie.

Corey and Tasha stayed at the apartment only long enough for Tasha to dump her bags in her room and grab a change of clothing in an overnight bag to take to Coreys house. Im cutting you slack and giving you your privacy now, she said. But there will be an inquisition at some point, so be ready for it.

Once I had the apartment to myself, I took a blessedly long shower, draining the hot water tank, noting the light bruises that strong hands had left on my hips and shoulders. I wouldnt deny that my experience had been amazing, because it had. I just wasnt so sure where that left me with Damien, let alone Parker. Id had a very casual friendship with the two up to this point, occasionally sleeping over at the apartment they shared when Tasha needed privacy in our place, or after fighting with Jarrod, which had been happening more frequently. Theyd console me with bad comedies and alcohol and Id crash on the couch or even in one of their bedsfully clothed, of courseand neither had ever made a move on me. Sometimes theyd call me to come hang out for the night just because they were bored and had nothing going on. Well, I wasnt so sure those sleepovers were going to be happening anymore after all this.

I got out of the shower and heard my phone ringing. Hurriedly wrapping my hair in a towel and tying on my terry robe, I ran into my bedroom to answer.

Welcome back, Lex.

Hey, Jarrod.

Whats the matter? Youre not hungover, are you? I fucking told you…

I scowled into the phone. Simmer down, Jarrod, Im not hungover, just tired. Its been a long weekend.

Hmph. Well, Ill be there in an hour; I thought you and I could spend a little quality time together before going to Moms.

May as well get it over with then. Uh, sure. Thatll be fine. I just got out of the shower.

Oh, did you now? Send me a picture. I could hear the lecherous grin in his voice. Wasnt gonna happen.

Sorry, Im dressed now, I lied. Ill see you in an hour, okay?

Sure thing. I love you.

Mm-hmm, me too. Bye. I hung up hurriedly, feeling Id just flashed a neon Im breaking up with you! sign through the phone somehow. My battery was low, so I plugged my phone into the charger on my night stand.

As I combed out my hair, I noticed a little love bite just below and back from my earlobe. Looks like Ill be leaving my hair down, I thought to myself, and plugged in my hair dryer to dry it. I dressed simply in a pair of slim-cut cargo pants and a long-sleeved thermal with a T-shirt layered over it, putting on only minimal makeup. I had a hunch tears would be involved in the upcoming conversation.

I just didnt know how many. 

When Jarrod arrived he didnt bother to knock, opting instead to let himself in then slam the door shut behind him. I jumped, feeling the adrenaline course through me in my shock. Jarrod! Hey. Um, whats going on?

Maybe you should fucking tell me whats going on, Alexis. I received a very interesting text from Mark on the way here. Wanna tell me what happened last night? When you were ignoring my texts?

Now why the fuck would he have told himoh, Natalie, that fucking bitch. But how had she got Jarrods number? He wasnt exactly forthcoming with my friends. Wow, okay, slow down, Jarrod, I began, deciding to play dumb at first and find out exactly what information hed received and from whom. You received a text from…? I paused, waiting for him to fill in the blank.

Your buddy, Mark. He decided to do me the favour of letting me know that next time youre down for a three-way we should give him a shout. Oh, and that its a miracle that youre not walking bowlegged today. Wanna fill me in on what the fuck thats supposed to mean?

I sighed, running my hand back through my hair in frustration. That wasnt Mark; Natalie must have used his phone. I heard him gasp and, remembering the mark on my neck, I let my hair fall from my hand. God, Im so stupid! He reached over and yanked my hair back from my neck, gripping it hard enough to hurt. Ow! Jarrod, that hurts!

Nice fucking hickey, Lex! I dont care who the fuck sent me the text, I know you didnt get that mark from me! He shouted, shoving me back with one hand, pushing me towards the wall. So, who were the lucky participants, huh? Im guessing Mark, if Natalie was mad enough to rat you out. Who else? Corey? Damien? All of the above? 

Can we just sit and talk about this? Youre scaring me, Jarrod. 

No, we cant sit down. Start talking and it had better be the truth. You owe me that much. He crossed his large, tanned arms and stared at me menacingly. He was already mad; it was time to rip off the Band-Aid.

Fuck, Jarrod, it wasnt supposed to go down like this. You want honesty? Fine. I was planning on breaking up with you today anyway. And yes, something happened last night that I didnt plan. Im sorry that it came at the price of hurting you.

His face went through myriad expressions before settling on disgust. Youre sorry. Youre sorry? Well, that makes everything better, doesnt it? Are you fucking kidding me? And you were planning on breaking up with me today anyway? What the fuck?

This, I said, gesturing between him and me, this is not how I want to spend my life. Were so differentyou dont like my friends, your family hates meshit, we fight all the time… Im done. College is over and its time to focus on being adults and getting a job and…

So, what I think doesnt matter? I loved you, Lexi! I thought you were the one! But apparently one isnt enough for you, is it? he spat. Harsh.

I think were done here, Jarrod. You should go now.

Jarrod was incredulous. Youre not even trying to deny it! You slut! 

For some reason that word started the water works for me, possibly because I thought it was accurate. What kind of person has sex with two of her male friends? At the same time? He blurred before me as my eyes filled with tears. Why should I deny whats true? I think weve said everything we needed to say to each other. Please, Jarrod. Just go.

Sure, yeah, Jarrod sneered. Ill just go to my Moms for dinner now and when she asks where you are, Ill be sure and let her know precisely.

Argh! I screamed through my tears in frustration. You know, thats just like you to do something like that, Jarrod. You know what? Go tell your mommy, you tell her fucking everything anyway. Honestly, the whole miserable lot of you can just fuck right off! My days of being judged by them, and by you, are over! Now get out!

Jarrod reached out and grabbed me by the throat, giving me a hard shake. Dont you ever talk about my family that way! he seethed. You fucking whore! Youre trash! Who the fuck do you think you are? He squeezed my throat a little with each shake to emphasise each horrible word that came out of his mouth.

Let her go. Jarrod and I froze to see Damien and Parker standing in my doorway, looking mad as hell.

Huh, Jarrod snorted with an evil smirk. I guess I can figure out who her partners in crime were last night. He released me and shoved me towards the other two, hard enough to make me trip and fall on my knees, gasping for air in front of them. Take her, shes all yours. Shes even in the ready position for you.

Parker helped me to my feet just as Damien crossed the room in a few quick steps and caught Jarrod in the jaw with a wicked right hook. Jarrod fell to the ground and received a few kicks in the stomach and ribcage from both Damien and Parker, before they hauled him to his feet and gave him the bums rush towards the door. You stay the fuck away from her, do you understand? Parker gritted. Or next time we put you in the fucking hospital. He shoved Jarrod out of the door and slammed it shut.

I dropped to the couch and began to sob, pulling my legs up to curl myself into the smallest, most insignificant ball of pathetic I could manage. Almost immediately I had a strong set of arms wrapped around me, and felt a hand rubbing and patting my back soothingly. H-h-how did you know…? Why are you here?

Mark, Damien explained. He saw the text message Natalie sent to Jarrod. He tried to call you to warn you, so did we, but you didnt answer. So we just came over. Im glad we got here when we did; has he always been that rough with you? 

I shrugged, too ashamed to look either of them in the eye. Hes never been that rough before. He was pretty pissed, I guess with good reason, considering…

You hush with that now, Parker said, squatting down to my eye level. I dont care how angry a man gets, its never a free pass to rough a woman up.

I couldnt hold back the tears any longer. My chest heaved as I lowered my head to my knees and sobbed. 

Do you…do you want us to leave? Damien asked hesitantly.

No, I rasped. I really dont want to be alone right now, please stay. If you dont mind, that is. 

Parker got up from where he knelt before me to sit beside me on the couch, pulling me over to his lap. He wrapped his arms around me and hugged me close to his warm, firm chest, pressing a tender kiss on top of my head. Were here for you, sugar. Now go ahead and get it out of your system.

I clung to him and allowed the tears to flow for a few more minutes. I felt Damien sit down beside us and resume rubbing my back, whispering soothing words to comfort me. When the tears had finally subsided and I was reduced to just snuffling hiccups, I sat up to face the two gorgeous men who had suddenly become so much dearer to me. 

Thank you, I whispered. I really dont know where things go from here, but I just want to say thanks for being here for me, with me, this afternoon.

Parker kissed my lips softly. Why dont you go get cleaned up and well all go get something to eat?

I looked at the clock and was surprised to see it was nearly seven. Okay. Sure, give me twenty minutes?

I went to my bathroom and cringed at my blotchy, swollen face. What a horrid mess I was, and these men still wanted to take me to dinner. The notion struck me as I washed my face in the sinkwas this a date? No, it couldnt be. It was merely three friends going to get some dinner. Something wed done a hundred times before. Just because Id slept with them wasnt going to change that, was it? Theyd been two of my best friends for years now. Our relationship wasnt exactly like that of siblings, but nothing had ever gone beyond harmless flirting until last night. My stomach knotted at the thought that our careless action couldve possibly ruined a great friendship.

I brushed on some foundation and made quick work of putting on some eyeliner and mascara. With a hint of blush and a quick swipe of lip gloss, I deemed my face to be once again suitable to be in public, and then pulled my hair back in a messy ponytail. Didnt matter who saw my hickey now, and with the red marks Jarrods angry hands had left on my throat, I was looking especially trashy. Whatever. I resolved to have a good time with my boys tonight, just like old times. We could get beyond last night. We had to.













































Chapter Four







We ended up at one of our favourite bar and grills, and I was thankful to see none of our other friends there. I wouldnt have been able to face the eager curiosity in their eyes tonight. We sat in the corner at a round table with a curved, bench-style booth, me situated between the two men. I passed on my usual rum and diet and opted instead for beer, as did Parker and Damien, and we soon had burgers and fries on order.

Feeling better? Damien asked, looking at me over the rim of his glass before taking a drink. 

I nodded. Much. I know I was going to end it with Jarrod anyway, I just hate that it had to go down like that. And for real, I know shes your sister and all, but Im gonna punch Natalie in the face for that stunt the next time I see that fucking bitch.

Parker chuckled. And theres the Lexi we know and love. I was sipping my beer and choked on it a little when I heard him say love. It shouldnt have affected me like thatI had told them both on numerous occasions that I loved them, and they had done the same. Why should it feel different now?

As though he had picked up on my train of thought, I felt Damiens hand on my knee, stroking it comfortingly. We do, you know, he said softly, his tone suddenly too serious. I didnt look at him, I was afraid of what Id see in his eyes. Alexis. Look at me sweetheart, please?

Refusing to meet his eye, I picked at my paper napkin on the table. Cant we just go back to the way it was? I asked. 

Parker gently took my chin into his hand and turned my head to face him. We could, but are you sure thats what you really want?

I jerked away from his touch. Just because we did that once doesnt mean it can happen again, you guys. I thought you knew me better than that. Im not just some whore you can gang-bang whenever you want.

The server, of course, chose that moment to arrive with fresh beers. I felt my face flush bright red as he set the glasses down, eyeing my throat with an odd expression on his face before hurrying away. Could the floor just open and swallow me now? I reached for my glass and found my hand held fast in Damiens. Lexi, look at me.

Sighing in annoyance, I met Damiens eyes and gasped. They were so full of love, pleading for me to understand and hear him out. Damien?

He laced his fingers with mine, kissing the back of my hand briefly before speaking. Before I say what I need to say, I want you to know that by no means did we plan what happened between us last night. Okay?

Okay… I hedged and waited for him to continue.

He looked down nervously at our joined hands. When we say we love you, I mean we really do love you. Like that. 

I felt Parkers hand gently caress my knee, as he planted a quick kiss on my shoulder. Its true, was all he said. 

I dont understand. Were they seriously telling me they both were in love with me? What the fuck?

All that time youve spent with us, Lexi, the movie nights and sleepovers; I think we fell a little harder for you each time you stayed. At least, I know I did. It wasnt until a couple months ago when I told Parker my intent to make a move on you that he let me know that he was in love with you too.

I looked at Parker, who nodded with a bit of a smirk on his lips. I cant believe that conversation went so amicably. 

Uh, it didnt. Remember a couple months ago when you saw us with our faces busted up and we told you wed been in a bar fight? 

Everyone had been at my and Tashas place for pizza and drinks. Parker and Damien had arrived with busted lips and bruised cheekbones, and had laughed about getting in a fight and how we shouldve seen the other guys. 

You guys fought? Over me? I was incredulous.

Sugar, we tried to beat the fuck out of each other, Parker laughed. Id be goddamned if he was gonna make a move on my woman. Forget the fact you were fully involved with that prick Jarrod.

And it wasnt one fight, it was three over the course of two days, Damien added with a chuckle. I was glad they were finding this amusing, because I didnt know what the fuck to think. When we came to that party at your house that night, itd been nearly a week since those fights and wed by then come to a resolutiona gentlemens agreement, of sorts. I snorted at his use of the word gentlemen, earning a mild glare from him before he continued. We were both in love with you, but we werent going to make a move on you. Yet. We saw your relationship with Jarrod falling apart and figured wed be there to pick up the pieces when it happened. If you happened to become closer to one of us, choose one of us, then the other would have to respect that and deal with it.

So the random movie nights you guys would invite me over for…

We wanted, hell we needed, to spend time with you, and it was the only way that made sense.

If you guys were so in love with me, what about the other women? I couldnt help but ask. They werent monks, after all.

I havent been out with any other women in three months, Damien said. Honestly, Alexis, no one appeals to me. Youre all Ive wanted. I didnt know what to say to that. I turned to Parker, who looked a little ashamed.

Im not gonna lie. I thought Id be able to fuck you out of my system, but I gave up on that idea about six weeks ago. I took a few girls home, but it just wasnt working.

Our food arrived and I paused to take a few bites and absorb all this new information. I kept catching Parker and Damien glancing at each other nervously so I put my burger down with a sigh. So does this mean I have to choose now? I dont understand what it is you guys want from me.

Thats just it, Lexi. After what happened last night, Parker and I realised somethingmaybe you dont have to choose after all.

So youre suggesting I date both of you? I felt my eyes grow impossibly wide in disbelief.

Exactly! Parker proclaimed with a pleased smile on his face.

Damien gave him an exasperated look and continued. Weve talked about it, and realised that it wasnt terrible sharing you last night. I wasnt jealous at the thought of you with Parker, seeing it with my own eyes, and he wasnt jealous of seeing you with me. In fact, being with you together was a huge turn-on for us both and I think it made us love you even more. You were amazing and beautiful and… What it comes down to is thiswhile each of us would very much prefer to have you to ourselves, if I absolutely had to share you with anyone, I would choose my best friend, whom I love like a brother.

And I agreed, Parker added. We both love you so much and we recognised that we both want the very best for you, to take care of you. I know its not conventional, and that the others are gonna freak out and have a heyday with this if we move forward together, but Id like to, wed like to, give it a shot.

Wow. It was all I could say. I picked up my burger and took an enormous bite, chewing thoughtfully, before washing it down with a huge swig of my beer, draining the glass. I immediately flagged the server. One more please, I said, pointing at my glass. Parker gestured towards his and Damiens glasses as well.

We finished our meal in silence. Once our server had delivered the round wed ordered, I picked up my beer and guzzled down nearly a third of it, before setting it down. Steeling my nerves, I turned to Damien, cupping his face between my palms and kissed him deeply, sliding my tongue between his lips and tasting the flavour of his beer on his tongue. I nipped at his lower lip, causing him to groan as I ended the kiss, then I turned to Parker and repeated the action. He followed my lead only for a moment before tangling his hand in my ponytail and dominating the kiss, exploring my mouth with his tongue. 

When hed pulled away, I sat back in the booth and took another sip of my beer, saying nothing to the two suddenly flustered men. After a beat, Parker couldnt stand the silence. So is that a yes?

Its a yes. I looked over at Damien to see his eyes light up. Now take me home. The brightness in his eyes faded as quickly as it had come.

Oh, he said. I thought youd decided that… He trailed off.

I decided I want to sleep in my bed tonight. I paused, taking in Damiens look of disappointment at the same time I heard Parker sigh. With my two guys.

Parker mashed his lips to my cheek in a loud kiss. Cheque, please! he barked.











Chapter Five







The atmosphere in the cab of Damiens truck during the ride back to my place was nearly electric with the anticipation of what was to come. I was seated once again in the middle of the bench seat between the two men, Damien at the wheel and Parker on my right, even though the back seat was now clear of camping gear. My stomach became full of butterflies when I felt Parkers hand on my thigh, caressing it possessively. I looked over at him and, in the dim light provided by the modules on the dashboard, I could see his almost-hungry stare. I opened my mouth to speak, but before any words could come out, hed cupped the back of my head and leaned his face to mine, claiming my mouth with vigour and need. 

I want you, he growled against my lips, fisting his hand in my hair and turning my head to the side to give him free rein of my neck. You thought last night was amazing, he whispered in my ear, tracing his tongue along the shell. We are going to blow your mind tonight. 

He moved his hand from my thigh up to my chest, firmly palming my breast. I felt my nipple pebble below his palm and it didnt escape his notice, either. He rolled it between his thumb and forefinger as he continued to nibble and suck his way down my neck. A moan escaped me and I suddenly felt Damiens hand on my other side, stroking the inside of my thigh. You two are fucking killing me over here, Damien muttered. He managed to steer down the road with one hand as he crept the other dangerously higher and higher up my thigh until I felt his fingers trace the denim seam lying directly over my core.

Drive faster, I moaned just before Parkers mouth claimed mine once again.

I was jarred out of Parkers clutches when Damien finally skidded to a stop in front of my apartment building. Parker helped me out of the truck and both men walked with me, the three of us arm in arm in arm, to the front door. Keys, keys, keys, keys… I muttered as I dug frantically in my purse. Once they were in hand, I found I was having a hell of a time getting the right one into the lock. 

Damien chuckled and plucked them from my hand. Patience, sweetheart. Weve got all night, he said as he easily slid the key in and unlocked the door.

Once the door was shut and locked behind us, however, the sense of urgency seemed to rise again. Parker picked me up and threw me over his shoulder as if I were a sack of potatoes. Hey! I shrieked with a laugh, as he carried me towards my room. He deposited me on the bed, turned on the bedside lamp, and stared down at me as he pulled off his T-shirt. His frame was lean but muscular, with tattoos decorating his pecs, abs and shoulders. Damien sat down beside me on the bed, gathering the lower hem of my shirt in his hands to take it off me, but then paused to ask, Are you sure youre okay with this?

At my nod, he peeled my shirt over my head, tossing it behind him, before sliding his hand along my jaw to cup my cheek and kiss me tenderly. It quickly became obvious to me that my boysfunny how easily it was for me to link the two of them in that vernacularhad two different styles when it came to lovemaking. Damien was tender and very attentive, while Parkers style was much more determined and rather dominating. I smiled against Damiens lips as I realised that fate had handed me the best of both worlds. 

Whats that smile for? he asked. 

Im happy. It was true.

Fair enough, he replied with a gentle smile, and I lay back against the pillows as he kissed me again, more passionately this time. I began to unbutton his shirt while he stroked and caressed my breasts, teasing my nipples through the thin satin of my bra. They strained against the scant fabric, hardening further in the coolness of the room. I felt Parker settle on the bed, straddling my lower legs as he leant down to kiss the exposed skin of my stomach, tracing my navel with his tongue while he nimbly unbuttoned my jeans and made quick work of sliding them down my legs.

Damien sat up briefly to unclasp and remove my bra, taking a moment to stare down at me reverently. So beautiful, he murmured, before lowering his head to my chest. Drowning in ecstasy as he suckled and teased, while Parker was now kissing and nipping his way up my inner thighs, I forced my eyes open against my passionate haze to watch my body being worshipped by two incredible men. It was an amazing sight to behold and only caused my core to become impossibly wetter with arousal. 

Ever observant, Parker noticed this when his nose lightly brushed across my satin-covered slit. Your panties are drenched, baby girl, he purred. Do you like what were doing to you?

Yes, I moaned. I love it, please dont stop.

Oh, I had no intention of stopping, he chuckled. Im not nearly the gentleman that Damien is.

Fuck off, Parker, Damien muttered, lazily laving his tongue across my areola. I fisted my hand in Damiens short hair to hold him in place. 

God, Damien, I moaned.

Ill show you whos God, Parker said, blowing gently across the wetness of my panties. The cool air filtering through the damp fabric against my clit made me shudder. Glancing up at me with a wicked grin, he placed his mouth over my clit, pressing his tongue flat against it before sealing his mouth over the spot and sucking. 

Oh my God! I cried. The sensation was incredible. No man had ever turned me on before the way Parker and Damien were. I whimpered in protest when Parker suddenly moved his mouth away. 

How attached are you to these panties? he asked. 

Um… I had no idea why he was asking me that, but apparently Id waited too long to come up with a legitimate response because they were suddenly ripped off me.

I hope those werent expensive, but they were in my way. I did ask first, Parker reasoned before burying his nose between my folds in earnest. You taste so fucking good, Lexi. Better than I could have ever imagined, he groaned, sliding his blessedly long tongue into my cunt and waggling it for emphasis. 

Oh, fuck! I cried, my hips bucking up from the mattress of their own accord. 

Parker gripped my hips firmly to hold me still. Settle down, baby girl, Im just getting started.

Overwhelmed by the sensory overload I was experiencing between the manipulations of the two men, I gently pushed Damiens face away from my chest. He looked at me in confusion. Strip, I panted. I want to touch you.

He stood up from the bed and peeled his pants down, his erection straining against his boxer briefs until he quickly shed those too. He took a moment to watch what Parker was doing to me. Mmm, he moaned, licking his lips as he stroked his length absently. Save some of that for me, my friend.

Will do, Parker replied pleasantly, as though he were agreeing to save Damien a slice of pizza and wasnt currently buried tongue-deep in my pussy.

Come here, I said to Damien. He stepped closer and, propping myself up on my elbow, I reached my hand towards him to wrap around his length. 

Ah, Lexi, he sighed as I slid my hand firmly up and down his shaft, rubbing my palm across the moisture at the tip and spreading it around him to lubricate the motion of my hand. 

Get over here, I urged breathlessly, grabbing his ass to pull him closer. He climbed up on the bed, settling on his knees beside me and I took him into my mouth. 

One hand knitted through my hair to guide my head as the other travelled back down my chest, squeezing a breast before trailing down lower. Let me give you a hand there, bro, Damien said to Parker. He began rubbing and pinching my clit while Parker began fucking me with his tongue in earnest. I moaned around Damiens cock, the vibration causing him to moan in return, thrusting it nearly down my throat. His fingers tightened in my hair as he growled, Fuck, Alexis, that feels so fucking good. 

He rubbed my clit even faster, harder, as Parker buried his tongue in me as far as it would go, and I could take no more. I pulled my mouth away from Damiens cock as the tremors overcame me. Fuck! I screamed, throwing my head back into the pillow as my body was racked with quakes of pleasure. 

Parker sat up on his knees, his face shiny with my juices, and grinned at me before moving up my body to kiss me so that I could taste my essence. He drew away but I held his head fast between my hands, making eye contact with him before dragging my tongue around his lips, licking him clean. I knew you had a naughty side, he said with a smirk. Damien swooped in to capture my lips just then, drinking in my flavour as his tongue explored my mouth. 

Trade spots with me, Damien, Parker said, moving off to the side of me. My bed was a queen, so it wasnt quite large enough to fit the three of us together. I got our girl nice and wet for you. 

Damien took a minute to retrieve a condom from the pocket of his jeans hed discarded on the floor and slipped it on before he kneeled between my legs, lowering his body over mine to kiss me again. I need to be inside you, he murmured, pressing his hips against mine, hissing as he slid his cock between my folds.

I was still sensitive down there from Parkers enthusiastic feast, but I needed to feel him in me too. Please, I urged him. With a slow, languorous movement, he sheathed himself within me, filling me to the hilt. It felt incredible. Ungh, more… I moaned, gripping the muscles of his ass as I bucked my hips, encouraging him to move faster.

He began to thrust a little faster, rising up on his knees to allow Parker some access to me. Parker kissed my lips, my neck, my breasts, touching my body all over as Damien moved within me. 

After a moment, inspiration struck. Let me get on my hands and knees, I said to Damien.

He moved away and I quickly rolled over to get into position. Cueing into my train of thought, Parker slid onto the bed between me and the headboard. Damien gripped my hips and thrust into me from behind, making us both cry out in pleasure at the depth achieved by this new position. Fuck, yes, I cried out, while taking Parkers cock in hand. He sat back, leisurely lying against the pillows that were propped against the headboard, watching me and watching Damien fuck me with a pleased smirk. Now this is a fan-fucking-tastic sight to behold.

Determined to wipe that smirk off his face, I dipped my head down and engulfed the majority of his length down my throat. Watching him as I did so, I was pleased to see Id succeeded. 

His eyes rolled back in his head as he groaned, Holy fucking shit, Lexi.

It was my turn to smirk at Parker. Damn straight, baby. Watch me work. Rolling my hips against Damien, I carefully supported myself on my arms as I moved my mouth up and down Parkers shaft in time with Damiens thrusts. The cocky smirk from Parkers face was gone, replaced by a look of awe and pleasure. I would have giggled if Damien didnt have me teetering dangerously close to another mind-blowing orgasm. 

I could feel my inner muscles begin to contract around his cock, and though I couldnt see Damiens face, I could hear his chant, Oh fuck, so good, oh fuck, so good, over and over through what sounded like clenched teeth. 

Parker fisted his hand tighter in my hair as he started lifting his hips to meet my mouth. Im close, baby girl, so fucking close. God, dont stop! Pulling a final trick out of my proverbial hat, I slid my pinky finger into his ass as I deep-throated as much of his cock as possibly I could, sending him over the edge with a guttural cry. Spurts of his cum slid down my throat, until I couldnt take any more and I pulled away, feeling some of the creamy warmth ooze from my lips and down my chin. 

Damien pulled me up so that my back was against his chest, gripping my hip with one hand and firmly squeezing my breast with the other while he pounded into my throbbing cunt. Do you know how fucking sexy you are? His voice was little more than a growl in my ear, making me realise that Damien had a feral side to him too. He gave two more solid thrusts into me and as I felt his dick begin to twitch within me, signalling his end, he lightly bit me on the neck while pinching my clit. I saw fireworks as I exploded around him, screaming his name; Parker watched the scene unfold through heavy, lust-laden eyes.

He made room on the bed as I collapsed beside him, snuggling closer to him to allow Damien to lie down and spoon me on the other side. Our bodies were wet with sweat and the room reeked of sex. Id never been happier. 

Guys? My voice broke into the sudden silence of the room, save for the sound of our panting to catch our breath.

Yeah, baby? 

Lexi? They both answered in response.

Were gonna need a bigger bed.
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Trouble at the Treble T by Desiree Holt



The jukebox had been playing nonstop in the honky-tonk since five oclock, nothing unusual for a Friday night. People got off work for the weekend, ranch hands started filtering in, the beer began flowing and soon the postage-stamp-sized dance floor was filled with bodies gyrating to old and new country tunes. 

Cade Thompson sat with his brothers, Justin and Mark, at a table in the corner of Treble Shooters watching people move to the musicfaces flushed, hips wriggling, practically having sex with their clothes on while Travis Tritt and Lady Antebellum echoed off the wooden walls of the honky tonk. Theyd spent a hard week with the hands moving cattle from one pasture to the other and culling those for branding. Tonight theyd decided to give themselves a break from the ranch and hang out at the bar theyd bought when the previous owner died. Spring Valley was small enough as it was, with few entertainment options. They didnt want to see the only real place their hands could hang out close down. 

Getting a full-time manager on a permanent basis, though, had been harder than theyd expected. Apparently the list of people who wanted to relocate to Spring Valley was a short one. The men had been burning both ends of the candlerunning the Treble T ranch during the day and taking turns running the bar at night-when fortune had finally smiled on them. 

Now Cade looked over at the bar, watching as Marti Jensen poured three drinks at once without breaking a sweat, and gave silent thanks once more for the day shed walked in. He admired the way she kept her cool with all the chaos around herthe raised voices, the clicking of pool balls, the heavy thump of a bass and the squeal of the slide guitar, the lone waitress fighting for her attention along with everyone crowded at the bar demanding their drink now. 

She was tall, maybe five-ten. 

Just right for three brothers who all top six-four. 

Stop! What are you thinking? 

But he couldnt take his eyes away from her lush body. The way the Treble Shooters T-shirt fell softly against her ripe breasts and the jeans clung lovingly to the finest ass hed seen in a long time. The way her riot of curly black hair cascaded down her back and framed a face with high cheekbones, violet cats eyes and full, sensual lips. Hed wanted to fuck her since the day shed walked in with the San Antonio classified rolled up in her hand and said in her saucy tone of voice, Someone in here looking for a manager? And ever since, hed done his best to try and push the thought out of his mind. 



Wild About That Thing by Lisabet Sarai



Ruby could feel it in her bones. It was going to be a good night. Only ten thirty, but most of the tables clustered round the stage were full. Lori had already lugged two extra cases of Heinekentonights beer specialup from the basement, and from the looks of the empties accumulating in front the customers, they were going fast. The bartender caught Rubys eye and gave her a thumbs up. Everything under control. 

Up front, the Night Travellers hit a dark groove, wailing through Born Under a Bad Sign. Zekes fingers flew over the strings, improvising a high riff, while Jojos bass kept the song grounded. If it wasnt for bad luck, Id have no luck at all, Zeke growled, torturing his guitar to match the pain in his voice. Damn, but the man sounded black, despite the mop of straw-coloured hair he kept pushing out of his eyes. Born in Mississippi, he mustve soaked up blues in the water and the air. Certainly he could play with the best. Ruby was lucky to have him and his band, given the pittance she could afford to pay them. 

As if he sensed her attention, Zeke picked her out of the shadows at the back of the club. She felt the warmth of the smile he beamed to her, a smile totally at odds with the desperate mood of the song. You know why Zeke plays here, her inner critic commented. Youre just taking advantage of him. 

He gets what he wants, she argued with the internal voice that sounded so very much like her mothers. I treat him fine. Of course, she got as much out of their relationship as he did. Zeke was a strong man with powerful desires. He could set her on fire. It wasnt her fault that he was so sentimental. You wouldnt expect it from a rough and tumble guy like Zeke Chambersten years a New York cabbie, a guy whod seen every horror the city could dish out. 

Her phone vibrated in her jeans pocket, interrupting her train of thought. 

Hey, hon. Whats up? You should be in bed. 

Im going, Mama. I just want to finish this chapter… 

Isaiah Jones, its nearly eleven and tomorrows a school night! You shut your light off right now! 

Okay, okay, Mama! But dont forget about your meeting tomorrow with Ms Rodriguez. 



Orchestrating Manoeuvres by Lily Harlem



I flopped back on my mountain of pillows, gasping, writhing and shoving Enriquemy new thick, black Rampant Rocker vibratorinto my pussy higher and harder. He was greatlong, wide and lined with vein-shaped ridges. And because he was so new to my collection, he seemed to have extra energy, extra enthusiasm for pleasing me. It was as if he was competing for a favoured position in my top drawer. 

Oh, yes, yes, I called out, upping the speed and finally letting his wicked forked attachment buzz around my clit. Oh, yes, Enrique! I twanged forward, sweat forming in my cleavage and my heart pounding. Flattening my palm over my pussy, I held him against my deliciously tormented clitoris. Electric sensations surged through my nerves. My internal muscles clamped and moisture seeped over his shaft, easing his way as I pumped his impressive girth in and out, in and out. 

I squeezed my eyelids shut and instantly Dales face appeared before me, a hot sheen on his brow and his mouth parted as he gave in to a fierce climax. Tearing open my eyes to shake the painful, memory-laden image, I stared at the huge framed poster of my own face gracing the cover of Vogue last month and camesharp, intense and breath-taking. God, Enrique is good, worth every penny. 

Panting, I pulled Enrique out and tossed him to the bottom of the bed. Hed served his purpose. Started my day with an orgasm. That was why Id bought him. Carlo just wasnt doing it for me anymore, his pink, plastic shaft pale and insipid, his rotating glans no longer a novelty and he just didnt hit the spot with his thin little ears. 

I glanced at the clock and sighed. Ten forty-five. I supposed I should get out of bed. Perhaps I could go and get a pedicureI was already fed up with the Baby Bunting-coloured nail varnish Id had applied three days ago at The Spa. Or maybe Naomi would be up for champagne and caviar at Jensons. I frowned and tried to remember if she was eating at the moment. I couldnt be sure, but it was worth a try. I rolled onto my stomach and reached for my cell. There were two missed calls, one from my agent and one from my mother. I would sort them out tomorrow. 



Three-part Harmony by Elizabeth Coldwell



Mark quit the band six days before we were due to embark on our comeback tour. 

It was the timing that really upset me, more than the news itself. After all, Id been expecting him to leave at almost any time over the last eleven years, ever since the day Id told him Stefan and I were getting married. Instead, hed stayedchannelling all his sense of loss, betrayal and stone-cold determination never to let another woman hurt him the way I had, into songs that catapulted us to a level of international success far beyond our wildest dreams. Even during the eighteen-month hiatus wed effectively been on between finishing our last tour and starting work on our latest CD, Mark had given no indication he was unhappy with the state of affairs. Indeed, the flow of ideas, the creative understanding between the three of us who wrote the songs, was as strong as it ever had been. So why walk out now, when Older, No Wiser was top of the download charts and the concert promoters were adding extra dates to the tour after the original ones had sold out within hours? 

At least hed had the decency to announce the news to our faces before leaking it on his Twitter feed. When hed walked into the rehearsal room, lugging his faithful Stratocaster in its battered leather case, I should have realised something was wrong. But somewhere down the years, the almost telepathic understanding wed once enjoyed had faded, and now I simply assumed he was grumpy after a bad nights sleep in a strange hotel room. 

Oh, and about time, too! Paul put his coffee mug down on top of the speaker stack with a theatrical flourish and went to sit behind his drum kit. As half of the rhythm section responsible for keeping time and pulling everything together tightly, he liked to extend that role into the rest of his life. Marks lack of punctuality never failed to annoy him. 

Sorry, guys. I would have been here sooner, but Mark sighed, pushing a hand through his black hair. Look, theres no easy way of saying this, so Ill just come right out with it. I talked to Jeannie for a couple of hours last night, and I just… I just dont feel my place is in the band anymore. Ive got things in my life I need to sort out. Things I should have dealt with years ago. Im going over to Bodega Bay to stay with Jeannie for a while. Shes going to help me work through them.



Savin' Me by Wendi Zwaduk



You scared? 

Juniper sat at his feet, silent. Jacoby gazed down at her as he petted her honey-coloured hair, comforted by the silky texture and the scent of her flowery shampoo. Clad in nothing more than the silver, rope necklace collar and black stilettos, her head bowed and her hands folded over her lap, Juniper made the perfect picture of a submissive. Her lack of response served to fulfil his unspoken demand. You may answer, pet. 

Petrified. 

The certainty and honesty in her reply resonated to his core. Hed married her. He loved her and yet, hed always felt there was somethingsomeonemissing. He would never leave her, had never wanted to. Look at me, love. 

Slowly she met his gaze. In her blue eyes, a million questions brewed. The collar glittered in the soft lamplight. He owned her heart. When they entered the bedroom, she willingly became his. 

Juniper shouldve been enough for him. Jacoby patted his lap. Sit. I want to look at you while we talk. 

Rising to her full height of five feet four inches, she stood before him. He ran the backs of his fingers over her taut nipples. When God created woman, he created perfection in the form of Juniper. She smoothed her hands over her hips, drawing his attention to the gentle swell. With curves in all the right places and an imagination nothing could snuff out, she suited him perfectly. She parted her lips and thrust her breasts towards him. The tight little buds beckoned to him, erect from desire, steel barbells glistening in the soft light. Nipple play factored into their lovemaking each time and he loved to hear her gasp and moan when he captured the dusky tips in his mouth or tugged them with the chain. 

You want to play, pet? 

She stared at him, unmoving. 

Although you are right to remain silent, I wanted an answer. Tell me, should I punish you? The faint smile on her lips also lit up her azure eyes. He nodded. A spanking. Four strokes should workafter we talk. Sit. He loved their play, loved her more than life, but it wasnt the same. 



Rhapsody by Imari Jade



You have to choose, Axil Simmons told her. 

Why should I? Bryanna Trosclair thought. Its their problem, not mine. 

Shes not going to choose, Collin Ripley, the falsetto-voiced lead singer of Simmer replied angrily. 

Hes right. How could she choose between him and the twenty-five-year-old golden-haired Axil, whod been her best friend and confidant since they were ten? Ill tell you what. The two of you fight it out and the winner gets me, Bryanna said, hopping from the stage and heading up the aisle. 

Come back here, Bryanna, their tenor and lead guitarist Axil shouted into the microphone for everyone in the auditorium to hear. You cant just leave like this. 

Of course she could. She, being a liberated female, could do anything she wanted to…except break up a friendship and one of the hottest bands in America. 

Okay, dont decide, he told her. 

Bryanna stopped in her tracks. 

What are you saying, dude? Collin replied from his side of the stage. Of course she needs to decide. 

No, she doesnt. Axils tone was defeated. Put yourself in her shoes. Could you make this choice? 

Bryanna turned to face them and waited for Collins answer. 

No! He stomped away from his keyboard and went backstage to sulk. 

Youre killing us, Bry, Axil said. He strummed his guitar and began playing a haunting tune. He used music to cope with his problems. Hed been this way even as a child, disappearing into his attic studio whenever things got tough. During those times his music had lulled her to sleep at night as the sound spilled over to her house next door. 

Bryanna sat down in one of the seats to listen to the sweet sounds of the strings as the music permeated everything around them. Axil was unreachable when he was like this, turned on and tuned out to the rest of the world. He could make a guitar sing when he put his mind to it. Hed wanted to be a rocker for as long as she could remember. Now he was the hottest guitarist in Northern America. How could she decide between him and the dark-haired, dark-spirited Collin, who with just one look had stolen her breath away? 
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