
        
            
                
            
        

    
s[image: img1.jpg]


A Total-E-Bound Publication

[image: img2.jpg]

www.total-e-bound.com

 

 

Sharing Adam

ISBN # 978-1-78184-012-2

©Copyright Madelynne Ellis 2012

Cover Art by Posh Gosh ©Copyright June 2012

Edited by Laura Hulley

Total-E-Bound Publishing

 

This is a work of fiction. All characters, places and events are from the author’s imagination and should not be confused with fact. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, events or places is purely coincidental.

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any material form, whether by printing, photocopying, scanning or otherwise without the written permission of the publisher, Total-E-Bound Publishing.

 

Applications should be addressed in the first instance, in writing, to Total-E-Bound Publishing. Unauthorised or restricted acts in relation to this publication may result in civil proceedings and/or criminal prosecution. 

 

The author and illustrator have asserted their respective rights under the Copyright Designs and Patents Acts 1988 (as amended) to be identified as the author of this book and illustrator of the artwork. 

 

Published in 2012 by Total-E-Bound Publishing, Think Tank, Ruston Way, Lincoln, LN6 7FL, United Kingdom.

 

Warning:

 

This book contains sexually explicit content which is only suitable for mature readers. This story has a heat rating of Total-e-burning and a sexometer of 2.

 

This story contains 45 pages, additionally there is also a free excerpt at the end of the book containing 8 pages. 

 

 

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SHARING ADAM

 

 

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, she’s both hurt by his infidelity and left uncomfortably aroused.

However, the more she learns about her husband’s 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 she’s 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?
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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 she’d just escaped a life-altering event.

She’d never hoped to survive it, let alone expected to face the same situation twice. But then she’d 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 wasn’t 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 wasn’t 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 wasn’t dealing with what she’d originally thought. “My wife—” 

“Can’t give you what I can give you.” The deep rumbling purr confirmed it. Not a vixen, but a viper. One of the ushers—a man she recognised from the overly zealous exchange he’d 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 hadn’t seen one another in years. Emotions tended to run a little high, and Elliot’s response, a firm pat on the back, hadn’t given her cause for concern.

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

“Bet she doesn’t even know how you swing. Probably be horrified to know how much a little rear-door action turns you on.”

Damn, if that wasn’t a truth that hurt more than this little tableaux. Not the last part—she knew Elliot well enough to know he enjoyed a little exploration in that region—but 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 didn’t need to see the ridge of Elliot’s erection to know that it was true. The guy’s large hand spanned the whole length of Elliot’s imprisoned cock, while the curve of his index finger and thumb provided an extra pinch of encouragement. A softness infused Elliot’s 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 there’d 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. “They’re all boozing. No one is going to miss us.”

“Adam—you’re not listening. I can’t do this.”

“We’ll make it quick.”

Don’t, 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 she’d try. If he’d give her a chance, she’d try whatever it took. They’d been adventurous in the past.

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

“Ten minutes,” Adam coaxed, continuing to palm the bulge in Elliot’s trousers. “And I swear I’ll make every second count.”

Becca saw it in her husband’s eyes, the moment when temptation became capitulation. His mouth came crashing down upon Adam’s lips. He held him tight, groping his arse—desperate. 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 couldn’t be happening. She’d 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? They’d 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 hadn’t stopped them from sating their appetites for each other. She’d 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 they’d 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 didn’t want to yell and cause a scene and risk pushing him away any further. She’d said ‘I do’ and meant him, for keeps. But that wasn’t the only reason she’d remained rooted to the spot. Despite her grumbling feelings of outrage, Becca’s nipples had tightened to points. Seeing her husband being groped by another man was turning her on.

Really, that shouldn’t have been a surprise. She had a secret desire or two of her own. She hadn’t acted upon them—reading material and the odd glimpse of something naughty online didn’t count. Besides, spying was wrong. There were words for women who liked watching gay men—none of them kind. Not that they applied in this instance. Her husband wasn’t gay.

Yet, as Becca shifted her stance, awareness of her own arousal spread. She desired more, even as she smarted from the pain of Elliot’s infidelity. What manner of fool was she? Here was her husband, doing a tongue tango with another man, his hands clasped tight upon the guy’s 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 Adam’s long, black hair would appear fanned out over Elliot’s chest or his hips as he sucked on Elliot’s 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 hadn’t the physical strength to do more than pretend to pin him down. Actual scarves and ropes, and—God forbid—handcuffs, 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 wouldn’t have any such qualms about restraints. He’d 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 wasn’t 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 didn’t blind her to the vision of her own desire.

Elliot broke off the kiss. “No—this is wrong. I can’t.” His words faltered as he caught sight of her. 

Becca didn’t move. 

“Oh, fucking hell!” He brushed off Adam’s hold and hurried towards her. “Babe—I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for you to see that. I mean that I didn’t mean to do it. Not that I was trying to hide anything. We were just goofing around. It didn’t… It wasn’t…”

“Don’t you dare dismiss me like that, Elliot Caine, and don’t lie to her. Don’t lie to yourself.” Adam loomed behind Elliot. His dark hair rested on his shoulders. “I’m sorry, we haven’t been properly introduced. I’m 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 lover’s. “Come upstairs, Becca. We can talk about this in our room. Please,” he added as an afterthought.

She wasn’t sure what there was to say. She wasn’t 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. She’d 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 don’t want to hear it if you’re going to make some half-boiled excuse. You knew what you were doing. Don’t compound things by insinuating that I’m 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! I’m not sure what I think, let alone how I’m supposed to react to it. Is this something new? Have you always known? Am I doing something wrong? Not pleasing you enough?” She didn’t 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.

“You’re doing nothing wrong.”

“Then—then 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 she’d found her soul mate. At least she’d thought she had. How much did she really know about him? If he’d 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. I’ve not thought about it, or him.”

The hell he hadn’t, 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 guy—wild, a tad unpredictable, and absolutely capable of rocking his lover’s world. 

Still, she chose to take Elliot’s 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, he’d perhaps experimented but hadn’t ever involved himself in anything serious. Though that in itself raised questions. What else didn’t she know? She’d always pinned Elliot as a serial monogamist, and not one for brief flings or hazardous, yet sweetly illicit, fucks. 

“What are you then—gay, bi, something else?” She’d never believe he was simply straight any more. 

“I’m just me.” He held his arm out towards her, but she didn’t go to him. Not yet.

“How well do you know him—Adam?” she asked. Something about him piqued her curiosity—like a tabloid headline. She needed to know more, even though she knew she’d feel dirty afterward. “He’s not just an old friend? What is he, your former fuck buddy?”

Elliot’s mouth fell open. He closed it again. Then he slumped onto the banquette and braced his elbows upon his knees. He wasn’t even looking at her now. His gaze was riveted on the floor between his feet instead.

“He seems familiar—a bit more than just a drinking buddy.” Despite her best efforts to remain calm, her voice had grown whiny and defensive. She didn’t 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 don’t know what else to confess. I’m sorry that I screwed up and let my libido get the better of me. It was stupid, I know. Don’t let’s row over this.”

“Were you going to come upstairs with him?”

“No.”

“Truthfully. If you hadn’t seen me.”

Conflict contorted his mouth into a scowl. “Hell, Becca. I don’t know. I don’t 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 he’d recognise the excitement written on her face. “No—no, it’s absolutely not okay.” The slight wobble in his voice divulged exactly how much he meant that, but then maybe he wasn’t entirely comfortable with his attraction to other men. Perhaps that was why he’d 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 wouldn’t 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 wouldn’t 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 didn’t 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 T’s apiece, neither of them was entirely sober. A kiss could be forgiven, couldn’t it? She’d probably kissed one or two guys a fraction too enthusiastically tonight. It had meant nothing—but this did.

She loved Elliot and contrition filled his expression. She wasn’t 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, I’m sorry,” Elliot apologised yet again. “It was a slip. Adam caught me by surprise. It definitely wouldn’t have gone any further.”

“Shame,” she murmured. Thank God, he hadn’t 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 that’s what you want.”

It both was and wasn’t. They left the room far more divided than when they’d 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 table’s length of them. She’d 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 he’d come close—a 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. “I’m 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 he’d 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 they’d 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 Becca’s 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 couldn’t 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. 

Becca’s 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, you’re so wet. You need this, don’t you? I’m so sorry I made you mad.”

“Don’t,” she chastised. She didn’t want to talk about it, didn’t want to pollute this moment with her perverse desire to see him straining beneath Adam’s strong hold. Except, it was already too late for that—the 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! You’re still pissed at me.” 

At least his fingers kept working so that she didn’t genuinely get peeved. 

“I’m not mad. I’m not. I just can’t get the image of the two of you out of my head. I need to… What’s it like? How does it feel kissing him?” She imagined the rough scrap of stubble. 

Elliot shook his head. “You don’t 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, she’d need to free him. She’d 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 entwined—actually, scratch that, held down and fucked—did 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 Elliot’s shorts were damp with her arousal. She peeled them down over his hips, revealing the sharpness of the bones beneath. Elliot’s 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 wasn’t sure if it was arousal or fear, rolled through Elliot’s slightly tensed limbs. “It was a long time ago.”

As if he’d 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 Elliot’s thighs, his throat relaxed in order to take more of Elliot’s 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 that’s because they’d know first-hand how good it felt, or maybe it was because they’d understand the correct rhythm and pace to set. The details didn’t really matter at this point, because, if she didn’t pull back, the whole fantasy would be over all too soon.

Elliot’s cries morphed into broken whispers, then a wail when she withdrew. She didn’t ask whether Elliot had returned the favour and gone down on Adam. She’d 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, that’s not what I meant.” A silky grin spread across his lips. “I mean, what’s it worth? Because it’s 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 he’d 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, I’ll just go get Adam and we can demonstrate’.

Only Elliot didn’t say that. He didn’t say anything for several seconds, until her brow rumpled. “You didn’t 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 didn’t do nearly enough of these days. “Come on, Becca, work with me a little here. You know I don’t like discussing my past relationships, and I’ve never beaten a drum over you sharing yours.”

“I know, but this is different, right? It’s 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, it’s not as if I’m 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, didn’t he? Wasn’t it blatantly obvious from how close they were pressed? It’d 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 I’m going to get off your lap and walk down the corridor, find him, and ask him just how far it went.”

“You won’t do that.” His hands circled her waist. The tightness of his grip betrayed the doubt in his assertion.

“Yes, I will. I’m sure I can prise his number from the desk clerk. And hey, what’s Adam to lose by telling me? It’s not as if you’re still an item.”

“We were never an item.”

“Bingo! Now we’re 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?”

“He’s a flirt.”

No big surprises there. “Now that wasn’t really an answer, was it?”

“Ask him yourself. We haven’t been in touch recently.”

Becca let that particular point ride. She wasn’t 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 she’d 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 didn’t 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 don’t even play chess.”

“Nor does he.”

Smart Alec.

“He didn’t 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 wouldn’t 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 wasn’t squirming. He wouldn’t 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 he’s been in my arse?” 

She almost sniggered as Elliot’s 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. “It’s not enough to just tell me it happened. You have to tell me how it was done. What it felt like.”

“Don’t make me, Becca.”

Don’t make him. If she didn’t make him he’d 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 she’d intended—nevertheless, it had the desired effect.

“He sat us together, kind of like this,” Elliot confessed, his words coming out slightly thick. “Facing each other—not 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 couldn’t 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; I’ve 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 Elliot’s 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 didn’t 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 didn’t 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 wasn’t who Adam was. He wasn’t 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 wouldn’t 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 Elliot’s 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 to—my 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 lover’s 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. They’d 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 hadn’t been all that comfortable, something she’d realised during their post-coital cuddle. Consequently, Elliot was rather sleep deprived. Sure, she’d let him join her in the king-sized bed, but he’d only had a few winks up until that point. 

Becca waited for the bride’s 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 I’d 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. Didn’t we make up?”

“You are, but…”

“But I am or I’m not?”

Becca raised her hands in despair. Evidently, the complexities of last night’s sex had completely washed over Elliot. She nudged him forward and left off trying to prompt his tired brain until he’d drained a glass of orange juice and started on a mountain of fruit. “I meant about how I’m interested in seeing you like that? Not that you’re 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. “I’ve never snorted raspberries before. I didn’t 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 weren’t 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 he’s 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 he’d 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 Elliot’s shock-whitened face. Sadly, him looking a bit peaky didn’t quieten the excited tingle in her cunt. There weren’t that many things in life she’d wanted with any degree of passion. However, the few things that fit that bill she’d fought, scrimped and saved her way to getting. Brand new car, a biomedical degree, and that Louis Vuitton case she’d craved so badly when she was seventeen. Admittedly, they were things and hadn’t really involved other people, but… 

Damn, she supposed she’d back down if he was really, really upset and against the whole thing, except she wasn’t convinced over that. For all his moaning, an excited twinkle flashed in Elliot’s 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, he’s 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 didn’t look quite as blanched as the other remaining wedding guests. Maybe he hadn’t 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 didn’t come over.

“No, Becca, we can’t. The whole thing happened years ago; I don’t need to back-step.”

She turned her head back to their table, only to find Elliot still following Adam’s swagger. “Well, I guess if you’re not attracted to him any more”—she sighed—“I 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 who’d 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 you’re the world’s premier voyeur.” 

She laughed, unable to help it. “Not yet, I’m not. I’m 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 wasn’t really why she’d left.

There wasn’t much for her to do. The few toiletries and clothes they’d brought could be easily slung into a bag. What she’d 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 wasn’t 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 didn’t 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, he’d agree. Hell, he’d been prepared to grope a married man in public. Going the whole way behind closed doors for an audience of one wasn’t all that great a leap, even if it was now broad daylight and taking risks somehow seemed better suited to night-time.

Time—she 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 wasn’t until three.

Becca couldn’t recall when she’d 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. She’d never invented scenarios around their interactions and didn’t use him as one half of her imaginary pairings. The concept had never occurred to her until she’d seen Adam’s hand on his crotch. Now she wanted nothing more than to see her husband writhe within Adam’s 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 wasn’t brave. She flushed with embarrassment and dived into the built-in wardrobe. “Holy shit!” Elliot had genuinely done it. Leastways, he’d 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.

Elliot’s 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 she’s done a runner,” Adam said in his smooth, deep drawl. “Guess she wasn’t 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 Elliot’s 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 Elliot’s footsteps around the room, first with his gaze, then moving up close behind him.

“You know, you didn’t have to go to this much effort to get me up here. The offer’s still open that I made last night.”

Elliot turned to face his old lover. “I haven’t lured you here. Becca’s curious about you, which is hardly surprising given what she saw.”

Adam’s arm shot out. His hand hit the wall to the side of Elliot’s 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.

“Huh—who do you think you’re lying to? I know you remember. Your body certainly remembers. Your cock gets hard at the mere suggestion of my touch. Bet you haven’t mentioned how far it went. You should tell her what it’s like between us.”

Elliot futilely tried to shove him off. “It didn’t go anywhere,” he growled into Adam’s face.

“Oh, man, you’re such a dick.” Adam shook his head so that his black hair swooshed against the back of his leather jacket. “That’s right, pretend it never happened. Pretend that you’re completely straight. You should tell her the truth, mate. You’re 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.” Elliot’s shoulders hunched up towards his ears. “Just because you’ve resurfaced from the bottom of the slime pool doesn’t mean I have to dredge up any more old crap. Things are different now. And there isn’t an ‘us’, so how exactly could I tell her what it’s like between us?”

“There is an us. There’s always been an us. No matter how much you’d 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 Elliot’s hair at the side of his ear.

“Adam, quit fooling around and back off.” Elliot shoved a hand against Adam’s chest, but failed to move him more than a millimetre. “And quit with the innuendos. I’m a married man. I can’t do this reunion fuck thing, or whatever it is you think I’m up for.”

‘What are you protesting for?’ Becca wanted to shout. She mouthed the words, ‘Don’t object. Do’.

Thank God that Adam wasn’t easily put off. “You’re up for it. So is she. If she knew you were coming to get me, why’s she missing? You told me yourself she’s intrigued. Maybe she’s not as aggrieved about our little grope last night as you make out. Maybe, she’s actually giving us some space to get reacquainted.”

A moment later, Adam spread his fingers wide across the back of Elliot’s 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?”

“I’m not.”

“Sure you are, with your button-down collar and your pin-stripes. You’ve turned into a corporate whore. Doesn’t mean I can’t still see what’s underneath. I bet you’ve 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 you’re playing with me. You know I never could resist a bit of dress-up and a challenge.”

“It’s not a game.”

“Isn’t it? Okay. Well, if it’s not a game and it’s not an invitation, what is it?” Adam’s gaze strayed over to the wardrobe. Elliot’s 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 didn’t entice me up here for a coffee. I think we both know you’re 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 lover’s 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 can’t do this, man,” he protested, even as his lips opened, searching for a kiss.

“What can’t we do?” Adam nipped along the line of Elliot’s jaw. “Do you mean this?” He pushed his leg between Elliot’s parted thighs. “We can’t do this? That’s a shame because I guess it means we can’t do this, either.” He slid his hand between their bodies to where their hips were pressed together, and encompassed Elliot’s cock. She’d seen him work his wrist before. Recalled the pinch he’d made with his index finger and thumb that had heated things up so fast. The press of their bodies didn’t afford her that detail now, but her imagination filled in the blank.

“Tell me—is she any good at sucking cock? I know how much you love getting off like that.” Adam’s 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 would’ve 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 didn’t want her eyeballing him.

Lord, he really was something to behold. She scrutinised every inch of him as he nuzzled down the front of Elliot’s 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 he’d 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 husband’s belt and fastenings, then tugged the whole caboodle of trousers and shorts down in one swift tug. 

Elliot’s cock stood every bit as taut and proud as it had done the night before when she’d 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 Elliot’s supposed resistance. He slumped against the wall, so that he stood in profile to the wardrobe. One hand rested on the top of Adam’s 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 hottest—no, the hottest thing she’d 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 wasn’t 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, ‘I’m going to fuck you and I’m going to do it good. You’re going to scream and moan and lose yourself in the beauty of it. I’m going to blow your mind. You’ll look back on this in years to come and the sheer nostalgia of it will make you preen’.

She’d never had a man look at her like that. Maybe she hadn’t 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 didn’t say a word, just turned and looked straight at the bed.

“Still doesn’t seem right, man.”

Adam sliced his head over to the right.

God damn it! Elliot was still protesting. She wished he’d 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 she’d 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 regardless—or 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, let’s fuck’.

Adam led Elliot by the hand. She’d never seen men hold hands in that way, fingers curled around each other’s palms, betraying the affection and regard they held for one another right alongside their mounting lust. It wasn’t about comfort. That grip was about power. In this case, Adam’s 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 Elliot’s 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. She’d 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 didn’t turn her on.

Adam lined up and pressed. There wasn’t much of a preamble. She supposed there wasn’t 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 didn’t 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 wasn’t quiet. She let out one strangled gasp after another. They’d 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 didn’t immediately leap apart told her what she’d suspected from the start—that they’d 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 Adam’s fist wrapped around his cock.


Chapter Four

 

 

 

Becca sagged into the corner of the wardrobe, limbs no longer strong enough to hold her. She didn’t 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 lover’s 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. “Don’t bait her, Adam. She’s never asked me for anything like this before. Give her some time to adjust.”

“I’m 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? I’d 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 Adam’s response would be a lot more straightforward than Elliot’s.

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 she’d been about straightforward answers. “We fucked. It passed time. It made us happy. We didn’t 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 he’d 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 wasn’t satisfied yet. 

Becca’s 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. “I’m not knocking it if you don’t want me to slope off. I don’t mind watching or climbing up there so you can have us both.”

“Bec, he’s being mean. Don’t toy with her, Adam.”

“Who’s toying?”

She could barely make sense of their words. This was meant to be about her watching them. It wasn’t supposed to become anything more involving. Leastways, it wasn’t 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 wasn’t entirely sure what sort of relationship that was. They seemed incredibly comfortable with one another, considering they’d supposedly been apart for so long. And yes, they’d 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 wouldn’t have done it, but you seemed so sure, so insistent. You’re not regretting it, are you?”

“Does he mean it?” she asked, cutting off Elliot’s 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 Adam’s 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 didn’t 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 don’t 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 they’d 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 shouldn’t things progress in that direction? She’d watched them together; joining in was the logical next step.

Well, assuming Adam wasn’t gay.

She didn’t think Adam was gay, though, because, if he was, he wouldn’t 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 you’ve just done, but sharing could be fun.”

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

“You’re 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 wouldn’t? Even though she knew it would change things. Their marriage wouldn’t be the same again, but it couldn’t have stayed the same anyway. She’d 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 wouldn’t be a problem, right?

Besides, this man formed part of Elliot’s 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 husband’s past, it was physical; a gut-level sexual response to what she’d 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 hadn’t 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. She’d 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 she’d welcome him inside her. Becca didn’t 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. She’d seen his response, but wanted more detailed input than what she’d gathered and filtered through her senses.

“How does it feel when I’m inside you?” He threw the question back at her.

She felt many, many things. “Hot. Hard. Like I’m on fire and I’m filled with an ache that only you can satisfy. And like my nerves are singed and I can’t bear to move, but I can’t 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 she’s getting.”

She’d not yet seen Adam fully undressed. He’d kept his trousers on the whole time he’d been shagging Elliot’s 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 didn’t 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 Adam’s 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. Elliot’s 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.

They’d 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 she’d known no man’s but her husband’s 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 didn’t object. 

God, it felt perfect, sucking him and having Elliot’s 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 Elliot’s tongue wasn’t 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 she’s 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 didn’t matter whose, not really. She just needed that ache filling. She’d take them one after the other if her stamina would hold.

“She’s 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?”

“I’ll give it my best try.”

As if by unanimous agreement, they knelt up on either side of her hips. Hands clasped around one another’s cocks, they kissed deep and long before Elliot rolled away and fished about in pockets. He came back and rolled a sheath over his lover’s 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 didn’t feel the press of his cock at first, only the gentle caress of his lips finding hers. Adam wasn’t aggressive with her like he’d 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 didn’t 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. I’m sure Elliot’s 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 she’d been in any doubt over how comfortable he was with this, then seeing him like that would have dispelled it. 

Adam’s 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, let’s 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 she’d 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. They’d 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 Adam’s 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 doesn’t like being fucked in the arse. He only likes giving, not receiving. Ain’t that right?”

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

She was so caught up in his words, she barely realised that she hadn’t given them an answer. 

“Say yes, Becca,” Elliot begged her from behind.

“Yes. Go slowly.” It wasn’t the first time she’d 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 didn’t feel like they were separated at all. She cried into Adam’s 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, you’re 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 Adam’s chest. “Is this your past?” she asked them. “Did you do this before?” They’d 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 didn’t 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 didn’t take it so well. That’s why he was trying to get frisky with me last night.”

“Yeah, well being dumped is never nice.”

“Course, if I’d known you’d 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? They’d launched into this; she wasn’t backing out now.

The two men sat up as if a big decision simply couldn’t be made lying down.

“Haven’t 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 don’t 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 else’s goddamned business. Besides, it wasn’t 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 shouldn’t 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 men’s 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 she’d find. How would her boys be arranged today? Clothed? Naked? Kissing? Sucking? As long as they weren’t asleep, she didn’t mind, although, even then, she loved looking at them all curled up together and so relaxed. Even Adam’s 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 Becca’s 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 hadn’t 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 husband’s 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 Elliot’s arse. As tempting as she found it to remark, ‘You’ve 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 didn’t know she was there. Their passion always seemed more raw on those occasions. Like now, they’d have remarked on her presence if they’d realised she was here. Instead, they carried on fucking like they were in a public place and expecting to be caught. 

Adam’s long, thick cock penetrated the pink bud of Elliot’s 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 Adam’s pace.

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

“You just can’t 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 wouldn’t have to give it to you so hard then whenever I turn up. Every weekend, you’ve just got to get it out of your system before we can all relax and cosy up, don’t you?” Adam continued. Finally, he conceded in giving Elliot the extra stimulation he obviously craved, and wrapped his palm around Elliot’s nodding shaft.

Suddenly it was her husband driving the pace. “You’ve got it all wrong, man. This isn’t just about you and me. It’s about pleasing my wife. This is just taking the edge off so we can both satisfy her.”

Becca’s 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 couldn’t be with them.

“Oh, yeah,” Adam remarked. “Wouldn’t want you going off at half-cock when we’re all linked up.”

Becca crept up behind them. She rested her palm against Adam’s taut flanks, felt the raw power there just before he froze. “Don’t you need this too, Adam? I often wonder what it would take to make you lose your cool.”

“Sweetheart, it’ll 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.

“Let’s just say that I don’t think Adam is quite so averse to taking it, after all. I think he’s just scared he’ll embarrass himself, like he’s about to do right about now.”

Almost split-second perfect, Adam’s muscles began to snap tight then release in a rhythmic pulse. He soared and jerked in Becca’s hands, while clinging tightly to Elliot’s 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.

“You’re 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.”

“He’s 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, I’m afraid. I got a promotion.”

“Oh!” Her faced clouded slightly, before she forced a smile. Adam’s job already took him round the country during the week. “That’s great.”

“Yeah, it is. It’s 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.” Adam’s blue eyes twinkled. “And maybe the odd lunchtime, too. So much in fact, you may get sick of me.”

“We’ll never do that,” Elliot said.

“That’s right,” Becca insisted. “We love you.”
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Chapter One

 

 

 

“Whose damn fool idea was this?” 

Hand artfully raised and cradling a sherry glass, Alastair Romilly de Vere viewed the towering gothic structure with a mixture of reverence and distaste. There were few other buildings that inspired such a strong reaction of dislike in his being. Bricks and mortar were rarely the enemy of man, rather it was the folk who inhabited them who were the problem, the temple being the absolute exception to that rule. 

Why had he allowed himself to become embroiled in this pointless dare? He didn’t give a jot if his family or society as a whole thought he lacked bottom.

Could he do this? Could he go back in there? Sixteen long years had passed since he’d last ventured across the folly’s threshold. He’d been a mere boy the last time, seven years old and not a care in the world. Yet the horror he’d known still visited him.

Alexander would laugh to know it—Alexander, his elder brother, who had locked Alastair and their sister Viola inside the tower, then sat back and laughed at their panicked shrieks.

So long ago, and yet the events seeped seamlessly into the present. Despite the external heat from a blazing summer sun, the inside of the temple had been cool that day—its sublime arched interior filled with shadows. He hadn’t felt fear at first, just awe at the sweeping majesty of the place. Only when the heat crawled through the building, causing the hairs upon the back of his neck to rise, had he cried out in fear.

Ghosts! The temple had a full roster of ghosts, and at seven he believed in every one of them. As an adult, he could rationalise the sudden temperature increase as the effect of sunlight streaming through the stained glass windows as the sun reached its zenith. At least he told himself that’s what had happened. Convinced himself that the sunlight and not possession by an otherworldly presence had triggered his sister’s convulsions. 

Viola—beautiful and fragile. Out of his depth, he’d watched her flop about on the stone floor like dying fish. He’d screamed so hard that he hadn’t spoken for a week after their release.

Viola… Curiously, his presence here tonight was partially her doing. She, along with his cousin Charlotte, had issued the dare to spend the night in the temple. He couldn’t fathom her motive any more than he could fathom his own reservations.

Eyes shielded from the low sun, Alastair leered up at the grotesque stone demons perched above. It was said that you could see across three counties from the top of each of the temple’s three spiked towers. A magnificent view he was sure, save he could barely look at the stout entryway without gagging.

Damn it! He swallowed another gulp of sack. If it weren’t for his companion, he’d tolerate the loss of face and call the whole thing off. 

Alastair’s gaze swept towards the gathering shadows before the temple door where his friend stood. Jude Leveson, the perfect cipher for all that was missing in his soul. 

Jude the jubilant. Jude the fair. Jude the man he couldn’t bear to be around and couldn’t stand to be apart from.

Alastair’s lip curled—there was no easy escape from this nightmare. He’d simply have to stand tall and face both demons fully armed. He glanced around for the decanter he’d left behind in the parlour, seeking a refill, for tonight, alcohol would have to serve in place of a pistol. He didn’t trust himself with the latter, having nearly shot himself in the foot the previous week.

“Whatever’s the hold up, Alastair?” Jude leaned casually against the stout, iron-pinned door, a picnic hamper held within his hands. He raised one knee and balanced the hamper upon it while he searched in his waistcoat pocket for the key. “It’s all codswallop, you realise, this nonsense about ghosts. There are no real ghosts. It’s just a bunch of tales told to you as children in order to keep you out of this derelict mausoleum. So a little less gloom please, and maybe we’ll make merry hell of this wager.”

“Perhaps.”

With a sharp click that resembled a rifle shot, the lock released. Jude gave the ring handle a good twist and the door swung inwards on wailing hinges, dislodging a grey mantel of cobwebs. “Creepy,” he chuckled, dusting away the silky strands. “I say, Alastair, this place does have beds, doesn’t it? Two blankets won’t provide much comfort, and the only scrambling about on the floor I favour is Greek wrestling.”

Beds. There were, unfortunately, beds. There wouldn’t be any wrestling. Alastair clapped his companion across the back and ushered him into the stone folly. “That’s what the six bottles of elderberry wine are for. Any beds in here are probably riddled with damp and fleas.”

“If that’s what the wine’s for, what’s the brandy for?”

Alastair kicked the door closed. “Desperate times.” This moment being one of them. 

They were in. Unease snaked through his innards as he locked the door and placed the key in his pocket.. Bending, he slipped the hip flask from the top of his Hessian boot and attempted to soothe his nerves with a long swig, before stowing it back betwixt stocking and leather. The alcohol merely excited the snake in his guts. “Shall we survey our domain?” He gestured towards the central chamber. He’d maintain a façade of calm if it killed him.

“A toast first.” Jude drew a bottle from the hamper and raised it high. “To foolish wagers, may we win them and reap the luscious rewards.” He applied his teeth to the cork, and chucked it into a shadowy corner, leaving Alastair with the strange urge to fetch. 

Instead, he glanced at his pocket watch. Eight o’clock. Twelve hours to go. It wasn’t as if he were even to gain anything from this little endeavour beyond some minimal respect. He never wagered more than sixpence against a woman.

“So, the purpose of this place? Favourite trysting spot, I’m guessing,” said Jude.

Alastair shook his head. “There isn’t a purpose to it. My great grandfather simply had a fondness for oddities. There are several follies dotted about the estate.”

“I still say he entertained here.”

“I doubt it. His eccentricity ran to the ladies in addition to architecture. He preferred to keep them at a distance. Said one had cost him his leg in Lauffeld, and he wasn’t risking the other. We should probably be grateful Charlotte suggested a night here, and not in the leg’s mausoleum. He brought it back to England and gave it its own burial.”

“It’s cold enough in here to be a mausoleum.” Jude rubbed some warmth into his arms causing the fabric of his coat to bunch around his biceps.

“How’s the wine?” Alastair asked, trying not to stare at his companion. He glanced about at their surroundings, but it was damn difficult to keep his gaze from straying back to Jude.

“Good.” Jude’s hazel-green eyes shone brightly in the gloomy half-light. As he passed the bottle to Alastair their fingers briefly brushed, evoking a jolt of arousal in the pit of Alastair’s stomach. 

I can’t do this, he thought as he swallowed. But he had to. There really wasn’t much choice. How pitiful he would seem if he fled the temple now.

Reining in his instincts, he passed the bottle back to Jude then led the way forward, beneath a gothic archway, into the folly’s central chamber. Here, light streamed in from three high-set, stained glass windows. A balcony encircled the wall just below them, providing access to the upper floors of the three strutting towers. The mingled effect of the austere walls and the light created the temple’s grand illusion of majesty. Alastair recalled standing here the first time, peering up at the rainbow of lights and feeling awestruck. The years hadn’t dimmed the effect. He reached out and caught a handful of the whirling dust motes, which spun and flashed in the light. It was all as he remembered. Exactly as he remembered, down to the dust upon the rug and the bloodstain where his sister had fallen.

Alastair turned away from the brown smear. He couldn’t dwell on the past tonight, not if he wanted to get through it.

A huge tapestry encompassing the lower wall of the west tower depicted the fall of man. To its sides lay two iron-pinned doors, which he knew led one to the privy and the other to the stairs. “That way is up.” He pointed to the east tower and let Jude lead the way.

“Which way?” Jude asked as they emerged from the top of the spiral staircase onto the balcony. The tower itself continued up into spiked obscurity. 

“Sinister, of course.”

Jude’s voice rang with laughter. “I’ve long had my suspicions about you, de Vere. That sort of statement isn’t doing anything to quell them.”

“What suspicions?” Alastair frowned.

Jude laughter merely subsided to a wide grin. “I think you know.” He jolted forward into the stream of light pouring through the stained glass.

Alastair rested his back against the iron railing, the unease in his guts further stirred by Jude’s words. He thought he’d been discreet, but if the other man was beginning to suspect… 

Jude stood bathed in ocean-blue light, basking, his head tilted towards the sun’s slowly fading radiance. Alastair inwardly groaned. This was torture already, how was he supposed to endure a whole night of it with no means of escape?

The rich light bounced off Jude’s wild curls, streaking the dusky blond with gleaming shades of ruby and hyacinth. Jude, typically unable to keep his coat on for more than a moment outside of a formal engagement, had already shrugged it off. It swung now from his fingertip, while the maroon back of his waistcoat pulled taut across his back, emphasising his broad shoulders and the ridiculous perfection of his arse.

Twice now, Alastair had run his hands over that muscled rear, the first, as he’d helped Jude drunkenly mount his horse, the second after a hay-fight. Both incidents had left his pulse racing and his cock hard. He had yet to savour the full delight of having his palms curved to Jude’s cheeks, or of feeling him tremble with passion as he held him, although nightly, for months now, he’d promised himself both.

Such desires were merely a dream. He knew his unnatural feelings of desire for the other man weren’t reciprocated.

Fate was so damned cruel. He still remembered the thrill he’d felt when their eyes had first met across the village assembly room. Most of the evenings he’d spent there had rolled into gregarious monotony. But not that night. Jude’s arrival, eight months ago, had changed everything. 

Alastair had staggered from that place like a drunkard, despite no more than a single glass of wine having passed his lips. He’d been undone by Jude’s charm, the laconic warmth of his smile, and he’d allowed the possibility of affection to take root in his belly, in his heart. From that moment onward, he’d repeatedly sinned, rubbing himself into a frenzy of desire and shame over thoughts of the other man.

They’d become friends, sharing both a love of dancing and steeple chasing.

A shame then that all Jude’s conviviality had been focused upon Charlotte. He’d openly courted her from that point forth, and all Alastair could do was to stand by and watch while his heart ached.

“It must be some powerful ghost to keep you from here. It’s beautiful.” Jude remarked, turning amid the slanting light. “What is it, a headless monk, a white lady?” He joined Alastair by the railing, and cast his coat over the balustrade.

Alastair shuffled to the right so they weren’t standing so close. “I’ve heard about fifty different stories.” None of which aligned with his experiences.

Jude plucked a blue silk kerchief from his waistcoat pocket, which he unfolded to reveal an eternity ring. “I had intended to propose to Charlotte tonight. This jape’s a darned nuisance. I hope none of her other suitors get wind of it and race over to claim her first.”

“I think that’s unlikely.” Was it wrong of him to wish for every man who’d ever shown the faintest spark of interest in Charlotte to show up at the de Vere estate tonight? Tremulously, Alastair took the ring and slipped it onto the tip of his finger. It would make a curiously perfect fit around the slender digit. “I don’t believe she has any other remaining suitors.” Maybe she had once, but not anymore. Jude was all any woman would desire. His cousin’s hold was firmly set.

Nausea swelled in Alastair’s belly at the thought of the pair together. He’d have to take himself off somewhere, perhaps as far as India. He knew he couldn’t stand to be around them, knowing they were sharing a bed. Unconsciously, he rotated the golden band with his thumb, counting the embedded sapphires. Eight, one for each month of their friendship. Their blue a perfect match for his cousin’s eyes.

“Do you love her, Jude?” He had to know the truth.

Jude curled his hand over the top of Alastair’s fingers and reclaimed the ring. “Is that a prerequisite to your approval? You’re a hopeless romantic, de Vere. It’s all that gothic nonsense you read. I’ll wager you believe in love at first sight and happily ever after too.”

“Maybe.”

His companion laughed. “Love grows, what you experience first is lust. Sticky, sensual, all-consuming lust. No wonder your mama despairs over you ever finding a bride.” He clapped Alastair upon the shoulder and squeezed.

“It’s hardly imperative that I marry. The burden of inheritance lies with Alexander.” Alastair turned away, feeling distinctly peaky and unable to mask the emotion. He did believe in love in first sight, had done so from the very first moment he’d stared into Jude’s hazel-green eyes and felt his world shift. Perhaps that’s why the dismissal hurt so much, nothing to do with Charlotte. 

“You don’t require my approval, Jude. Just my uncle’s.” Which was probably just as well, as he’d never be able to give his. He couldn’t pretend he wanted to see his friend wed.

Charlotte was as delightful as she was fair. And with her broad hips would likely produce scores of hearty babes to delight the de Vere and Leveson mamas. But he wanted Jude for himself. All to himself.

“It’d be nice to think you at least wished us well.” Jude’s hand pressed against the front of Alastair’s coat. 

The touch ignited sparks. Nerve bundles fired together and stoked a fire in his groin. Each and every contact with Jude was both unbearable agony and unparalleled bliss. His body screamed for more, even as his head told him flee, but he couldn’t quite bring himself to break free. For a few fleeting moments, he imagined instead, the feel of Jude’s arms around him, holding him. He pictured them both stretched upon the carpet below, Jude upon his back with the neck of his shirt open so that a tempting sliver of skin showed. He didn’t resist as Alastair pushed his hand inside the narrow opening and spread his fingers possessively wide, although he jerked upwards releasing a sharp gasp as the caress encroached upon one nipple.

“Alastair.” Jude’s hand remained pressed against his coat. “You do wish us well, don’t you?” He let his palm drift uncertainly downward.

“Of course.” Alastair summoned a grin. “Of course.” You godawful liar, he cursed himself.

 

Just shy of the west tower door, Jude cast a wary glance over his shoulder at Alastair’s drawn face. So much for a night of fun and laughter! His friend was typically as stiff as a parson in a buttonhole factory, and getting him to relax always took a great deal of port and effort, but this evening he was wound tighter than usual. What should have been a night of ghoulish idiocy was going to be darned long and painful if he didn’t settle himself soon.

Jude twisted the tower door ring, but the latch still didn’t budge. God help them, maybe Alastair would be less spooked once they were comfortably settled and had cracked a few more bottles of that excellent elderberry wine. He gave the catch another wrench, this time putting his shoulder to the door. Finally, the rusty latch gave, sending him swinging into the room.

Somebody really needed to spruce this old place up a bit. It was downright shameful to let it rot. But the rest of the family seemed to have the same reserve towards the place as Alastair. Maybe he could stipulate something in the marriage negotiations to help see the place opened up again. 

“Maybe we could hold the wedding breakfast in here,” he mused aloud. The remark only intensified Alastair’s scowl. Still swinging with the natural rhythm of the door, Jude surveyed the dingy surroundings. Splintered shutters covered all three windows, blocking out most of the fading daylight, although enough red pierced the gloom to allow him to discern what few furnishings remained. 

Dresser, wormy sea chest, bed. That was it. There weren’t even any curtains left on the bed, just more tattered cobwebs. Weirdly, he hadn’t spied any spiders yet, though they’d certainly been busy about the place.

“Shall we take this one, or progress to the next?” he asked. He couldn’t honestly say he wished to sleep here, considering the fusty miasma rising from the bed.

Alastair stuck his head over the threshold and shook his head. “I’d rather take the downstairs carpet. It reeks of mildew in here.”
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