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Threesome

By J.M. Snyder




A hot hand clapped me on the back and I
turned as a young man shouldered his way through the crowd to join
me beside the bar. He had large, dark eyes half-hidden by a fall of
bleached hair and full lips that spread into an impossibly large,
Mick Jagger-esque grin. Leaning close to my ear, he shouted, “Hey.”
His warm breath smelled of whiskey—where it touched me, it curled
the ends of my hair and flushed my cheek. With that grin stretched
tight across his face, he asked, “Buy me a drink?”

Like he needed another. I pointed to my
boyfriend Alan on my other side and raised my voice over the crowd
to holler back, “Look, I’m with someone—”

The guy shook his head. I didn’t know if that
meant he couldn’t hear me or didn’t care. “Come on, man,” he
pleaded. He was attractive in a Middle Eastern sort of way, that
light hair such a contrast to his shadowy skin, and if I hadn’t
been with Alan for the past five years, I might have given in.
Hell, if Alan wasn’t right there, I might’ve bought him a drink,
let him lean on me a bit. I liked the heat of his hand and the way
hia eyes glistened in the lights above the bar. “I’m flat broke,”
he was saying. His hand dropped to my arm, then to my leg as he
eased into the seat beside mine. His fingers brushed along the
inside of my thigh and I moved away before he could cop a quick
feel. “Between jobs and just spent my last few bucks so what do you
say? Another round, you buying?”

He flagged the bartender over but I shook my
head. Next to me, Alan laughed at something someone else said, and
I wanted to turn towards my lover, rest my chin on his shoulder,
share in the joke. I wondered how rude it would be to simply turn
my back on this guy, but his wide smile kept me riveted. I’ve
always been one for a pretty mouth. “Listen,” I told him, “I’m
sorry, pal. I know how it is. But I’m strapped for cash myself.
He’s buying for me.” I nodded at Alan, hoping this guy would take
the hint.
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