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Never Say
Never

Julie knocked on
Mark's door at half past six. "Good evening." he grinned a
greeting. She was wearing a plain white T-shirt and cut off jeans,
and looking lovely. Mark took in the view and found he was flashing
back to the night before, holding her in his arms as she writhed
under Paul's determined thrusts. He watched her enter, remembering
what she looked like under the clothes.

"Hey. I've asked
Paul to come over. I wanted to have a chat."

"A chat?" Mark
arched his eyebrow as best he could.

"Just a chat.
Probably. I'm still sore from yesterday."

"Sorry."

"Oh, it's a good
sore." Julie grinned, and did the eyebrow thing far better than
Mark had managed.

"Tea?" he
offered.

They made a pot,
so there was some for Paul when he arrived. They chatted about
Julie's progress unpacking and the job she was starting later in
the week until Paul buzzed the intercom.

Julie sat her boys
on the sofa and took up her slot between them. She shivered,
remembering the last time she'd had them either side of her. They
sipped their tea in silence for a while.

"So," Julie
started eventually, "I, if you two want to, I want to do..... more.
But I don't want to come between you."

Mark laid a hand
on her leg and gently stroked it. "You came between us
yesterday."

"Quite a lot."
Paul added.

Julie flushed and
giggled. "Yes, I did." she said dreamily. "But that is not what I
meant. You two were together before I met you. You had a
relationship."

Mark and Paul
looked at each other across Julie. She glanced from side to
side.

"Well, we talked
about it." Mark said.

"Once, I think."
Paul elaborated.

"We worked out we
were fuck buddies, or maybe friends with benefits. And then we
never really thought about it again."

"Are you
rethinking it now?" Julie asked.

"No." Mark looked
at Paul, who shook his head.

"So, do you think
I could be a beneficial friend? You don't think I'd upset the
balance?"

"Yes and of course
not." Mark replied.

Julie and Mark
looked at Paul. "What he said." he declared with a smile.

Julie smiled,
"That's what I hoped you'd say." She sipped her tea contemplatively
than chirped, "So what would you like to do with me?"

"Well, er...." It
wasn't that Mark hadn't thought of things he wanted to do, it was
just that he didn't know where to start. Paul "Errr..."ed as
well.

"Because I've got
lots of ideas. I want to try anal. Have you tried anal?" She looked
from Paul to Mark and back again, when they both nodded she
followed up with, "Does it hurt?"

"It's intense,"
Paul admitted, "but not painful if you're relaxed enough and you
trust the other person."

"Cool. When I'm
used to that I really want to try double penetration, one of you in
my vagina, one in my arse. And it would be great if you were
buggering Paul whilst he was buggering me. Or if Paul were making
love to me and giving you a blowjob at the same time. And there's
lots of other things I want to do." Julie had gone red with the
excitement of letting it all out.

"Blimey." Paul
muttered, "Have you just escaped from a monastery or
something?"

"Cheeky. But not
far off. I grew up in a small town, and then I moved back there
after University. It's the sort of place where everyone knows
everyone's business, and the sort of stuff I really want to do
would get found out really quickly and spread. I don't want a
reputation just because some of my parents' neighbours are narrow
minded."

"You didn't get a
chance to do any of this stuff at University?" Mark asked.

"I guess I could
have, if I'd looked. But I didn't think to. And I had a boyfriend
for most of the time. He was nice enough, but not very imaginative
and not open to many ideas. He thought that doing me up the bum
would make him gay. So we didn't."

"Well I guess it's
our good luck to have met you just when you were ready to
experiment." Paul commented.

"And mine. I was
going to join one of those adult contacts websites and see what it
got me. Who'd have thought I'd meet two dirty minded studs on my
first day here."

"It's like that
phrase, 'You make your own luck'." Mark decided, "If Paul and I
weren't already lovers we wouldn't have tried it on with you so
soon."

"It's true." Paul
accepted.

"So, do you have
anything you want to do with me?" Julie asked.

"Bukkake?" Mark
offered weakly.

"What's that?"
Paul asked.

They both looked
at him, somewhat surprised. "It's Japanese, I think." Julie
explained, "The girl kneels on the floor whilst a load of guys come
over her."
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