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  Introduction




  Whether or not we’ve ever actually had sex with more than one person at a time, I’d be very surprised if it’s not something just about everyone has fantasized

  about at some point. For many of us, I have no doubt that it’s a fantasy to which we return, in one variation or another, again and again.




  For me, the thrill lies in being the focus of so much attention – sexual attention – and, in the realm of make-believe at least, the more the merrier. Three is decidedly not a crowd,

  and nor is more.




  Unfortunately, the reality of these encounters seldom lives up to the fantasy. I think this is mostly because a sexual relationship between just two people is already sufficiently complicated,

  without the exponentially increasing complications brought by each additional lover. The chances of being with two or more other people and everyone being sexually attracted to each other,

  and in the mood for sex, are – let’s face it – generally very slim indeed.




  This book makes no claim to being a guide to how to “open up” your relationship, or otherwise engage in group sex. However, many of these stories may very well inspire you to try

  something similar – with your partner, if you have one (or partners, if you have two or more), or by finding a couple (or group) if you’re solo.




  These stories explore different variations of the ménage à trois and group sex in erotic fantasies from diverse writers – some male, some female – who conjure for us

  from their intimate imaginations almost every possible permutation of sex between more than two people. More than simply who is taking part, however, and what they are doing to each other, these

  writers explore, most importantly, why their characters are having sex.




  This anthology contains a greater number of longer stories than any other collection I have edited. Partly this is due to the sheer size of a Mammoth book, which allows for much greater scope

  than a standard collection printed with fewer pages to keep costs down. A Mammoth undoubtedly provides a much broader canvas on which longer stories, and more of them, can be told. More

  importantly, though, the dynamics in a relationship between three or more people are complex and demand space to be set out and fully explored.




  While I have chosen a few stories that are straightforward raunchy fantasies – sometimes we just need to get off, there and then – I have also selected some highly literary

  explorations of ménages à trois or group sex, which are emotionally insightful, beautiful and – sometimes – heartlessly cruel.




  Sometimes, in these tales, an additional partner is included in the context of a “traditional” relationship between two people – either as a one-off to act out a certain

  fantasy or celebrate a special moment, or as a more permanent arrangement.




  Sometimes the sex is spontaneous, a welcome surprise for those involved, who embrace the pleasure that’s offered to them; at other times it is premeditated, a gift offered by one or more

  people, or something planned and longed for.




  The stories come from a number of different sources: some were solicited from writers with whom I’ve worked before, or whose erotic writing I have read and admired; some were stories that

  I’d previously read and couldn’t forget; finally, some of the writers I’d invited to contribute recommended their own favourite stories, or writers. Even with quite so many pages

  to fill, there was no shortage of excellent material.




  Finally, I made a public call for submissions to fill the last few slots, hoping to be pleasantly surprised, both in terms of subject matter and fresh, new writers. And I was delighted by the

  material I received, even if I did have to sift through a lot of chaff to get at the few golden kernels that lurked in the pile – a metaphor, in a way, for the search for additional sex

  partners and the intense thrill of unanticipated pleasure which success can bring.




  These stories are fantasies. Sometimes, the fictional characters engage in behaviour that is unsafe in terms of sexually transmissible diseases. While I hope these stories turn you on, if you

  feel inspired to act out your own fantasies involving sex with multiple partners, I urge you to practise safer sex.




  For now, though, follow these writers along their many winding paths of erotic adventures with multiple partners, and allow your imagination to be beguiled.




  Linda Alvarez








  

     

  




  Forgiveness




  Lacey Savage




  “You want to fuck another man, don’t you?”




  My husband isn’t a great communicator. But whatever his faults – and he has many – I’ve never been able to accuse him of being anything less than direct.




  That night, he might as well have asked whether I remembered to drop off his dry-cleaning, or if I’d paid the gas bill before the date came due. His face remained smooth, unperturbed,

  marked only by the fine lines that had just recently started to appear at the corners of his eyes. He waited for my response with the kind of fathomless patience he’d exhibited when

  attempting to housebreak our puppy, Sam. Alas, Sam never took to peeing anywhere but in people’s shoes, so we gave him away less than a month after rescuing him from the shelter. Richard had

  expected an eager, panting creature desperate to please. What he got was a stubborn animal.




  Unfortunately for Sam, Richard already had one of those. And I was already housebroken.




  “Don’t be ridiculous.” I took a bite of my dry salad. In the booth behind me, a woman moaned after every bite of her fragrant lobster bisque.




  I swallowed the mouthful of tasteless lettuce and cursed the stupid diet I’d decided to follow a week earlier. Seven days of eating like a gazelle, and I was no closer to fitting into my

  never-worn little black size four dress than I’d been when I could happily devour chocolate sundaes with whipped cream.




  My mouth watered. Just then, I couldn’t think of anything I wanted more than a dollop of rich whipped cream. Except maybe for my husband to stop talking. We’d always done better

  together when we didn’t speak.




  “Don’t lie to me, Dana.”




  I sighed and set my fork down. “You really want to talk about this, Richard? Now?” I indicated the restaurant around us with a sweep of my hand. From the sparkling chandelier that

  scattered fragmented golden light over my bland salad, to the affluent clientele dressed in tailored suits and skintight gowns adorned with glittering jewels, Antoine’s wasn’t the kind

  of place where a scene would go unnoticed.




  As always, Richard had picked the restaurant. He read a stellar review in last weekend’s Times and decided it would be the perfect spot for us to celebrate our tenth wedding

  anniversary. I agreed, already fantasizing about showing up in a black, backless little number that barely came down to mid-thigh. I pictured myself two sizes thinner, fabric draped around my

  curves like a second skin. I wanted to be the hottest woman here. A goddess, a sex kitten. The object of every man’s fantasy.




  All right, so my dreams have never been rooted in reality. If I’d realized that happily-ever-after endings were as unlikely as fat-free chocolate cake, I never would have walked down the

  aisle.




  Besides, it was either go to the fancy restaurant, or tell Richard I’d rather stay home in my pyjamas with a carton of ice cream and the vibrator I hid in the refrigerator crisper.




  “Why not?” He dabbed the corner of his mouth with the white linen napkin before setting it back on his lap. “You won’t discuss sex at home.”




  “You never ask about it at home.”




  “You never talk to me at home.”




  I pursed my lips, instantly on the defensive. So what if I couldn’t remember the last time we’d had a civil conversation? I also couldn’t pinpoint exactly when we’d

  started leading separate lives, only that I liked it.




  No. That wasn’t quite right. I’d grown used to it. I told myself that it was well past time I put my childish ideas about love and marriage behind me and came to terms with the fact

  that married couples ignored each other, slept on their side of the bed careful not to touch, and bickered when someone failed to replace the toilet paper roll.




  “What if I let you?”




  I paused with a forkful of salad halfway to my mouth. The mini tomato I’d speared fell off and rolled on to the floor. My heartbeat kicked up a notch. “What if you let me do

  what?”




  Richard leaned forward, elbows on the table, dark eyes spearing mine. “Don’t play coy with me, Dana. I’m smarter than you think.”




  “I—”




  “Save it. I saw the way you eyed the waiter when he walked over here. You stared at his crotch like he’d hidden an icecream cone down his pants. It’s shameful, really. He must

  be half your age.”




  “Asshole,” I said pleasantly, reaching for my glass of champagne. “If you’re considering a mid-life crisis, leave me out of your kinky fantasies. I give you my blessing

  to buy a fast car and look up your secretary’s skirt.”




  My voice hitched on that last bit, and Richard scowled. Just like that, I’d turned back the clock six years. Only it hadn’t been his secretary then; it had been his personal trainer.

  And he didn’t just look up her skirt. He’d burned a few extra calories fucking her on the fitness circuit after hours.




  He stared at me, eyes black and hollow. “That was a long time ago. And you’re not going to believe a word I tell you anyway, so I don’t know why I bother.”




  I shrugged, saying nothing.




  Richard hesitated, cleared his throat. “Look, Dana … I don’t want to look up Amy’s skirt. I want to look up yours.” He reached across the table for my hand, and

  the touch of his warm fingers on my wrist made me jump. “Only you won’t let me.”




  For a tenuous moment, my breath caught in my throat and I had no reply. I’d grown so used to avoiding Richard’s advances that I’d become an expert at it. Four years ago, I

  bought my first set of flannel pyjamas. I now owned twelve in different colours, all sporting playful kitten designs. They were the kind with thick elastic bands, and I wore granny panties beneath

  them. I stuck curlers in my hair and smeared green goo on my face before heading to bed. I’d done everything except tattoo “No Entry” on my crotch.




  It wasn’t that I didn’t like sex. I thought of it constantly, wished for it incessantly. Nor was Richard’s appearance the problem. I’d thought him irresistible once. His

  thick hair had been black then and hung down to his shoulders; now he wore it cut short, and grey showed at his temples. His suit jacket hugged broad shoulders, and although he didn’t spend

  all his time at the gym like he once had, he still rose early to swim laps around the pool.




  I waited for the urge to pull back my hand. For so long, the only reaction I had to my husband’s touch was stark, pulsing anger. Sometimes, the spark of fury ignited my imagination and

  I’d picture him fucking his whore. That’s when the slow burn of maddening rage would combine with sullen waves of revulsion to form the kind of temper that landed people in jail.




  None of those turbulent responses came this time. Instead, the sultry warmth Richard’s fingers had kindled in my wrist shot up my arm. My nipples tightened, fuelled by the intensity in his

  gaze.




  Left momentarily speechless, I licked my lips. He focused on them, parted his as though he wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words.




  When he finally spoke, his tone took on a sharp edge. “How long will you hold my mistake against me?” His grip tightened on my wrist. Pain flowered in a savage burst that chased the

  lingering flash of awareness from my skin. “Another year? Two? Twenty? I need to know.” He sucked in a breath. “I need to know, because if you won’t put the past behind us,

  I’ll—”




  “You’ll what?” I yanked my hand away and slammed my open palm on to the table. The silverware clattered. A few heads turned in our direction and I could hear curious murmurs

  from the diners around us. “Leave me? Fine, then. Leave me.”




  He furrowed his brows and slanted a glance at our neighbours. “Why not?” His voice was a low, violent whisper that hit me with the force of a slap. “You left me long

  ago.”




  Abruptly, Richard leaned back in his chair and signalled the waiter. “You want to punish me, Dana? You’ll do it tonight. You’re going to get it out of your system, teach me a

  lesson, show me the error of my ways. And in the morning, you’ll let me prove to you that I’ve spent the last six years regretting what I’ve done.”




  The waiter hurried over, and I had to bite my tongue while he cleared our plates. Knowing Richard watched me, I looked the boy over again. He was young, maybe twenty-three, maybe slightly older.

  Dark stubble cast a shadow over his lean cheeks and square jaw. He’d slicked back his hair, allowing a light brown strand to escape and curl over his forehead for that 1950s movie star

  allure. He probably thought it made him look cool. I thought it only made him look younger.




  I homed in on his behind as he walked away, admiring the smooth flex of the cheeks beneath the bulky fabric of his uniform pants. A sigh flew from my lips as I contemplated the myriad wicked

  things I could do to that ass if I only had a dollop of that whipped cream I’d been craving.




  He disappeared behind the swinging kitchen doors, and I turned back. The Saturday night crowd was surprisingly loud for such a posh place, only Richard and I sat in silence, the weight of our

  stillness a marked contrast to the laughter and buzzing energy around us. I waited for him to say something first, to chastise my lecherous behaviour or let me in on his plan, but he simply watched

  me. The impulse to squirm in my seat made every muscle in my body coil with tension, but I didn’t move an inch.




  Whatever happened, I was suddenly glad I hadn’t stayed home tonight. This evening would decide the fate of our marriage once and for all, and I was relieved to know the end was near. We

  couldn’t go on like this.




  I couldn’t go on like this.




  “Will there be anything else, sir?”




  I glanced up, startled. I hadn’t noticed the waiter approach.




  “Yes. Hold up a minute.” Richard pulled out his wallet and opened it to reveal a fat stack of hundred-dollar bills.




  I watched the waiter’s eyes widen. “I’ll bring your check.”




  Richard smiled. It was a nasty, predatory smile that sent a shiver crawling down my spine and a rush of wanton anxiety pooling between my legs.




  “This isn’t for the restaurant. It’s for you.”




  The waiter’s throat worked as he swallowed hard. His gaze flicked from Richard to me.




  I shrugged. I wanted to tell him that this was all for my benefit, that he was no more than a pawn in a game that would end badly for all of us. I didn’t, though. I took another sip of

  champagne and let the bubbles take the edge off my nerves.




  He turned back to my husband. “I don’t understand.”




  “What’s your name, son?” Richard asked, pocketing his wallet.




  “Brent.”




  Richard crooked his finger, beckoning Brent closer. The boy dropped to a crouch and leaned forwards, eyebrows raised in interest.




  “Do you like women, Brent?”




  The waiter’s smile faltered a little. Suspicion replaced the delight that had lit his eyes just moments earlier. “Yes, sir.”




  “I’ll get right to the point, then. How much do you make working here? Eight bucks an hour?”




  “Nine fifty, sir.”




  “Nine fifty … That’s not bad, Brent, not bad.”




  Richard paused and looked over at me. My stomach tightened. Without tearing his gaze from mine, he said, in that same bland voice I was beginning to hate, “I’ll give you ten thousand

  dollars to sleep with my wife.”




  Looking back, I can’t help but think it should have taken more convincing. More theatrics, maybe. I’d expected Brent to be shocked, and he was, but the surprise

  wore off quickly, the lure of cash dislodging any misgivings he might have had.




  We didn’t even have to wait until Brent’s shift ended. He faked some sort of fast-acting illness and followed us out to the car, while the restaurant manager scowled and shouted

  orders to the other waiters to pick up the slack.




  The drive home is a blur, fragmented by flashes of memory: Richard’s big hands cradling the smooth leather of the steering wheel; the minty scent of Brent’s breath from the back

  seat; New York’s city lights bouncing off the tinted windows of our BMW as we zoomed through Manhattan towards our loft. And my silk covered legs, crossing of their own accord, pressing down

  on the throbbing pressure building at the apex of my thighs.




  The security guard in the lobby, a big black man whose uniform jacket was at least two sizes too small for his substantial muscles, nodded at Richard as the three of us whirled through the

  revolving doors. His gaze flicked over Brent, but he was too well trained to let his curiosity show.




  While we stood in front of the bank of elevators waiting for the one that would take us to the penthouse, I leaned into Richard and whispered, “All right, you’ve made your point.

  Send the boy home.”




  The only answer he gave me was a narrow, cryptic tilt of the lips and, as the elevator doors split open with a ding, a chill crept through my veins. He’d given me no reason to think he was

  bluffing, but I knew him. Richard coloured within the lines. He followed a set of rules that would make the morality police proud. Even when he cheated on me, I’m sure he did it

  missionary style and used a condom. Good Catholic boys everywhere would have been proud.




  But this … this was different. For both of us.




  Brent stepped into the elevator after Richard. When I hesitated, Richard grabbed me by the shoulder and yanked me inside just before the doors closed in my face. His rough handling knocked me

  off balance, and I stumbled on my high heels, pitching forwards. I fell against Brent, who steadied me with a gentle hand.




  “Whoa, careful, ma’am.”




  I cringed and backed away until there was nowhere else to go. “Call me Dana, please.”




  My spine pressed against the mirrored surface of one wall. Twin images of Richard and Brent stared back from the two mirrors in front and to the right of me.




  “Be a good girl, Dana, and hike up your skirt,” Richard said. “Show us that pretty pussy you hide so well.”




  My mouth went dry. If I wanted out of this game, now was the time to do it. I could refuse. If Richard insisted, I could hurl myself at the row of elevator buttons and slam my hand against the

  big red alarm. The burly security guard would come running to my rescue.




  Truth be told, I considered it … for about two seconds. But the growing thrill of this indecent act filled me with a sense of anticipation. I caught the sides of my floor-length silk

  skirt and fisted my palms into the fabric before tugging it up … and up … and up.




  The men’s gazes followed the line of flesh I revealed. A jolt of awareness flashed through me. I was in charge here. This night, this game, would go nowhere if I chose to end it. I set the

  pace. I had full control.




  I breathed in sharply and my lungs filled with a heady rush of power. I could smell my own arousal, a musky aroma that seeped through the wetness that plastered my panties to my skin. I pulled

  my skirt up to my waist and revealed my underwear – a plain black cotton number that covered more of me than it displayed.




  A spark of disappointment flashed in Brent’s eyes, but Richard’s gaze darkened. The bulge tenting his black suit pants made my pulse speed. I found it difficult to believe that he

  still wanted me despite the lack of a killer black dress, despite the middle-aged body shaped more by chocolate sundaes than by hours at the gym, despite these horrid panties that hadn’t

  belonged to my grandmother, but could have.




  Still, I’d be a fool to ignore the growing evidence. Was it Brent’s presence that turned him on? Or could it really have been the sight of me, the knowledge that only that strip of

  fabric kept him from feasting his eyes upon my cunt?




  I hooked my fingertips into the waistband of my panties and yanked them down around my upper thighs. I bared my mound of dark curls, my pink, protruding labia, the pool of moisture slicking the

  crotch of my underwear. They could see it all.




  Emboldened, I used my index and middle fingers to part the folds of my sex. I exposed everything I had, held myself open, and trembled while I waited for one of them to do something.




  Before either man moved, the elevator dinged, announcing its arrival at the penthouse floor. Richard punched in the key code, and the doors slid open into our living room.




  Brent stepped out first. I made to follow him, but Richard held out his arm, stopping me. “Take off your underwear. That’s right … good girl. All the way off.”




  I obeyed, still hoisting my skirt around my waist. I wobbled on my heels as I lifted one leg, then the other, and soon had the panties down.




  “Leave them,” Richard said when I moved to pick them up. “Leave them right there. I want the world to know what a filthy, horny wife I have.”




  I stared at the fabric that so clearly betrayed my wantonness. The panties had bunched on one side, but the crotch area lay uncreased, and the slick smear of my cream glistened shamelessly from

  the cotton strip.




  The old Dana, the one who’d spent years waiting for one last excuse to leave, would have picked up the underwear and thrown them at Richard’s head before packing her bags and calling

  her lawyer. Or calling her lawyer and having him pack her bags.




  I, however, did none of those things. Something had changed in that elevator. I wasn’t yet certain it was a positive change, only that I wasn’t willing to walk away until we’d

  played this game through to its conclusion.




  Confusion made my head swim. Anxiety blended with arousal to form a miasma of uncertainty and apprehension. Yet despite the chaotic turmoil of emotions stirring inside me, I understood that no

  matter what happened tonight, my marriage would never be the same. And that frightened me more than anything.




  More than being at the mercy of two men. More than fucking a stranger while my husband watched. More than letting down my guard and trusting them – trusting Richard – to bring me

  back to reality unharmed.




  “Well?” Richard asked when I showed no sign of stepping over the threshold. “Are you coming in?”




  I stepped inside and the metal doors whooshed closed behind me, sealing me inside a softly lit room as familiar to me as those panties I’d left behind. My heels made a tapping sound on the

  hardwood floor that echoed off the rose-coloured walls. I’d painted them a light fluorescent pink in an act of sheer rebellion. To my frustration, Richard claimed to like the colour. I hated

  it.




  The energy in the room was palpable. It thrummed against my skin, causing goosebumps to rise along my arms. Tension filled my veins and welled up in my throat before exploding in the last sound

  I’d expected to ever hear reverberating through this house.




  A giggle. My giggle.




  Richard looked as startled as I felt. I slammed my palm over my mouth, but it was too late. He’d heard it, and he wasn’t about to let me get away with it.




  With a snap of his fingers, Richard had Brent’s attention as closely as he had mine. He made a small inclination with his head, which must have meant something to Brent because before I

  could comprehend what had just happened, the younger man strolled across the hardwood floor, dropped to his knees, and tore my skirt.




  The sound of the fabric tearing sent a frisson of raw delight scraping across my nerves. He’d ripped the skirt before realizing it tied at the side. I helped with that, just as I helped

  him remove my blouse and bra. In less than a minute, I stood in nothing but my heels, shivering in the wake of the air-conditioned breeze blowing over my skin.




  My knees quivered. Brent used his hands to part my thighs, and I reached out to clench my fingers in his hair.




  “That’s right,” Richard murmured, walking around us both. His voice traced a path along my naked body, dominating me with nothing more than words. “He’s going to

  lick you, and you’re going to let him. You get me, Dana? You’re not going to push him away, or squirm out of his reach, or pretend you don’t like it as you’ve done to me.

  He’s going to tongue fuck you into oblivion if that’s what I want him to do.”




  He didn’t need an answer, and I didn’t give him one. I spread my legs and pressed Brent’s face into my sex. He kissed me deeply there, probing my lips, splitting me open with

  his tongue. His hands cupped my ass and brought me closer to him as he consumed me. I didn’t resist. My hips moved in time with his mouth, seeking deeper contact, urging him on.




  I ground my cunt in his face and he took it, letting me use him as roughly as I wanted while he worked me over. “Yes .” I made a noise, something akin to a groan, hiss and moan all

  rolled up in a breathless sound of erotic torment.




  Richard stood behind Brent. He leaned in, his face so close to mine I could smell the sweet scent of champagne on his breath. “Say it,” he whispered. “Say it, you little

  slut.”




  Brent’s lips fused to my clit. He tugged and I cried out as a shudder ran through me and coiled in my stomach. I shook my head. “What?”




  “That you want to get fucked. I’ve been waiting for those words to fly from your mouth for six damn long years.”




  I sucked in a breath and flattened my lips together. Brent added a finger to his ministrations, first sliding it through my folds then thrusting it inside my quivering cunt. I squatted, needing

  to give him access, wanting more. So much more.




  “Stop!” Richard’s command was a slap; a warning. “Get off her.”




  Brent scrambled backwards and ran the back of his hand over his mouth, smearing my juices along one side of his jaw. I’d messed up his perfectly styled hair and it now stood on end, a

  dishevelled, endearing mess that made me want to grab his head again and hold it between my legs until he either suffocated, or I died first.




  Richard grabbed my arm and shoved me towards the back of the couch. I lost my balance and fell forwards. We’d set the leather monstrosity in the middle of the room because it faced the TV,

  but now I realized it served another purpose. My ass thrust high in the air as my stomach flattened against the leather.




  “You don’t want this, huh?” Richard’s fingers probed my cunt. I knew it was him and not Brent in an instant. I’d have recognized his hands anywhere.




  “I—”




  He thrust two fingers inside me in a savage motion made effortless by Brent’s masterful tongue-lashing. With his thumb, he pressed down on my back entrance, testing me. I drew my lower lip

  between my teeth and bit down hard. And then I pushed back against him, once, twice, taking his fingers deeper inside me with each glide of my skin against the smooth leather of the couch.




  Another snap of his fingers. Another unspoken man-to-man order.




  This time Brent came to stand before me on the other side of the couch. He kneeled on the leather cushion and unzipped his pants. I watched him pull out his cock through the slit in his boxer

  shorts and admired the thick, meaty length of it. The depth of the perversity and depravity of our actions hit me then with an unexpected force that made my muscles clench. My cunt clenched around

  Richard’s fingers and I shuddered in wanton surrender. The sweet rush of release tossed me around on a wave of pure physical pleasure, and I closed my eyes, losing myself in it.




  I could have ridden that wave for hours. Hell, I might still be there now. But Brent brought me back to earth much too soon by shoving his cock in my face.




  Not that I minded. I should have; I know that. But I didn’t.




  I opened wide, took him in like the good, horny wife Richard wanted. I drenched him with my tongue, laved at the veins snaking up the underside of his shaft, and sucked hard enough for my cheeks

  to hollow. All the while, Richard’s fingers never stopped moving. He taunted me with his rough glides. His thrusts crossed the line from pleasure to pain, then jumped back again, eliciting

  the kind of ecstasy that made my head reel.




  I closed my eyes and concentrated on the cock in my mouth. I buried my nose in Brent’s thatch of neatly trimmed pubic hair and sucked like I hadn’t known I could. I varied the

  pressure, caressed him with my tongue, slid my lips up and down his shaft while I listened to the sounds of his satisfied moaning. When it came, that soft grunt of inevitability I’d been

  waiting for, it fuelled my desire to work harder. He was close now, and, oh, how I wanted to taste him, to have him shoot his load down my throat.




  And then I wanted to kiss my husband. Badly.




  More than I could remember wanting to kiss him in my life.




  Brent gripped my head and held it in place as his cock twitched and pressed against the roof of my mouth. My motions grew fevered. The anticipation of his salty come hitting the back of my

  throat was almost more delicious than the real thing.




  He let out a low, guttural cry as his hips jerked in time with the spurting of his seed. I didn’t have the patience to swallow it all, so I pulled away partway through his shuddering

  orgasm. Some of his come splattered on my chin and chest, but I didn’t care. I swallowed most of what was in my mouth, then jerked myself away from Richard’s hand and twisted on the

  couch so my ass perched on the backrest.




  My arms came up around Richard’s neck. My legs followed suit, wrapping around his waist, and I pulled him to me before either one of us could think too long about the implications of my

  actions. My lips parted. His did, too, and he sucked in a breath as I shared the remnants of Brent’s come. Our tongues twined and twisted and I pressed my crotch against the thick length of

  his erection.




  I humped him while we kissed, like a teenager whose parents had left her home alone for the first time. And like that teenager, a tumultuous flurry of emotions danced within me. Eager, unheeded

  lust jumbled with guilt and regret, making me woozy.




  I closed my eyes to fight the dizziness, but Richard stopped me. “No. Look at me,” he whispered after breaking the kiss. “I want you to see me. This is who I am. This is the

  man you married.”




  He picked me up by the waist and, without warning, threw me over the back of the couch. I landed on the cushions with an oomph that fled my lungs on a startled cry.




  “Fuck her,” Richard shouted at Brent. Gone was the cold indifference in his voice. I had the distinct feeling that he couldn’t keep the fury at bay if he tried. “Fuck her

  now! Show my wife what it’s like to be unfaithful. To think with your crotch rather than your head.”




  He wheeled around the couch and shot towards Brent so quickly that my breath leaped into my throat. For a terrified heartbeat, I wasn’t sure if he was planning on forcing the other man on

  me, or if he was one fraction of a second away from beating him within an inch of his life.




  Brent must have seen the savage uncertainty in Richard’s movements too, because he didn’t wait to be asked again. He climbed on to me, straddled my waist, and guided his semi-soft

  cock so the tip pressed against my folds.




  It was too soon after the last orgasm for him to take me like the wild stallion my husband wanted him to be. Brent gripped his prick and stroked it with long, hard jerks. The delicate skin of

  his shaft turned an angry shade of red, but his dick obeyed, growing long and hard on demand.




  With a satisfied smirk, he positioned himself right where he needed to be and gave a brief thrust. My labia parted and he filled me in one smooth glide. The fullness of his cock shocked me into

  realizing how easily I’d given in and how good it felt to spread my legs for someone other than the man I’d married.




  “No!” I lashed out, slapped Brent’s chest and shoved at those firm muscles with all the strength I didn’t know I possessed. I was like a wild beast, fighting the man on

  top of me, despite the fact that his cock felt like heaven, despite knowing this was just what I wanted. What I needed.




  Brent drew back, startled, but didn’t pull out of me.




  “Don’t listen to her,” Richard urged, his imposing presence no less menacing than it had been earlier. “Give it to her good. Harder. Faster … Yes, like that. Do

  it!”




  Brent pinned me down. His hands locked around my wrists and he held me immobile while his cock pushed in and out of me. My climax built with each thrust, coiling in my cunt like a ball of fiery

  bliss waiting to explode.




  I looked past Brent and met my husband’s eyes. His gaze filled with lust, and so much torment I marvelled that he could hold it all in. His lower lip trembled and his eyes, those beautiful

  brown eyes I’d fallen in love with all those years ago, filled with tears.




  “No!” I screamed, a long, piercing howl that drowned out the sound of my pummelling heartbeat. I struggled beneath Brent, but every writhing motion brought me closer and closer to

  release.




  “N-not him,” I managed to grind out. “Y-y-you. Always … you. Only … you.”




  We stopped then, all three of us, as though suspended in time and space, caught in a web shaped by every lousy choice we’d ever made. Whatever our faults – lust, frigidness, greed

  – they’d brought us here, to this moment.




  Brent’s cock slipped out of me. My pussy ached with frustration and my clit begged to be touched, but I couldn’t move.




  “Y o u ’re a lucky man,” Brent said. I realized with a start that those were the first words he’d spoken to either of us since the elevator.




  I wasn’t sure Richard would come to me then. That he wanted me, I had no doubt. But all the history standing between us might as well be a wall of barbed wire waiting to claw at his

  skin.




  Through a film of tears, I saw him move. It was only a fraction of a step towards the couch, but he’d taken it, and the relief that filled my body nearly made me sob. I rose, too, and met

  him halfway.




  He fell on top of me with a grunt, and soon we were both fumbling with his clothes. I’m not sure whether I managed to get his cock out of his pants or he did it himself, but I recall the

  exact moment he claimed my body as his own.




  And for as long as I live, I’ll remember the triumphant scream that broke loose from his throat as he came inside me.




  Richard buried his head in my shoulder. His tears ran down my skin and pooled in the valley between my breasts. I held him, not saying a word, while my own tears fell silently

  and ruined the leather beneath my head.




  By the time we got up an eternity later, Brent’s clothes were gone. So was he.




  Curiosity gnawed at me, so I called up the elevator. It opened with its customary ding. My panties had disappeared.




  I have no way of knowing who took them, of course, but I like to think Brent wanted a souvenir. He never did get his ten grand.




  For the last two years, Richard and I have worked at loving one another. Some days are more of a struggle than others. Trust takes time to rebuild when it’s been

  shattered so completely, but we’ve kept at it.




  The endless nights spent in each other’s arms make the occasional shouting match worthwhile. At least we’re talking, and that’s a hell of an improvement.




  All this time, I’ve been certain that one day Brent would turn up in our elevator, demanding his money. Every morning, I rifle through the mail looking for a letter from him. There

  hasn’t been an email or a call, either. It’s as though Brent never existed.




  Richard went looking for him once, a couple of months after our threesome, convinced he had to hold up his end of the bargain. The manager of Antoine’s told him Brent never returned to

  work after leaving with us that night. A thousand dollars later, Richard had Brent’s last known address scribbled on the inside of a matchbook.




  He found the place quickly enough. It was a one-room apartment in a rundown brownstone on the edge of Brooklyn Heights. A for rent sign hung in the window.




  The landlord said Brent came by one morning and cleared out his stuff. He’d left the cash he owed for last month’s rent, along with a note … something about tracking down the

  teenage girl he’d knocked up before fleeing the middle of nowhere, Arkansas, to seek fame and fortune in the big city.




  I thought about hiring a private investigator to track Brent down. It shouldn’t be difficult, since we know his full name and his home state. Even if he doesn’t want the ten grand,

  I’m willing to bet the mother of his child feels differently.




  I assured Richard I wouldn’t tell her how Brent earned the cash, but he refused. I think perhaps he’s worried I have more devious things in mind than repaying an old debt.




  He couldn’t be more wrong. I don’t want to fuck the man.




  I want to thank him.




  

     

  




  What If?




  Cheyenne Blue




  “What if I wanted to visit Paris?” Peta began. “Would you come with me?”




  Our favourite game. I rolled over and rested my head on my folded arms. Peta was also on her stomach, chewing on a grass stalk, the sunlight gilding her hair to a soft gold.




  “Depends,” I said. “Would we fly or sail?”




  “Sail,” she replied without hesitation. “On an ocean-going yacht, just you and me, and a discreet crew to actually make the thing go. Champagne and sunsets at

  sea—”




  “Motion sickness and stinky pump toilets—”




  “Waves lapping on the hull, dolphins leaping at the prow.”




  “I don’t think there are dolphins in the Atlantic,” I said, “but OK so far. Where would we stay when we got to Paris?”




  “In a garret in the artists’ quarter. Up seven flights of creaky wooden stairs. We’d have baguettes with unsalted butter and cherry jam for breakfast, and strong, thick coffee,

  and we’d wander the boulevards hand in hand buying cheese.”




  “Would this garret have hot water?”




  “Sometimes. Other times it would be clanking pipes and a tepid dribble.”




  “Not so keen on that,” I said. “So who would do the cooking?”




  “Moi!” Peta showed one of her few French words.




  I rolled on to my side and let my hand trace her sinewy arm. She looked damn hot in the white singlet, her tanned biceps displayed to perfection, and a hint of brown nipple through the clinging

  white top. “You win,” I said. “I’ll come with you.”




  She grinned and rolled on to her back, her arm over her eyes to keep out the sun. “So I get another go?”




  “Yup. That’s the game.”




  “What if …” And she hesitated.




  “Can’t think of anything?” I teased.




  “What if I wanted to sleep with Suzie? Would you let me?”




  My fingers stilled on her biceps. The muscle was taut – too tight – underneath my hand. The moment was frozen in time. Distantly, I registered traffic noise out on I-25, the way the

  sun skidded off the peaks of the Rockies turning the white snowcaps to amber, the bug that marched purposefully over Peta’s hip. The tickle of the short grass of Washington Park, already

  turning brown even though it was only May.




  She was watching me. Her eyes intent on my face, the time measured in the slow deep breaths that separated one plane of my life from the next.




  Normal. Act normal.




  “Just one time, or for a long time?”




  “Just one time. Suzie’s straight. Once would be enough.”




  Self-proclaimed straight, but 100 per cent bi-curious. She came into the Pink Light on Colfax most weekends, sitting up at the bar all quivering eagerness, shooting pool haphazardly, flirting

  with the butches, but always pulling away at the last moment, when it was time to leave, time to go home, time to go fuck.




  “Would you take her to a motel, or go back to her place?”




  “I’d take her to our apartment,” Peta said.




  Our apartment. Our Washington Park den, all polished floors and wide windows that let the setting sunlight stream through over the tops of the Rockies, over our collection of houseplants, over

  Moggie, our cat, as she lay sunning herself on the sill. Over our lives. Into our lives.




  I glanced at Peta; she was still watching me and the slight quiver of her hard brown abs below the crop top told me how deadly serious she was.




  Continue the game, continue the pretence.




  “What would you do with her?”




  “I’d kiss her in the shadows between the pools of light on Colfax, and she’d sigh into my mouth in acceptance. She’s wanted this; she’s wanted someone to seduce her

  slowly. It’s all too hard and fast for her in the Pink Light. Then I’d take her hand and we’d go home.”




  “How would you get home?”




  “Taxi. You and I never take the car when we go to the Pink Light as we always drink too much to drive. And Suzie would have had a couple too many, deliberately for Dutch courage. She wants

  to go through with this, she’s just afraid of the unknown.”




  “Us? Where am I then?”




  “You’re following me and Suzie down Colfax, a few paces behind, and you’re watching. Watching how our hands intertwine, watching the slant of her hips towards me, watching how

  she skips and prances like a little girl being led home by Daddy. And then you’re in the front seat of the taxi, trying hard not to look at what we’re doing in the back.”




  “What are you doing in the back?”




  “Gentling her. Soothing her skittishness, like a filly that needs breaking. Calming her nerves, as now she knows there’s no going back. So I’m holding her curved against my

  side, and I’m stroking that wispy blonde hair back from her face. Telling her how pretty she is, how desirable. Maybe I’m kissing her cheek, soft little kisses, sliding around to the

  edge of her lips.”




  “Why our apartment?”




  Peta sat up in one smooth movement and her hand came out to touch me. The first time, I noted absently, that she’d touched me since this game began. Only it wasn’t a game any

  more. Her fingers walked down my arm and laced themselves with mine.




  “If it’s in our apartment I’m not excluding you. You’re a part of it, Ria. How could it happen otherwise?”




  It need not happen at all, I wanted to shout. She could forget this crazy idea, this macho strutting to take Suzie’s lesbian virginity. Was it something to boast about in the Pink Light? I

  wasn’t sure I could handle that, if it was; sitting there, stony-faced staring into my beer, pretending not to care as Peta told and retold the story of her conquest.




  And what of Suzie herself? Would she fade into the woodwork after this, curiosity assuaged? Or would she hang around, wanting more? Would she want Peta for her own?




  I stared down at our intertwined fingers, at Peta’s hard blunt paws, at my plump white manicured fingers. I didn’t know what to say.




  A thump in the small of my back toppled me forwards, my head coming to rest on Peta’s knee. She settled me carefully, stroking the hair from my eyes with one hand, while the other scooted

  the football, which had hit me, back to its owner, reassuring them that there was no damage, no apology necessary.




  Her expectant face peered down at me. “You OK?”




  Somehow, I thought she meant more than simply the blow from the football. “I think so.”




  She nodded, and a finger traced the outline of my lips. I kissed it as it went by.




  “So what happens when we arrive at our apartment?” I asked.




  “Despite my consideration in not jumping her in the cab, Suzie’s still nervous, so she asks if she can have a drink. I’m putting on some music – something mellow, like

  k.d. lang – so you go and get a bottle of red. You can’t find the corkscrew – no doubt I’ve put it away in the wrong drawer again – so when you return, Suzie and I are

  dancing. I’m holding her close, and my hips are pressed into hers. My hand’s on her butt, moulding her close to me.”




  “Are you packing?”




  Her hand shifted to my arm, and her thumb stroked the side of my breast. I turned to rub my cheek against her thigh. She wasn’t packing now.




  “Yes, so Suzie can feel the outline of my rigid cock. She sighs a little and slides her arms around my waist. That’s the sign I’ve been waiting for. Now I can move into a

  higher gear, so I kiss her properly. Harder, deeper. Really tasting her. She kisses me back, her tongue tangling with mine.




  “You can see we don’t need the wine now, so you put it down, and sit on the couch.”




  “Does Suzie mind that I’m there?”




  “She never speaks to you, as if she did, she’d have to acknowledge that you were there, watching. She’s pretending that it’s just me and her.”




  “And what about you?”




  “I’m happy you’re there. I wouldn’t be doing it unless you were. I want you to get off on this as much as me, so I’m putting on a show for you. Suzie’s

  wearing a skirt of some soft cotton. And, slowly, inch by inch, I’m gathering it up at her butt. Now you can see the backs of her thighs. Now, the edge of her panties. What do they look like,

  Ria?”




  “Peach,” I said, without hesitation. “A real girly-soft peach. And lacy. She’s worn her sexiest underwear deliberately. It looks good against her pale skin.”




  Peta’s thumb stroked soft circles, inching ever closer to my nipple with each pass. I sighed gently – as Suzie would do – in acceptance of the spell her words were weaving.




  “And her legs,” prompted Peta. “What do they look like?”




  “Pale. She keeps her skin out of the sun. Only a hint of sunbloom. Soft legs. She’s not the sporty type. She stays slim by picking at her food, not by exercise.”




  “When I get her skirt up to her waist,” Peta continued, “I slide my hand down the top of her panties. Her butt is smooth and warm, and I can feel her shiver. I curve my hand

  down until I’m tickling the crease between ass and thigh; nearly, not quite touching the fine hairs of her cunt. We’re still moving slowly to k.d. lang, and I turn us around so that you

  have a full view of her ass—”




  “And that’s when you slip your fingers lower, further around, and move one up into her pussy. She gives a little gasp of surprise – she didn’t expect you to move so

  quickly – but now it’s too late, and you’ve got one, now two, fingers pistoning in and out of her cunt. She’s wet; I can hear the squishy sound your fingers

  make—”




  “She’s not doing anything to me; she’s simply holding on to my waist and riding my fingers. I want to add more, but the angle’s all wrong. She hasn’t touched

  me at all; my nipples are hard and tender against my shirt, and I want to adjust my cock so that the base of it gives me friction, but I don’t want to let go of her. But, it’s

  enough; because you’re watching me, watching us, and your eyes are avid and intent, and now you’re undoing the button on your jeans. You’re shy; you don’t want Suzie to see

  you, but I can see everything. You’re wearing—”




  “Simple black cotton panties. Unlike Suzie, I didn’t dress for the occasion. They’re old, and the waistband is a little loose, so I can work my fingers down to my pussy without

  pushing my jeans down further. My thighs are straining the denim apart, but it’s enough. I’ve got a finger on my clit. You can’t see my pussy, but you know what I’m doing,

  you know how I like to touch myself.”




  My eyes were closed to the rhythm of our words. Peta’s thighs were hot underneath my cheek, and her own musky scent filled my nose, blending with the tang of grass clippings. I knew

  – I hadn’t forgotten – that we were in one of Denver’s busiest parks, but it was mattering less and less. I wanted to turn my face into her pussy, pull down her shorts,

  spread her thighs and push my nose into her thatch, my tongue into the folds and crevices of her cunt and suck and slurp and drown in her juices. But, even in the words she was weaving, Peta knew

  me well; public sex just wasn’t my thing. So, I pressed my thighs tightly together, so that the pressure grew, and continued. “I know you want to fuck her, but there’s no way to

  move into the bedroom without breaking the spell. So—”




  “I decide to take her there, on the floor, on the only rug in the whole apartment, in front of the wide window that overlooks downtown. So, slowly, I withdraw my fingers from her cunt. She

  mews a little in disappointment, but she’s looking at me with wide eyes, waiting to see what happens next. Her cheeks are flushed, the pinkness creeps down the front of her T-shirt. She still

  hasn’t touched me, she won’t touch me, that’s too much for her right now. But it doesn’t matter. I’ll get my own pleasure, and your eyes watching me all the way will

  bring me there.




  “I step back from her, and yank my T-shirt over my head, kick off my sandals, and push my shorts and jocks down, so that I’m naked in front of her. She may not want to touch me yet,

  but I want there to be no mistake as to whom she is fucking. My cock springs free, hard and needy. Her hands rise, and her fingers flutter in front of my breasts. She’s wanting to touch, but

  hasn’t the confidence. It’s irking me a little; she’s all take and no give, this woman. So I curve a hand behind her head and press it to my breast. Her nose bumps my nipple, she

  gasps, and hesitates, but now my nipple is at her lips, and she opens her mouth, sucks me in, tongues me, then suckles harder.




  “Your eyes meet mine, over her head, and I wonder what you’re thinking, seeing another woman touch me, suckle me, the first in our five years together.”




  “Part of me wants to scream and drag her off you, kick her perfect little pink bi-curious butt out of our apartment, but most of me wants to see you fuck her, make her scream and shudder

  around your cock. And now, I’m touching my own nipple under my top, flicking it in time to her suckling. But she’s still dressed. I want to see more than her panties. Get her naked.

  Now!”




  “Yes, ma’am! I push her away from me, and shuck the skirt off her like the husk of an ear of corn. She stands passively, raising her arms to let me pull her shirt over her head. Her

  bra matches her panties – she definitely dressed with this in mind. But I don’t stop to admire then, I hook my fingers in the waistband and pull hard.




  “She gives a little strangled cry; the panties must be digging into her sensitive pussy before the material gives way, but I don’t stop, and there’s a loud rip. I toss her

  ruined panties to one side, and she’s naked, looking up at me with pleading eyes. I hesitate; I know she wants me to kiss her, but it’s you I’m thinking of. A kiss at this moment

  is such an intimate act, I don’t know if you want me to kiss her.”




  “Kiss her,” I order. My eyes are still closed, but Washington Park has faded to a distant background buzz. It’s just me, Peta and the ethereal Suzie, in the living room of our

  apartment.




  “So I kiss her and she responds with gratitude. She wants the romance as well as the sex. She tastes of bourbon, so different from you. But kisses aren’t enough—”




  “Fuck her. Take her now.”




  “I direct her hand to my cock. She’s now so far gone that she grasps it eagerly then strokes up and down the shaft. I push my hand on her shoulder, and she sinks to the floor

  underneath my touch. I kneel over her, part her soft white thighs with one hand. She’s wet; I can see her pussy lips shining. Her pussy hair is so blonde and fine that at first I think

  she’s shaved herself. She has sparse, soft hair, like a young girl.”




  “Do you go down on her?”




  “I think about it, but I can see you, and your fingers working away underneath your panties. Your face is red, and your breath is hitching in your throat. I know you’re about to

  come, and I want to see that. So no, I don’t. I kneel between her thighs—”




  “Which way are you facing? Can she see me?”




  “I’m looking directly at you, over her head. If she turned her head to one side she could see you, but she doesn’t. Her gaze is fixed on me, looming over her, cock in

  hand.”




  “And then—”




  “I fuck her.”




  Oh God. Washington Park was gone, gone, gone, and my entire being was focused on our apartment and what we were doing – would do? may do? – there.




  “I enter her with one sure thrust,” continued Peta, “and she clutches my shoulder and pants into my face. Her other hand reaches around, underneath her thigh, to feel my cock

  and how it fits inside her. I start to move, and every thrust rubs my cock on my clit. It won’t take much until I come.




  “I rise up and reach between our bodies, find her clit and rub. And she comes. Just like that, clenching down on my cock, shuddering underneath me, her pretty white teeth biting her bottom

  lip. Her body goes limp; she lies as flaccid as a wet towel. She’s not a giving lover, but I don’t care. My eyes meet yours over her head—”




  “You thrust harder, faster, until her whole body is shaking with the force of it. It must be uncomfortable for her – your cock is thick and long – and the force of your

  pounding must be hurting her, but you don’t stop. Because you’re about to come—”




  “And your fingers are working frantically, and your face is flushed and your hair is wet with sweat. Any moment now—”




  “I come. It’s a long, hard, shuddering climax, my body jackknifes double, and my thighs are rigid. And I scream, uncaring of Suzie, great gulps of air, forcibly

  exhaled—”




  “I’m coming with you. My final thrusts are almost savage, but I’m coming hard, deep into Suzie. She whimpers underneath me. I stroke her hair gently from her brow, soothing her

  with incoherent murmurs, but my eyes are still locked on you, and how beautiful you look in the low light, your sweaty hair over your face. And now it’s over, doubt sets in. My eyes plead

  with you for reassurance—”




  “I smile. It’s OK. Suzie lies forgotten underneath you, and you and I communicate with our eyes. I love you.”




  “I love you too.”




  I opened my eyes, back in the real world, Washington Park swimming back into focus. Peta loomed above me, her hand knotted in the fabric of my T-shirt, taut with the spell of our words. She

  kissed me, her tongue running in demand around my mouth. I could smell her excitement in the cradle of her thighs, the waves of musk that permeated her shorts.




  “So,” she said, when she lifted her head. “Shall we do it?”




  My cunt throbbed. “Do what?”




  “Paris. You said you’d come with me. We might need to fly instead of taking the yacht, but we could still rent a garret and make love to the sound of the Parisian traffic.”




  Right then, I’d have followed her anywhere. “Let’s do it!”




  

     

  




  Lucky Pierre




  Carol Queen




  “You know,” said Boyfriend, humping swivel-hipped, with the kind of satisfied tone he got when imparting the Great Wisdoms, “Lucky Pierre is the one in the

  middle.”




  The one in the middle this time was named Mark, however, not Pierre. I had found Mark myself – a rare circumstance. Boyfriend typically used his male sexual socialization to full

  advantage, plus his uncanny gaydar infallibly told him which fellow in the room might be most open to frank, affable erotic suggestion. Boyfriend was charmingly friendly and direct, asking,

  “Do you want to fuck?” as easily as most guys would say, “Hey, how about we grab a beer?” Of us two, he was invariably the more comfortable cruiser, and usually the most

  successful at bringing boys home. This did not always mean gay men; in fact, though Boyfriend was quite open to fucking gay men, being more or less a gay man himself, he was just as interested in

  bi men and even straight men.




  I believe the proper term for Mark would be “bi-curious”, and Boyfriend liked those, too. In fact, I never saw a reasonably cute man Boyfriend didn’t like, though

  admittedly it helped if he had a foreskin. (Mark was not endowed with one of these, but he had many other charms.) Lucky me, it made for many erotic adventures of the kind I’d always dreamed

  of but had yet to achieve, my past boyfriends always too straight, my girlfriends too lesbian. Just coming off ten years of dykeitude, already a few months of bisexual adventures with Boyfriend had

  me well fucked and newly intrigued by the permutations available to bisexual boys and girls.




  So I had gone out and found Mark, hoping to score as well as we did with some of Boyfriend’s acquisitions. Well, actually, I didn’t find him; Janice did, but she owed me one

  after the night I’d fucked one of the other guys she brought to our party. She showed up with this guy, having obviously hinted that he’d get sex – then she pretty much vanished.

  Well, I wasn’t going to let him just sit there looking uncomfortable – how unhostesslike is that? – but the guy could have been a lot more fun. If Janice was going to show up now

  with a hot young stud and then bitch about me snagging him, words would be said about her conduct on the previous evening. But she didn’t bitch at all. I can’t imagine anyone feeling

  bitchy around Mark. He had an angelic demeanour, a gorgeous cock and, what’s more, he shared the wealth.




  See, we were taking a class about making movies, so we decided to get together on the weekend and make one for practice. Six women, all from the class, and Mark, who tagged along with Janice

  because he thought it sounded like a good time. God knows where she met this long, tall, twenty-something drink of water, with his sweet face – and did I mention his cock was perfect? –

  but Janice prowled many streets. Unlike some of her finds, Mark was a keeper. He wound up fucking each of us in turn, never coming, giving each woman his complete focus, a tall, young, adorable sex

  toy of a man.




  Now, I’ve pulled a couple of trains in my time – nothing that set any records, but hot just the same. There’s something about taking on all comers (so to speak) – maybe

  because it’s the classic slut fantasy, the one so many women are ashamed to have, or maybe it’s because when you fuck four or five or ten people, if you warm up at all, you get

  really warm. And I was raised to be a nice and compassionate person – it’s sad to see someone moping on the sidelines, like the only little kid in the class not invited to the

  popular kid’s birthday party. I’ve always figured that if you exercise some judgment in choosing people to socialize with, there should be no great problem with fucking them later in

  the evening, if it comes to that.




  Still, there’s something special about a guy who can fuck one after the other, never flagging, never letting one woman feel he liked the last one better or he’s looking forward to

  the next. This man was not just thinking about baseball. He was truly sweet, truly present with each, which I knew because I was saving myself for last, magnanimously saying, “Oh, no, you go

  ahead,” when it was time to switch. I knew this might leave me with leftovers – an exhausted boy who only wanted to cuddle – but it seemed as though he knew how to pace himself.

  So for most of the afternoon I sat at the head of the bed watching, studying Mark with each of them. I saw the sweat and the eye contact, the murmured getting-to-know-you that’s so inexorable

  and intimate when it happens when you’re already fucking. Don’t get me wrong, I know plenty of fucks fly by with hardly any intimacy at all, but if you’ve never experienced the

  kind where you’ve barely said six words before your bodies meet, yet when you’re done you feel like you know the person deeply – well, you’ll just have to take my word for

  it.




  I know what you’re wondering: If this is a bisexual story, why didn’t all the women get into a big pile? Maybe we weren’t very attracted to each other. More likely, we were all

  a little mesmerized by this force of nature. Boys like this don’t come down the pike every day.




  When it was my turn, sure enough, Mark wrapped me up in a cloud of sweet, slow fuck. Jeez, he must have been studying tantra. Say all you want about casual sex, but I can tell you, it’s

  completely possible to have a no-name fuck and get the message that you are precious, absolutely precious. Mark and I beamed that to each other as our hips escalated their speed. It was the only

  message to send, each of us a young seeker of exotic knowledge and true nirvana in the wild jungles of sex.




  Of course my first thought (well, OK, my third or fourth thought) was that I wanted to take him home to Boyfriend.




  The night Boyfriend said, “Lucky Pierrre is the one in the middle,” Mark was in me just as deep as he’d been that first day, a slow pump that put me in such a

  fuck-haze that Boyfriend’s presence was almost irrelevant. This is why people are scared to have threesomes: if two of them feel like this, what will the leftover person do? In real life, of

  course, a scene like this could turn into a jealous fit, even escalate into a divorce. But life with Boyfriend was like real life, only better: if his girlfriend was busy falling in love with the

  trick, no problem! He’d find something to keep himself amused. When you’re fucking – especially when you’re fucking more than one person at a time – there are always

  plenty of things to do. He had already slid his fingers into my cunt, massaging my wet velvet walls and Mark’s cock simultaneously – this made everyone happy, including Boyfriend,

  because Mark really had the cock of an angel, big but not too, shaped like cocks were meant to be. And Boyfriend had had his hands on a lot of cocks – several thousand at least – which

  meant that he had hands that could probably have touched any cock in the world and made it happy, hence his remarkable rate of success with straight men. When your cock is in such hands, why fuck

  it up by getting all homophobic?




  Boyfriend was, however, ready to up the ante. In fact, I think Boyfriend’s middle name was “Up the Ante”, or maybe just “Up the Ass”, because that’s where he

  liked to go, and that’s where he usually wound up, even with men who had never before thought that they might have an asshole. As Mark fucked me, he made a moving target, but to an old

  pro like Boyfriend that didn’t matter. I heard condom noises from miles away. I had already come several million times, it seemed, and neither Mark nor I focused much away from the slow dance

  that engaged our cunt and cock.




  Until I felt a steady increase in the weight on me, heard Mark moan – a good moan, not a bad one, a deep Ohhh of a let-your-breath-out-and-the-cock-come-in moan – as

  Boyfriend’s cock met Mark’s back thrust and rode forwards along with us, burrowing into Mark’s asshole just as slowly as Mark’s cock sank into me. A perfectly timed,

  come-along-for-the-ride kind of move, Boyfriend’s hips pumping exactly in time with Mark’s, and the energy changed just as perfectly: all of a sudden I was fucking them both. Pierre may

  be the guy in the middle, the one who gets the most sensation and attention, but each of us could feel the other two, Boyfriend’s cock gradually nudging Mark’s cock into

  Boyfriend’s own rhythm, driving us both like a team of horses. This made it feel as though there were two cocks in me, not filling me up like two cocks really would (yeah, of course we tried

  that later) but energetically, one fucking the other fucking me, as Boyfriend’s cockhead rubbed the base of Mark’s cock over and over.




  Maybe this is the true basis of male homophobia. Guys, when fucking, know their ass is sticking up for anyone to plug. It might as well be painted on in neon letters: “Fuck me! I’m

  an ass-phobic straight guy!” Some big fag like Boyfriend is going to come along and become the ultimate topman, pin Mr Missionary Position like a bug on a corkboard. I’m sure the charm

  of this situation was not lost on Boyfriend, though he had the decency not to brag about it when he was fucking straight-boy butt: a fey boy, fag since youth, able, with the help of a glop of lube,

  to subvert a heterosexual coupling, turn it perverse, bend it from two to three, from straight to queer, from vanilla to kinky.




  And if you do it right in the first place, he’ll bend over any time you like. The arrow will never really straighten out again.




  This was one of the bases for Boyfriend’s and my arrangement; in a way, I helped get the boys in, held them down while he worked his ass magic, gave them just enough of the familiar

  – hot hungry pussy, legs wrapped around their backs – to allow them to assimilate his cock without freaking out. Together, we were a walk on the wild side.




  Maybe some of the men we fucked went home and cried, got drunk, went into therapy. But Mark fucked back, ass opening easily to new knowledge, greedy for pleasure from both ends. He was as open

  to sensation as he was to love. If fucking me was like saying a mantra, getting fucked was like being the prayer. Filled with cock, his cock in me, he became a fulcrum, sex and sensation

  perfectly balanced, and I felt the song of his come build up in him as he climbed higher and higher. Surfing pure fuck, anyone’s come was everyone’s come – any one of us could

  have been Lucky Pierre, the one in the middle.




  When you fuck someone over and over, you learn them and you create a new entity, the fuck of your relationship, your ongoing connection. Your sexual energy weaves together, making a new thing

  that is of you but beyond you. You can’t create it again with anyone else, not exactly. This is true when you fuck one person, and it’s just as true when you fuck more.




  When you fuck someone only once you enter into chance, ride a wave of fate, then sweep up on the shore. Many waves, one ocean: most of us go out and ride the waves again, but not that

  wave.




  Mark died shortly after I brought him home to Boyfriend, doubtless just after making someone else happy, for that seemed to be his brief and shining path. His motorcycle slid on a rainy curve;

  his last threesome was with it and a speeding car.




  When you fuck someone only once, someone you’ll never be able to fuck again, it’s as evanescent as the spun sugar crown on top of the fancy dessert, and just as delicious. I imagine

  the three of us, on each other, and I circle around and around the image, stopping and starting us like we were wind-up toys, or computer animation. In a place where time stops, just like it did

  for Mark, we are fucking right now, will fuck perpetually – I visit that place in glimpses and always will. He will always be Lucky Pierre, and I – oh, I’m just lucky.




  

    In memory of Mark.


  




  

     

  




  The Magnificent Threesome




  Elspeth Potter




  The One-Eyed Man saloon was not providing the entertainment DeVille was waiting for. His companion, Harcourt, was hunched over a small bound notebook, turning his stub of

  pencil over and over between his big, blunt fingers. DeVille doubted the numbers would change tonight. The next town along was hosting a fandango after a performance of the travelling Grand

  Ethiopian Minstrel Choir, and the streets had emptied by noon. Not a soul had entered who was interested in playing cards or hiring guns; the patrons, all two of them, came in, drank, gave him and

  Harcourt a suspicious glance, and left. He’d seen pitched battles that were friendlier.




  He fluttered his deck of cards between his hands in a never-ending stream while he pondered how best to irritate Harcourt, and thus distract him from his obsessive accounting. It wasn’t

  getting them to San Francisco any sooner.




  “It’s closing time,” the saloon’s owner Miss Kitty said, leaning over their table. A tuft of dark hair poked out of her red dress’ low-cut bosom, and she needed a

  shave. DeVille had been surprised, when they’d first arrived two days ago, how few of the customers seemed to mind Miss Kitty’s eccentricities. Then again, it was the only saloon in

  town.




  “I know you must get your beauty sleep every night,” DeVille commented. He gathered the cards into one hand and smiled up at her.




  Miss Kitty laughed like mountains crumbling and tapped the back of his head. He grabbed for his hat. She said, “You are a caution, Mr DeVille. Are you sure you don’t want to spend

  the night?”




  “I am so sorry, ma’am, but me and the captain here have other plans,” DeVille said. “Right, Harcourt?”




  Harcourt put away his notebook. He looked up long enough to say, “Yes.” He pushed his chair back and stood.




  DeVille knew what the locals thought: Harcourt looked dangerous. A coloured man with deep-set eyes and lean cheeks, he wore black from hat down to scarred cavalry boots. The grips of his two

  low-slung Colt revolvers gleamed with use, and he didn’t hide the Bowie knife sheathed at his back. His voice was deep and rough as his appearance.




  DeVille, a round-faced white man with a tidy moustache, knew he looked as if he’d come from another country entirely, though both men hailed from Holmestown, New Jersey. He made an effort

  to look less dangerous and more prosperous than Harcourt. Today he wore snug fawn pantaloons and a brocade frock coat the colour of good red wine. His embroidered gold waistcoat glowed over a

  minutely pleated cream linen shirt with a string tie. He reached into his breast pocket, but Miss Kitty laid a giant hand on his arm.




  “I’ll run you a tab,” she purred.




  “Why, thank you, Miss Kitty,” DeVille said. “And I’ve been thinking – why don’t you call me Virgil? It doesn’t seem fair, me using your Christian name

  and you not knowing mine.”




  Miss Kitty giggled. This sound was more like rocks tumbling down a mineshaft. “Oh, you sweet thing,” she said. “Don’t you forget to have a drink with me next

  time.”




  “I most surely would never forget!” DeVille said. He bowed and kissed the back of her hand. Harcourt rolled his eyes.




  As they exited, a slender young cowboy entered, battered hat in hand, his longish blond hair tied back into a stubby queue. He wore a long sourdough coat, stained dark with waterproofing.

  DeVille gave him a second glance, and then a longer, more appreciative one as he hurried into the saloon, graceful in his high-heeled boots. Harcourt elbowed him. He sighed and let himself be drawn

  out of the swinging doors.




  They’d gone barely ten steps when Miss Kitty bellowed after them. “Virgil! Captain Harcourt!”




  DeVille looked at Harcourt, who lifted his eyebrows. They retraced their steps. The cowboy sat at their vacated table. Seeing his face clearly for the first time, DeVille was startled by the

  softness of his features, though he was clearly no longer a young boy. Without beard or moustache, his lips had a plush curve, just waiting for someone to press with their thumb.




  Miss Kitty poured the cowboy a glass of whiskey and placed it in front of him, but he didn’t drink it. Miss Kitty said, her expression fierce, “Some rowdies attacked the Widow

  Larimer’s spread, just outside of town. Austin here’s her wrangler, and he thinks they’ll be back.”




  The Widow Larimer was a coloured lady. DeVille imagined she hadn’t been interested in the Grand Ethiopian Minstrel Choir, either. Before Harcourt could say they’d risk their lives

  for free, he named their rates.




  Austin looked up at that. He was beardless, but no fool, that was clear. “She told me to hire Captain Harcourt.”




  “Where he goes, I follow,” DeVille said. “Ever since we were boys. But I’m only half his price, since he’s the better shot.”




  After a little haggling, DeVille stowed away their advance money. Austin would ride ahead; they had to retrieve their horses from the livery. As they headed for the Widow Larimer’s ranch,

  Harcourt said, “You only follow me because it suits you. You’ve been getting me into trouble ever since we were boys.”




  “He paid up, didn’t he?”




  A few moments later, Harcourt said, “You keep your hands off the widow.”




  “What if she’s pretty?”




  “She’s respectable, Virgil. God knows, you could inveigle a snake into bed with you, much less a defenceless coloured woman. I don’t trust you farther than I could throw

  you.”




  “What if I inveigled for the both of us?”




  “Virgil.”




  “Is it because she’s coloured? Are you afraid I’ll—”




  “We were hired to protect her, not seduce her.”




  “That tart back in Boise stick your sabre up your ass?”




  “Virgil.”




  “Jesus. You didn’t do her at all, did you? You wasted my money and didn’t do a damned thing.”




  “She appreciated your money, not me,” Harcourt said, wryly.




  “I paid her triple,” DeVille said. “She claimed she would make you so happy you’d be singing for a week. She had this thing she did with her—”




  “I didn’t ask you for your help in getting a woman.”




  DeVille muttered, “If you’re not careful, your cock’s going to dry up and fall off.”




  Harcourt remarked, “Yours will wear out first. And remember, hands off the widow.”




  The Widow Larimer did not look as if she needed protection. It was clear she would repel seduction attempts with the shotgun she cradled competently and lovingly against her incredible bosom. A

  second shotgun leaned against the porch railing beside her. She was a veritable goddess. DeVille moaned softly.




  She called out, “I don’t need that fool gambler. I don’t care how cheap he is.”




  “Boudicca!” DeVille rhapsodized. “Penthesilea! Mrs Bridger the Sunday school teacher back home!”




  “Quiet,” Harcourt growled out of the corner of his mouth. To the widow, he said, “An extra gun can never hurt, ma’am.”




  Austin stepped into view, cradling a rifle. “With all respect, ma’am, you sent me for some extra hands, what with everybody gone over to Destiny for the dancing.”




  The widow snorted audibly. “You keep them out of trouble, boy. And they’re sleeping in the barn.”




  DeVille murmured to Harcourt, “He’s got a pretty face. Can’t be more than twenty-five. Wonder if he needs someone to teach him the wonderful ways of the

  world?”




  Harcourt eyed him sourly. “Hands off the wrangler, too.”




  Austin didn’t hear their exchange, too busy wondering if the two men were going to be more trouble than they were worth. At least they had guns. And the coloured man was

  right, more guns were better; though he looked like, alone, he could whip his weight in wildcats. Austin would have bet a month’s pay he’d been in the war. What Harcourt was doing with

  a dandy like DeVille, Austin couldn’t fathom. Perhaps he was DeVille’s bodyguard. If DeVille was anything like Austin’s daddy had been, he would have a lot of reasons to need one,

  but it wouldn’t help him in the end.




  Austin watched the visitors quickly care for their horses. The horses liked them, and they didn’t stint on the work. Even knowing some men cared more for their horses than for other

  people, Austin relaxed a little.




  DeVille glanced over as he gave his gelding’s nose a final stroke. “How’d you come to work for Miz Larimer?”




  He probably had his eye on the widow, or at least on her ranch. Since a gambler didn’t seem likely to have money, maybe he was hoping his nice teeth would recommend him. Austin said,

  “How’d you come to be a dandified flatterer?”




  DeVille said, without seeming to notice the insult, “Some are born to glory. I, however, am the son of the worst ruffian in Holmestown, New Jersey, saved from disgrace only by the good

  offices of Captain Harcourt.” He plopped down on a hay bale.




  “The archangel Michael couldn’t save you from disgrace,” Harcourt said.




  His tone was familiar and absentminded, as if this sort of remark was common to him. They were friends, then, and not employer and employee? A strange pair. Austin said, “Don’t let

  Miz Larimer hear you blaspheming. If she’s your goal, that is.”




  Harcourt said, shortly, “I have no interest in the lady.”




  “She’s rich,” Austin said, testing.




  “Is she?” DeVille asked. “Rich and a warrior queen. I think my heart just might leap out of my chest.”




  Harcourt thumped him on the back of the arm. “Later,” he said.




  A pistol slid into each of DeVille’s hands. “Yessir,” he drawled. “I’ll take the cookhouse, sir, and cover the back. Austin, you coming with?” He smiled and

  winked. Austin startled; the smile charmed, and the wink had looked almost seductive. Some men would go after anything that moved, true, but surely not if it moved in pantaloons.




  “I’ll take the well,” Harcourt said.




  Outside, Austin settled with one hip braced against a water barrel while DeVille paced endlessly up and down the side yard between house and cookhouse, talking endlessly as well, his voice

  clearly audible across the yard.




  “Speak up, I don’t think they can hear you in town yet,” Austin said.




  Cheerfully, DeVille replied, “The widow seems to have an itchy trigger finger. I can’t enjoy my money if she accidentally blows my head off.”




  “And Harcourt?” Austin asked. The other man was only just visible as a dark bump on the well house, if one knew where to look. It was too bad he wasn’t over here, chatting.

  Austin had never seen anyone like him before. “Why’s he hiding, then?”




  “He’s in reserve in case things get difficult,” DeVille said. “So, Austin, you like poetry?”




  “No!”




  “Well, how about this one? You might like this one, it’s better than you think.” And, without letting Austin interrupt, DeVille charged into a recitation and then another and

  another.




  Just after midnight, the attackers ran into the yard, whooping and firing pistols. Austin had never heard more than a single gun firing at once. The noise was bone-shaking.




  DeVille appeared unaffected, apart from dropping Alexander Pope in the middle of a rhyme and plastering himself against a corner of the house. “How kind,” he said. “They

  brought friends. At least they’re not on horseback.”




  “Miz Larimer,” Austin said, from behind the water barrel.




  “Hush,” DeVille said. “Stay hidden.”




  “I thought hired guns were supposed to be brave.”




  “Only an idiot nominates himself to get shot.”




  The widow’s voice rang out. “Get off my property or I’ll pump you full of buckshot.”




  A foul reply from the yard was followed by her shotgun blast. Shouts and pistol cracks, and more shotgun blasts, covered any more dialogue. Austin followed DeVille’s slow creep around the

  corner and was nearly knocked down by a reeling, brawny figure wielding a flaming branch in one hand and a pistol in the other. The intruder swung the pistol at the side window; Austin leaped at

  him, wrestling for the torch before he could shove it through the hole in the glass and set the house afire. The torch went flying into the yard, but the big man still had his pistol. He shoved

  Austin backwards and aimed.




  “Down!” DeVille yelled, and leaped. Both landed on the ground. Austin struggled free and sat up. The attacker fled, along with two others Austin hadn’t seen, in a confusing

  melee overflowing with drunken curses.




  “Cowards!” the widow yelled.




  Harcourt stepped into view, rifle to shoulder. A hat flew into the air as if jerked on a string; its owner kept running.




  “Great shot!” Austin said, feeling strangely euphoric.




  “I was aiming for his—Virgil, you all right?”




  In the sudden silence, DeVille’s voice trembled. He still lay on the ground. “I can’t believe, after all I’ve been through, some brainless lickfinger son of a

  bitch—”




  Harcourt shoved Austin to the side and yanked open DeVille’s coat. “No blood,” he said.




  “Jesus Christ, something sure hurts. Right here.”




  The Widow Larimer loomed over the men with a lantern. “Do not take the Lord’s name in vain, for if you died right now, you would surely go to the fiery pits of

  hell.”




  DeVille squinted up at her. “I don’t think I like you any more.”




  Events came together in Austin’s mind. “Miz Larimer, I think he saved my life.”




  Harcourt produced a dented silver case from DeVille’s coat. “And this saved his. Virgil, you don’t smoke!”




  Austin took the case and examined the bullet mashed into its tooled surface. The case would barely prise open. It held, not rolling papers at all, but pornographic playing cards. “Captain

  Harcourt, do you think they’ll be back?”




  The widow said, “If they do, I’ve got a whole case of shells right next to my coffee and my thunder mug. You men can leave my property to me, now. Go on, get.”




  There was no arguing with her. Austin carried Harcourt’s rifle and the silver case, then lit and hung a lantern while Harcourt assisted DeVille back into the barn.




  Once inside, DeVille snapped, “Get your damned hands off me!” and shoved Harcourt away. He spun his hat on to the pile of saddlebags, followed it with his gloves, ripped his necktie

  loose, then sat down, hard, on the same bale as before, wrapping his arms around his chest. He’d seemed perfectly collected while bullets whizzed by, but after his outburst, Austin could see

  him shaking.




  Austin said, “I think we could all do with a drink.”




  “In my saddlebag,” Harcourt said.




  Austin had not imagined spending the night sitting around the barn on hay bales, passing a flask from hand to hand with two men who had been, at suppertime, complete strangers. DeVille

  didn’t speak for a long time, only took two gulps of the smooth whiskey for Harcourt’s every one. The two men sat shoulder to shoulder and wore still, tight expressions that made them

  seem oddly alike. Austin took the flask from Harcourt’s hand and sipped, just enough for flavour and a touch of heat, and to try to ease an unexpected trembling.




  At last, DeVille said, “That damned harpy is paying me double. You can tell her.”




  Sympathy evaporating in a flash of steam, Austin snapped, “Don’t talk about her like that!”




  DeVille snatched the flask, gulped, then upended it, looking disgusted when nothing dripped out. “She was awfully mean to me. You only like her because you think females have to stick

  together.”




  Austin’s breathing stuttered. “What?”




  “I’ve landed on more than a few women in my time,” DeVille said, still vainly shaking the flask. “Also, you smell better than a cowboy. Doesn’t the widow

  know?”




  Austin glanced at Harcourt. He looked mildly curious. Austin took a deep breath and said, “The widow don’t hold with women wearing men’s clothes.”




  DeVille shrugged. “Lot of people don’t hold with me being friends with Harcourt.”




  “The reverse is also true,” Harcourt drawled. “What point are you making, Virgil?”




  DeVille smiled, though Austin noted the smile wasn’t as brilliant as before the fight. He said, “If nobody knows about Miss Austin, here, I thought it might be a relief to her to let

  her hair down for an evening. So to speak.”




  Before Austin could reply, Harcourt had thumped DeVille on the arm. “I told you, hands off the wrangler!”




  “She’s not paying us,” DeVille pointed out. “What d’you think, Miss Austin? Care to be entertained by two fine and discriminating gentlemen?” DeVille

  appeared to be completely serious.




  Harcourt said, “Now wait just a minute, I never said—”




  DeVille held up a hand to stop his words, in a graceful gesture like an actor on stage. “We can’t leave you out—”




  “This woman is not a—”




  “Don’t say it. You have some cussed strange ideas about women—”




  “I respect women!”




  “So do I!”




  “You respect them right into bed with you!”




  “Jealous? That’s not my fault. I sure as hell invited you along enough times!”




  The two men glared straight into each other’s eyes as they argued. DeVille wore a strange half-smile, which appeared to enrage Harcourt more every second. They were sitting so close they

  could, Austin thought dizzily, lean forwards and kiss each other with no effort at all. Such a thing had never occurred to her before. She hadn’t even known she wanted to see it, until

  now.




  She sprang to her feet. “It’ll be both, or none!”




  DeVille snorted and shoved at Harcourt’s shoulder, then grinned. “I was right. They always like you best.”




  Harcourt glared at him, then stood and took off his hat. “Miss Austin, don’t let that silver-tongued rascal talk you into something you might regret. Please understand, we’ll

  keep your secret, there’s no need to worry about that.”




  Rough as it was, he did have a lovely deep voice. She could’ve listened to him all night. Now she’d have the chance. “That’s mighty kind of you,” she said, looking

  him up and down. His shoulders were broad and strong; his torso narrowed down to a waist more slender than hers. His thighs looked hard beneath his worn denim pants, and when she looked at the

  bulge his cock made beneath the fabric, her mouth watered. “But it’s you who don’t understand. I was married once. Earning my living the way I do, though, I haven’t been

  able to think about the pleasures of the flesh in a long time, because for sure, somebody would talk; and nobody’s going to put a woman, a fallen woman, in charge of their remuda. You two

  don’t have anything to do with that, do you? And I might as well make up for lost time.” She looked at DeVille and smiled.




  He said to Harcourt, “You can’t complain about this one’s intentions, can you?”




  Austin took a step closer to the men and tipped her hat back on her head. “You ain’t scared, Captain Harcourt?”




  He glanced at DeVille, then back at her. His fingers tightened on his hat brim. “You two might want to speak in private. Perhaps I should take my leave.”




  “Don’t,” Austin said. “Please?”




  DeVille reached out and slapped Harcourt’s leg. “Come on, Harcourt. For the lady.”




  Austin stepped forwards quickly, tugged Harcourt’s hat from his hand, and pressed her lips to his, interrupting whatever he had been about to say in protest. Her hat fell off. His lips

  were far softer than she’d expected, and he tasted like whiskey with all the burn gone.




  She dropped his hat in the straw and ran her gloved hand up his chest. That was nice and firm. She scrubbed her palm across a nipple, but she could barely feel it beneath his clothing. His

  fingers closed over her wrist and lifted it. “Are you sure about this?” he said. Flickers of lantern light reflected in his eyes and glistened off the new dampness on his lips.




  “As sure as shooting,” Austin said. “Get over here, DeVille.”




  “That’d be Virgil to you.”




  “Then I’m Sarah. Sarah Jane Austin.” Her free hand, ignoring the pleasantries, shaped Harcourt’s narrow waist and rubbed next to the knife sheath at the small of his

  back.




  Harcourt’s eyes closed for a moment, then he grinned down at her, a quick flash. “Virgil, this lady is compromising me.”




  “I’ll protect you,” he said, solemnly.




  Preparations took little time. Harcourt opened out the men’s bedrolls atop their canvas tarps, with enough straw beneath for cushioning, while DeVille skimmed off Austin’s coat,

  knelt, and unbuckled her chaps. His fingers danced along her hip bones, then slid down the outsides of her thighs and cupped her knees above her boots. He tipped his head back to look up at her and

  said, “It’s a nice change from petticoats and corsetry. Downright inspirational, in fact.”




  Austin swallowed and said, “You’ve got considerable clothes yourself. Harcourt, you going to help me with this?”




  “Give me his coat, and I’ll hang it up.”




  That wasn’t what she’d meant. She stripped off her gloves and, before laying her hands on DeVille’s coat, cupped his face instead. Stubble rasped her palms; he turned his head

  to press a damp, whiskery kiss into her palm before she reached his mouth. He was more skilled and intent than she’d been prepared for, and when she finally tugged away from him and shoved

  his coat off, her vest was off, her shirt had been unbuttoned to the waist, and pulled mostly out of her pants. She didn’t linger over DeVille’s waistcoat buttons as she’d

  intended, fearing she’d find herself ravished and sated before she’d even extracted his watch from its pocket. That would hardly be fair to Captain Harcourt.




  DeVille helped her with the shoulder holsters he wore, laying his guns carefully away on a big silk handkerchief. Austin then glanced at Harcourt, whose hands went to the buckle of his gun belt,

  letting it slither down his hips until she caught the worn leather and laid the weapons aside.




  She said to Harcourt, “You take his shirt off.”




  A pause. DeVille said, “Lady’s choice, Aaron.” Their gaze met and held in silent conversation. Austin tried imagining using Harcourt’s Christian name herself, and

  couldn’t quite conceive of it.




  Harcourt took a moment, visibly collecting himself, then went to work in businesslike fashion on DeVille’s cuffs and collar. He hesitated again. “You sure about this?”




  DeVille shrugged. “I don’t think our Sarah’s that delicate, are you, honey?” He licked his lips, though, and looked away while Harcourt’s hands, suddenly gentle,

  worked the linen over DeVille’s shoulders and down his arms, and pulled off even his undershirt.




  Austin understood, then. The bruise from earlier wasn’t showing except as a red mark, but DeVille was scarred all over his ribs and belly, as if he’d been peppered with a giant

  shotgun. She forced herself to look away from the damage and saw he had a good pair of shoulders on him. He said, “It’s from canister shot, down in Virginia. You got anything to

  say?”




  “You look fine to me,” she said. She elbowed Harcourt aside and set to DeVille’s pants buttons. He didn’t seem to mind her fumbling there, so she fondled his cock and

  balls through the fall of his pants before dipping her hands inside and drawing him out. His rosy cock had a pretty arch to it, and she imagined, with suddenly dry mouth, how it might feel inside

  her cunny.




  Harcourt moved behind her and unknotted the thong binding her hair, then spreading her hair over her shoulders. He burrowed his calloused fingers down to her scalp and massaged, a pleasure that

  brought tears to her eyes. By the time she had DeVille fully naked, her own shirt had disappeared and Harcourt had his arms around her waist from behind, nuzzling her ear while neatly flicking open

  the buttons on her pants.




  Harcourt lifted his head long enough to say to DeVille, “You first,” and returned to her ear, her cheek, her throat, her shoulder, each kiss or nip making her tremble. She shuddered

  when she felt him hardening against the small of her back, and squirmed against him. He breathed raggedly into her neck and squeezed her to him more tightly. She wondered why he hadn’t wanted

  to go first himself. So long as she had him eventually, she supposed it didn’t matter.




  Austin tugged DeVille forwards by the arm. “Kiss me,” she said, just before his mouth closed over hers. His clever fingers delved beneath the bandages she used to bind her bosom, and

  a moment later she felt another set of hands join in. Cotton fluttered down her sides and to the floor, and for the first time in six years, hands other than her own touched bare skin. She

  whimpered and sagged back against Harcourt, who cupped and held her breasts for DeVille’s hot, delicate mouth.




  She twisted in their grip for an eternity, until DeVille muttered something and Harcourt lifted her off her feet, with no more effort than she would have used in picking up a kitten. DeVille,

  she realized, was yanking off her boots, then her pants. She had just enough presence of mind to grab, but she wasn’t quick enough to prevent him from seeing the rolled bandage that provided

  the other element of her male disguise. He grinned up at her and kissed her right on the quim. “Maybe it’s time for those bedrolls,” he said. “Harcourt, do take off that

  blamed knife. And the rest of it, while you’re at it.”




  Austin lost some details after that. Both men seemed intent on making her lose her mind. She had never felt anything so good in her life as strong male bodies pressed both to her front and her

  back, their hands seeking out every sensitive spot she had. For a long time she did nothing but hold on and respond to whomever happened to be kissing her at the time. She could tell them apart

  even with her eyes closed: DeVille’s artistry and the scrape of his moustache, Harcourt’s smoother skin and more aggressive tongue and teeth. Harcourt’s hands were more direct,

  too, which she appreciated as she began to feel more and more wild for release.




  His blunt, calloused finger delicately traced down the line between her buttocks, then stroked the folds of her quim. She cried out. The finger pressed upwards, opening her with impossible

  gentleness. The tip of the finger curled inside, and she cried out again. Harcourt said, sounding out of breath, “I think she might be ready for you, Virgil.”




  “God damn … hold her for me …”




  She didn’t want to wait for anything. Austin grabbed DeVille’s cock. “Hurry up, you son of a—” She lost her breath as he nudged himself inside, stretching

  her deliciously; then Harcourt’s hands shifted her hips in some small way, and DeVille slid in even more deeply, until there was no more space between them at all. He rolled his hips, rubbing

  deeply into the centre of her pleasure, and she gasped, “Again!”




  “Anything for a lady,” he said, and after a little more of this she crested with a sharp cry, clinging to him until the waves of pleasure ebbed. She felt wonderful, but still wanted

  more. She squirmed between them both, sliding her hands from DeVille’s shoulders to his hips and back again. She could still feel him inside her, harder than before, and Harcourt’s cock

  like an iron bar digging into her waist.




  DeVille said, tightly, “I need her on her back right now.”




  Harcourt took her head in his lap. She hadn’t had a good look at his cock before now. She rubbed her cheek against it and kissed his velvety skin; after a muttered curse from him and a

  strained chuckle from DeVille, Harcourt took her shoulders firmly in his big hands and shifted her down, so she could no longer reach. She braced her feet on the blanket for what she expected would

  be a wild ride. Tense as he’d sounded, though, DeVille took his time, each stroke long and slow and sweet, punctuated now and then by his mouth on her breasts. Austin eased into a trance of

  pleasure, spiralling around DeVille’s cock and Harcourt’s gentle fingers playing in her hair and stroking her forehead and lips.




  She didn’t think she could come this time, but she revelled in DeVille’s gasping breaths as his thrusts gradually turned short and ragged. She squeezed her passage tightly on him, on

  his next push; it felt even better, and DeVille’s back arched, his fingers tightening on her hips. She did it again from then on, keeping up the torture until, with a soundless exhalation, he

  spilled his pleasure inside her. At the end, as he began to soften, he wedged two fingers into her and stroked up and forwards, just enough hardness and pressure to wring another crest from her,

  this one deeper, seeming to flood her from the inside out.
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