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Olivia Ragland never assumed she
would be presented with the opportunity to love two men, not at the
very same time.  In fact, she has all the man she could ever
want in her husband, Avery Ragland, Lord Laugherty.  He’s
charismatic, handsome, and a wonderful lover. But when his best
friend is invited to a house party they throw, the two launch a
sensual assault that no woman could possibly withstand.

 

Avery and Ellis have shared women in
the past, and have a pressing desire to share this one for a
lifetime. The only catch -- they have to convince Olivia that she
can overcome the restrictions that come with
respectability.
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Lady Laugherty’s Loves

By Laurel Bennett


 

One

There were two of them.  Yes, two
of them.  Two of the most debauched and talked-about gentlemen
in all of Britain. And they were staying under her roof.  When
Olivia Ragland had volunteered to host the weeklong house-party at
her estate in Hampshire, she’d known one of them would be there.
She was married to him, after all. But not that he had invited his
cousin and best friend to attend as a guest.

Neither Olivia nor Avery had seen
Ellis in more than two years, not since he’d left for his tour of
the continent. Or his “whore-mongering journey through America” as
her husband liked to refer to his cousin’s trip. They’d only been
married for a few weeks when Ellis had announced he was departing.
But she knew Avery missed him terribly. They’d grown up together
almost like brothers, after all.

The coach rumbled to a stop with a
jingle of tack and the door flew open before the tiger could even
dismount. Ellis tumbled out, landing solidly on his feet just
before he flew at Avery.  Avery grunted as Ellis wrapped him
in a crushing hug. Ellis’ arrival had been all Avery could talk
about for weeks.  

They had very similar builds, the same
sun-kissed skin, and similar full lips. But that was where their
similarities stopped. Ellis’ father had unexpectedly passed away
when he was a boy, so he and his mother had gone to live with his
uncle, Avery’s’ father. Ellis had been raised with almost every
privilege Avery had, aside from the fact that he had no title like
Avery’s. Nor a huge inheritance to call his own.  But Avery’s
father was a generous sort, and Ellis hadn’t done without anything
else. Their upbringing was reflected in the way they moved and the
way they spoke. But Avery had a sparkle in his eye that Ellis
lacked. And Ellis’ brown eyes were in direct opposition of Avery’s
blue ones. 

When they finally released one
another, Ellis cocked his head to the side and regarded her with a
quirky grin. “Hello, Olivia,” he said quietly. Her belly fluttered
involuntarily. Oh, dear.

Then he held his arms out to her as
well. He’d never been one for formalities. He'd always preferred a
masculine, back-thwacking hug to a handshake with her husband. But
she’d never been so improperly propositioned before. And not before
servants, of all things. Yet when Avery gave her a small push at
the middle of her back, she found herself falling right into Ellis’
arms.

His hand snaked around her waist and
pressed her to him, scandalously close. Olivia placed her hands on
his chest and pushed. Yet he held her firmly within his
grasp.  “You feel like heaven,” he said quietly in her ear.
Then he gave her one final squeeze and leaned back to look down at
her. She opened her mouth to scold him soundly, but he tipped her
chin up with one finger and placed a quick kiss on her lips. Then
he released her.

“How was your trip?” she heard her
husband ask as they turned toward the manor.

Olivia was stunned. So stunned that
her feet refused to take a single step. All she could do was stand
there and gape like a complete ninny.

Avery turned back toward her. “Are you
coming, Olivia?”

Obviously, he didn’t see anything
wrong with his best friend’s display of affection. There wasn’t a
scowl on his face. He didn’t stand up for her honor. In fact, he
looked more light-hearted than he had in months.

“I’ll be along in a moment,” she
finally croaked. “I need to see to something.”  And figure out
how to take a full breath. Or any breath at all.

As they ambled inside, Olivia fought
to direct the servants with Ellis’ trunks.

“You can put them in her ladyship’s
room,” her husband called out from the doorway.

“My room?” Olivia asked. Granted, she
rarely used it. But still…

“We’ve a full house planned, Olivia.
And I can’t think of anyone I’d trust to have the room adjoining
ours.” He made a final motion to the servants which put them in
action.

Olivia approached them both and tugged
on her husband’s sleeve. “May I borrow you for a few moments, while
Ellis settles in?” He narrowed his eyes at her. “I’d like to
discuss the seating arrangements with you for dinner.”

“Oh, whatever you decide is fine with
me,” he said, quite effectively dismissing her, just before he bent
and kissed her softly. “I want to show Ellis the stables before it
gets dark.”

“You mean you want to boast over your
most recently purchased piece of horse flesh,” Ellis
teased.

“That, too,” Avery chuckled as they
walked away together.

Olivia escaped as quickly as she could
and ran for the master’s chambers. She shoved the door shut and
leaned heavily against it. Good Lord. Her husband’s best friend had
kissed her and held her scandalously close. And her husband didn’t
seem perturbed by it at all.

***

“You should be ashamed,” Avery said to
Ellis as they wandered toward the stables.  There was no new
horseflesh, not a single equine specimen that could make Avery
dismiss his houseguests and his wife to head for the stables. Yet
the very thought of Ellis’ lips against Olivia’s had him scurrying
for a quiet place where they could talk.

Ellis chuckled. “I feared she would
slap me there for a moment.”

“She would never do that. She’s much
too proper.”

“So, you brought me here to share your
proper English wife?” Ellis clucked at him.

“Only if she’s willing.” He’d never
ask her to do anything she didn’t want to do. But he did want to
see what unfolded if the situation came up. “I have missed you,” he
admitted. “It hasn’t been the same without you.”

“Yes, but then you had to go and fall
in love. And marry. The best friend of the groom doesn’t typically
get to share the wedding night. No matter how much he might want
to.”

“Do you think you could love her?” He
had to know. He’d not whore Olivia out. Nor would he ask her to put
herself into a temporary situation that could rock the very
foundation of their marriage.

“I think I fell in love with her the
around the same time you did.  But you had the advantage of a
title to offer her, and I had none.”

Avery had always assumed that to be
the case, yet he’d always been afraid to ask. He didn’t want to
ruin either relationship. He and Avery had both been presented to
Olivia at her come-out. And she’d shown both of them her favor.
Yet, in the end, it was Avery she’d gravitated toward. He was damn
glad of it, but there was something missing in their relationship.
He had a feeling that something was his best friend.

***

Ellis’ blood was still pumping hard
within his veins, not to mention his cock. When he’d pulled Olivia
to him and smelled her sweet scent, he’d fought with himself not to
scare her by kissing her soundly. He could still feel the round
fullness of her breasts against his chest, her lips on
his.

“Explain to me what you’d like to see
come of all this?” He needed to know exactly where he stood. Would
he always be a third? Would it always be Olivia and Avery, while
Ellis was invited into their bed on occasion?

Avery shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe
nothing. It’s up to her.”

He nodded slowly. He’d take the chance
that something wonderful would come of it.

“She’s probably up in her room, making
sure it’s presentable for you,” Avery hinted with a gleam in his
eye.

“So how do you want to approach this?”
He really didn’t want to muck it all up.

“I say we do what comes
naturally.”  He shrugged again. 

“Will you be offended if I
approach her alone to see where I stand?” Please say no.

“Why would I be?” Avery’s eyebrows
drew together.

Apparently, his cousin wanted this
threesome to be a real relationship. As long as they were all on
the same page…

“I believe I’ll go and check on my
accommodations.”

A smile broke across Avery’s
face.  “One of the servants can show you to your new quarters.
For the time being.”

“You hope,” Ellis mumbled as he
started back toward the house.  Avery obviously hoped he’d be
sharing his bed with his wife in the very near future.

One of the servants did, indeed, show
him the way to her rooms. He could hear the sound of her humming
through the crack in the door.  Ellis knocked lightly as he
pushed the door open. She was a vision of loveliness, sitting in
front of her vanity. She barely looked over her shoulder as she
talked to him.

“You and I need to have a word,
Avery.”  She thought he was Avery?  Oh, this did not bode
well for the relationship.

“About?” he asked, forcing his voice
to take on the lightheartedness that usually coated Avery’s words
like syrup, as he crossed the room and sat down on the edge of the
bed.  He avoided looking at her as he tugged off his boots and
lay back on the bed, scooted toward the headboard, and proceeded to
stare at the ceiling with his arms beneath his head. But he knew
well what she looked like.  Dark brown hair with just enough
curl he could wrap it around his finger.  Chestnut eyes he
could drown in.

“Ellis,” she said quietly as she stood
up and began to bustle nervously about the room. Was that a tinkle
of response in her voice? It was much too soon to tell. But she
wanted to talk about him?  Dear God.

He rolled over on his elbow to face
her. It would be best for her if she realized he wasn’t Avery right
away. Otherwise, she’d probably hold a grudge. Most women
did.

“He kissed me.”  Ellis didn’t
have worry about her looking in his direction. She was fidgeting
about the room.

“You mean that little peck on your
lips outside?”

She flushed scarlet. “No, I mean that
most inappropriate kiss on the lips, albeit brief, that happened in
front of God and everyone.”

“I wouldn’t call
them everyone. And
it’s not as though he stuck his tongue down your throat.” He tried
to sound casual, but it was nearly impossible. Now all he could
think about was sliding his tongue in her mouth. He imagined she
tasted like perfection.

“It was inappropriate!” she
cried as she picked up her perfume bottle and slung it across the
room at him. He caught it in the air and raised it to his
nose.  So, that was the lovely scent that surrounded her.

“Please leave this in here when you
move your things, Olivia.” He held up the perfume bottle.  “I
might douse the sheets in it so I can smell you all night.” She
gasped so loudly when she realized he wasn’t Avery that he feared
she’d suck all the air from the room. He got up and crossed the
room to stand directly behind her.  The warmth of her touched
him all the way through his clothes. “And I promise not to kiss you
anymore. Not in front of God and everyone. In private, however, is
another matter, entirely.” He kissed her cheek swiftly, lingering
long enough to blow his breath across the shell of her ear, and
then he quit the room.

 


Two

Olivia was beginning to think her
guests would never dispense with their games and head to their
rooms, so she could have a word with her husband. And Ellis, for
that matter. There were eighteen guests in all, including her
husband’s best friend. Why was Ellis the only one who had drawn her
attention all night?   

Olivia yawned dramatically behind her
hand. No one looked up. No one cared, aside from Ellis, who dropped
onto the settee beside her with a lazy plop. “Enjoying yourself,
Olivia?” he asked, his eyes sparkling with merriment.

“Gobs of it,” she said sarcastically,
then instantly regretted her tone. 

But he just chuckled. “You seem a
little out of sorts, sweetheart. Anything you want to talk about?”
He smiled slowly and brushed a lock of hair from his forehead. She
wanted to reach up and do it for him, just as she did for Avery. He
leaned so close that his shoulder brushed hers.

“What kind of game are you playing,
Ellis?” she asked quietly.

“I was playing loo.” He shrugged. “But
your husband trounced me. He’s fairly decent with the cards. When
did he get so good at games of chance?”

“When did
you?” she shot back. How
dare he sweep her question under the rug?

“Not sure what you’re referring to,”
he grunted, his eyebrows drawing together in obvious
annoyance.

“Why do I feel as though I’m missing
something important?” Avery asked as he sat down on her other
side.

Olivia sighed heavily. “I
think I’m the one who’s missing something.” She sighed as she
rubbed her forehead. She couldn’t discuss this here. “Never mind.
It’s probably my imagination.” It had to be her imagination. Anything
else was unconscionable.  She would talk with Avery and he
would set everything to rights.

Olivia kept on a brave face for the
rest of the evening, until her guests finally drifted off in the
directions of their bedchambers.  Then she dropped her face in
her hands and breathed deeply.  Finally. She and Avery could
be alone. Finally, she could talk with him.

She crossed to where he
rested on the settee and allowed him to pull her into his lap. It
felt amazingly comforting to be in his arms. He’d been restless of
late. While their lovemaking was and always had been wonderful, she
felt as though there was a small piece of him he withheld from her.
He always had.  Of course, she knew all about his reputation
before he married her.  She knew about his and Ellis’.  And theirs
together.

“What’s bothering you, love?” he
asked, his voice soft, his chest rumbling beneath her
ear.

“I’m afraid to tell you,” she
whispered.

“You can tell me anything.” He nudged
her lightly. “What is it? Shall I ask the guests to
leave?”

“No, it’s nothing like that. It’s…”
She hesitated, unable to put her fears into words. “It’s
Ellis.”

He sat back so he could look down at
her. “Ellis? What about him?”

“Well, I can’t explain it and it’s
probably nothing. But he kissed me today.”

Avery nodded slowly. “Is that all?”
His voice deepened a bit. He didn’t seem the least bit astounded at
her admission. He nudged her gently. “Show me how he kissed
you.”

“What?” Perhaps he’d had more brandy
than she’d originally thought. “You were there.”

“I don’t remember it.  Sorry.
Though I feel certain I’d remember it if I saw Ellis kiss you.” He
shifted her marginally in his lap. “Show me what kind of kiss it
was.”

Olivia pecked at his lips quickly and
backed up to look at him. “He hugged me, too.”

“That’s it? That was the kiss that has
you tied up in knots?” He looked astounded.

“Then he came to my quarters… well,
his quarters… and I thought he was you.” She hated the way her own
voice shook.

“And what happened when you thought he
was me?” He adjusted his leg again and she felt the obvious
evidence of his arousal against her bottom. 

“I threw a perfume bottle at his
head,” she grunted. “But he caught it, instead.”

He threw his head back and laughed
loudly.

She elbowed him in the side, but he
just caught her arm in his grasp and kissed her.
Soundly. 

***

She looked so damn cute trying to find
the words to tell him that Ellis had made advances toward her that
he couldn’t keep from kissing her.  She was fairly shaking
with nervousness over the situation. For a moment, he felt almost
guilty for putting her in it. Then it passed. The very idea of
sharing her with Ellis stirred him unlike anything ever had
before.

When he finally lifted his head, her
eyes were glazed with passion. “What bothers you more, that he made
advances toward you? Or that you liked it?”

Her sudden intake of breath was all he
needed to hear, yet still she protested. “I didn’t like
it.”

“Are you certain?” He trailed his
fingertips up her arm.

“Of course, I am.” 

But he could see the warring emotions
in her face. It was time to tell her.

“You heard the rumors before we
married. About Ellis and me and our sexual eccentricities.” He
watched her face closely.

“It wasn’t exactly a secret,” she
grunted.

“It was a poorly kept one, yes.” He
took her chin in his hand and forced her to look at him. “You know
we’ve shared women in the past?”

“I’m not supposed to know
things like that,” she murmured. “I don’t want to know it.”

“Did you think I’d come to you as a
virgin, Olivia?”

“No, but
I came to
you as a virgin.  And
there are some things I’m better off not knowing.” She paused and
mulled it over. “I think.” She bit her lower lip.

“You’d prefer not to know what makes
me harder than anything?” he growled as he pressed her hand against
his cock. The very thought made his balls grow up close to his
body, ready to spill.

“That is what you want? That
would make you happy?”

He shook his head slightly
as he cupped her breast and toyed with her nipple. She gasped and
ground her bottom against him.  “You make me happy. 
That simply excites
me.”

She buried her face in to his chest
and mumbled, “I can’t do it.”

“It’s all right if you have no
interest in it,” he said on one big exhale. He took her face in his
hands and forced her to meet his eyes.  “I’ll love you no
matter what.”

“How can you love me and…?” she began,
but then her voice trailed off as her face colored.

“How can I love you and still want to
share you?” He stroked her hair back from her face. “Because I want
to bring you pleasure. Pleasure unlike any you’ve experienced. He
tugged at the bodice of her gown until his hand slipped inside. She
arched her back to give him better access.  “Just imagine it,
Olivia. Two men. Two sets of hands. Two mouths. Two
cocks.”

She shivered as he pinched her nipple.
Her eyes were closed and her rosy lips hung open as her breath
picked up.

“Shall we go up to bed?” he asked
gently, breaking her from her trance.

She flushed again, obviously
embarrassed  at being so aroused at the thought of two men
taking care of her needs. “May I ask you one question?”

“Anything,” he said as he nuzzled her
temple.

“When did you realize you like men?”
She hid her face in his shirt again.

“What?” He jumped to his
feet with her cradled in his arms. “I have never and will never enjoy the touch of a man.
The man would be there for you. And only for you. I don’t touch
him. He doesn’t touch me. There’s no excitement or amorousness
between the two of us.” He let out a huge sigh and grumbled. “Touch
Ellis in a romantic way. God, woman. That will never happen.”

“I’m sorry,” she said as she giggled a
bit.

“You think this is humorous?” he
asked, shocked as he looked down at her. “All I could think about a
moment ago was bedding you. But now I fear I’ll never be able to do
so again.”

She gave a cry of mock horror and
covered her cheeks. “Oh, no!” Then she giggled again.

He jostled her playfully in his arms.
“Just for that,” he began as he started for the stairs, “you get
the arduous task of restoking my fire.”

“I’m prepared for the challenge,” she
tossed back at him.

He burst into his chambers and dropped
her to her feet. Then he sat down in an oversized leather chair
before the fire and tried to look wholly unimpressed with the
entire situation. But then she began to disrobe. And he was
impressed. Very impressed.

His wife’s body never ceased to amaze
him. She was round where he liked her to be round. And slender
through the waist, which was perfect for wrapping his hands around.
She shrugged out of her gown and let it fall in a heap to the
floor. Then she stepped out of her chemise.  She turned her
back to him as she tugged her hairpins free and dropped them one by
one on the dressing table.

The site of her naked bottom made him
want to go to her and grab her and knead her flesh. Then bend her
over and slide inside her in one hard stroke. But he had a feeling
she had plans for him. So, he sat back and practiced his look of
ambivalence with his chin propped in his hand.

***

Ellis stood on the other side of the
connecting door and listened intently. He’d shared enough women
with Avery to know that his growl when he entered the bedchamber
was a mere prelude of what would come. His cock grew hard
immediately.

He could hear their conversation quite
clearly through the door. If only he could see what was going on.
But then Avery began to talk. He’d always been vocal during sex;
Ellis had learned that the first time they’d ever shared a woman
the age of sixteen. And with every woman they'd shared since, Ellis
had enjoyed listening as Avery stoked the woman’s fire with his
words as he described in detail what he would do to her.

The voices wafted toward him as he
opened his trousers and began to stroke his cock.

“Olivia,” Avery said quietly, but
loudly enough he could hear the desire in his voice. “Come
here.”

“But I believe you said that I have to
get you hard again, don’t I?”

She must have reached for her
stockings because Avery said, “Leave those on. I like
them.”

“And here I thought you liked me
naked,” she teased.

“I like that, too, but I happen to
love those stockings. Ellis would love them as well.”

Ellis’s breath caught in his throat as
he waited for Olivia to respond.

“Would he?” she asked softly, her
voice as silky as a siren’s song. “Is red his favorite
color?’

“I would imagine that whatever color
you’re wearing would be his favorite,” Avery chuckled.

It was true.  He wouldn’t care,
as long as she wore it.

“Come here,” Avery said
again.

He could almost see the dark look in
Avery’s eyes and imagined Olivia climbing into his lap to straddle
him.  In the past, Avery would have encouraged it, and then
Ellis would have slid in behind her to stroke all her soft
places.

“That’s good,” Avery
continued.

“You like it when I ride you,” Olivia
teased. “You’re so predictable.”

Oh, God. She was straddling him. He
could see it in his mind’s eye. A small drop of fluid seeped from
his cock and he rubbed it around the throbbing purple head. It was
nothing like having Olivia ride him. But it would have to do. For
now.

Ellis heard a slurping sound and
Olivia’s low gasp as Avery sucked her nipple into his mouth. Ellis
could just imagine it, her breasts plump and firm, and her hard
nipple as big as his thumb. He had seen that much through her
clothing when she was cold. He ached to open the door and taste
her, himself.

“Imagine, Olivia,” Avery
said, his voice dark and mysterious. “Imagine that Ellis is behind
you right now, his hands running over your hips while I taste your
nipples. His hands are rough. Not nearly as soft as mine, or so
I’ve heard.” Olivia moaned. Oh, Olivia
moaned. “Then his hand comes around the
front of your hip and dips into these curls, while I continue to
love your nipples. I nip at them, while Ellis strokes across your
clit. He might even slide his finger inside you to collect your
moisture and go back to…” He paused briefly. “Here,” he finally
finished. Oh, there. What Ellis wouldn’t give to be there. To feel the warm wash of her
desire as it coated his fingers, making her slippery wet. To be
close enough to taste her. To brush her hair to the side and nibble
on her shoulder while double the sensations rocked her.

“Take my cock out, Olivia,” Avery
commanded.  Ellis’ balls tightened with need and he slowed the
hand that had been shuttling up and down his own cock. He’d come
too quickly if he didn’t pause. And he wanted to come with
them.  Even if they were on the other side of the door, he
wanted to come with them.

“That’s right, take every inch inside
you.” Avery encouraged her and Ellis could almost see him sliding
lower in the chair so she could take all of him.

Olivia cried out. He thought she had a
sweet voice on a normal day. But those blasts of pleasure made her
voice irresistible. It was all he could do not to open the door and
go to her.

“Ride my cock, Olivia. That’s it,
Olivia. Take it. Take all of me.” Avery grunted and Ellis could
hear the slap of wet flesh against wetter flesh. He threw his head
back and clenched his teeth. “Lay your head on my shoulder. I want
to show you something.”

“You want to stop?” Olivia nearly
pouted. She must have been close.

“No. But, love, imagine if you were
riding me, and I was rubbing your sopping wet clit.”

He must have touched it. He must have
touched that golden nub of pleasure, because she cried
out.

Avery continued. “And behind you,
Ellis wet his cock, and while his hands roamed over your body, and
I filled you, he put his cock right… here.”

“Oh, God!” Olivia cried. “Yes! Right
there,” she instructed.

“Now, you only get my finger, Olivia,”
Avery said quietly, the strain in his voice to keep from coming
quite apparent.

“Feels good,” Olivia said on a
sob.

“Imagine how good it would feel if
that was Ellis’ cock pumping into your ass. And every time he
thrust, it pushed you farther and harder onto my cock. He might
even lift your breast and put it into my mouth.”

Oh, the very idea had Ellis ready to
blow.  “Come soon, Olivia,” Ellis whispered to himself.
“Come.”

And just then, Olivia’s keening cry
filled the air. Her orgasm must have been delicious and he would
have given anything to see the rapture on her face as her body
convulsed. When he heard Avery’s tell-tale grunt, he finally
allowed himself to come as well. Except his was a hollow victory.
Avery got to come inside Olivia, while Ellis came in his
hand.

Soon, though. If tonight was any
indication, he’d be inside her soon enough. And her pleasure would
be his. And his would be hers. And the three of them would make it
perfect.


Three

The thump of an arrow as it hit the target
jerked Olivia’s mind back to the competition at hand. Instead of
watching the archery games at her own house party, she was mired
deeply in thoughts of the prior night’s activities. Avery had woken
her several times during the night, whispering lurid thoughts in
her ear as he took her slowly, sensually, and masterfully. 
She shivered lightly.

“Would you like my jacket, Olivia?”
Ellis asked from where he stood a few feet from her.

She smiled, nearly unable to meet his
eyes as she replied, “Oh, no thank you. I’ll send someone for my
shawl.” The things Avery had whispered to her all involved Ellis
and what she might expect if they invited him into their
bed.

Ellis walked closer to her and she
could smell the scent of sandalwood on him.  It was so much in
contrast with the earthy vetiver Avery wore that she found herself
wanting to step closer and bury her face in his jacket so she could
explore it.  Another shiver crawled up her spine.

“I can’t tell if you’re wool gathering
or simply unconcerned about your husband being the poorest shot out
here.” Ellis leaned casually against a tree, speaking to her over
his shoulder as he clapped his hands at Avery’s loss.  “Good
show, Laugherty,” he called loudly. “Next time, you might even come
within a few feet of the target.”

Avery shot him a “go to the devil”
look that spoke volumes about the depth of their
friendship.

“You shouldn’t tease him so,” Olivia
chided good-naturedly.

Ellis pressed his hands to
his chest in mock astonishment. “Not
tease him?  I’ve known him since we were
infants. I couldn’t possibly go a day without teasing him. If I
did, his head would swell to a size so large he wouldn’t be able to
pass through doorways. He needs someone to see his faults.” He
smiled at her. “You certainly don’t.”

Olivia couldn’t hold back her laugh.
“Oh, I see every one of his faults.”

He turned to face her completely and
shot her a look that made her want to giggle. “And they are?” he
prodded.

“It’s not fitting for a wife to speak
of her husband’s faults with another man,” she quipped.

“Exactly,” he drawled slowly, looking
away from her and back toward the archery games. “You don’t see
them.”

That was a challenge if she’d ever
heard one. She crossed her arms beneath her breasts. His gaze
lowered to dance across her décolletage and then back up to her
face. Damn him. Her nipples responded to his heady regard, pressing
insistently against the fabric of her bodice. “He snores,” she
finally croaked out.

He cackled. Loudly.
“That’s all you
have?  Sweetheart, he was snoring long before you met him. I
can’t remember a time when he didn’t
snore.” He prompted her. “Got any
more?”

“Well, he’s terrible at charades. He
has very little imagination.”

Ellis arched one eyebrow at
her. “Is that so? I believe he has you fooled, because his
imagination has never been in question.”

“Beg your pardon?” Olivia had to
admit, that comment ruffled her feathers more than a little. “I
happen to know he’s awful at charades. He couldn’t pretend his way
out of a satchel.”

Ellis chuckled. “He’s a poor
pretender. I’ll give you that. But his imagination has never been
in question.”

Just then Avery joined them,
collecting his jacket from a nearby footman. “What this talk of
imagination? What did I miss?”

“Your wife says you have no
imagination.” Ellis grinned unrepentantly.

“Oh, she does, does she?” He bent his
head to say softly in her ear, “I had enough imagination for you
last night.” The warmth of a blush moved up her cheeks as he
nuzzled the side of her face. She glanced up at Ellis, but his gaze
was upon them, his lids lowered, his eyes dark with something she
didn’t quite understand.

“Behave!” Olivia scolded as she
swatted at Avery’s hands.

Ellis leaned back against a tree and
crossed his arms over his chest, with one foot raised to rest his
heel against the bark. He just watched them quietly as Avery
nuzzled her neck. His gaze caught hers and she found it nearly
impossible to draw her own away from his. Heat crept up her face as
he arched one eyebrow slowly at her. He knew how much his appraisal
affected her. Oh, dear.

“Oh, young love,” the Duchess of
Belgarden sighed as she walked by them.  “I remember when His
Grace was that amorous.” She longingly looked toward the man whose
sagging jaws kept him from sighting his bow and arrow properly. Of
course, she would tell him the arrow was crooked, instead, as she
had all afternoon. “In his day, he was insatiable,” the older woman
continued. She winked once at Olivia, who choked. 

Avery rubbed Olivia’s back in small
circles as Her Grace took her place at the platform and sighted her
bow.  “Are you all right?” he asked softly.

“I’m fine.” Mortified, but fine. 
She turned toward the manor. “I’ll be back in a moment.” She waved
both the men off as they started after her. “I’m perfectly capable
of walking by myself,” she snapped. At their shocked expressions,
she forced herself to stop, smile sweetly at them and then turn
casually away. In truth, her knees were knocking and her heartbeat
was thumping. Those men were waging an assault on her senses. And
they were winning.

***

Ellis finally caught up with Olivia
when she darted back down the stairs with her shawl. But, instead
of returning to the back garden, she took a deep breath and entered
the blue parlor, her footsteps slow and quiet. She settled at the
pianoforte with a swish of her skirts and placed her fingers on the
keys.  Ellis propped himself in the doorway to watch
her.

Instead of the haunting melody he’d
expected to hear, a rowdy tune better suited for a brothel
piano-master to play leapt from her fingertips. He smiled softly as
he picked up the chorus and hummed beneath his breath. He’d sung
that very tune on more than one drunken night. He’d just never
expected to hear Olivia play it. He crossed his arms over his chest
and listened as she played it to the end.

When she was done, he clapped his
hands softly and let his presence be known by walking into the
room. She jumped and placed a hand to on her chest. “I didn’t
realize anyone was listening,” she said softly.

He sat down beside her on the bench.
“No one is. It’s just me and a few smiling house maids.” He grinned
at her. “Where did you learn a tune like that?”

She shrugged. He knew she’d grown up
with brothers, and felt certain they often came home singing such
songs after a night of drunken revelry. “Here and there,” was all
she’d admit. She smiled at him impishly as she trailed her fingers
down the keys slowly.

“It’s perfectly scandalous,” he said
as he brushed a lock of hair from the side of her face. “Why did
you come inside?” He had a feeling he knew. But he’d like to
discuss it with her.

She shrugged and let her fingers walk
the opposite way down the keys.

“Do you know why I’m here?” he asked
over the tinkling of the piano as she hit the high
notes.

She stopped playing and gazed at him.
“I wish I did,” she sighed.

He would never make her unhappy. Not
for a day. Not for a moment. Not for an hour. If that meant
stopping this game of seduction, he’d stop.

“I thought it was for my house party,
but now I’m beginning to think there’s more to it.”

He covered her nervous hands with his
and turned her toward him. He’d never said the words he was about
to say to anyone. Yet he had a feeling she needed to hear
them.  “I fell in love with you the moment I saw you,” he said
softly.

Her mouth fell open as her eyes grew
wide. He shushed her.

“You danced with me and let me hold
you in my arms, and the feel of you there touched something within
me. I never, ever wanted to let you go.”

She wouldn’t look into his
eyes.

“You don’t have to tell me that you
loved me at first sight, Olivia,” he said as he grabbed her chin
and turned her to face him.

“I love Avery,” she said softly, a
sorrowful look in her eyes.

“I know you do,” he said to appease
her. “And he loves you.” He had to know. “Did you feel anything for
me at all when we met? Or was I the only one affected? I felt like
a bolt of lightning had cleaved my heart in two pieces the first
time you smiled at me. And only you could put it back
together.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” Her eyebrows
drew together in confusion.

“You didn’t answer my question.” He
raised one brow at her. “Did you feel anything for me?”

“I did,” she said softly, her voice
breaking as her eyes filled with tears.

“Oh, God,” he soothed as he thumbed a
tear from her cheek.  “Don’t cry, sweetheart. I couldn’t bear
it.”

The tears stopped falling, but she
looked sad. “Then I met Avery.”

He nodded, hoping she would
continue.

“And he affected me the same way you
did.”

His heart soared. He’d
never have dreamed he could be so lucky. She did have feelings for
him. That meant she could
have even deeper feelings for him. “I was so torn.
Because when you held me when we danced, I felt like everything was
right with the world. And I felt right with him, too.”

“Then there’s his bloody fortune,”
Ellis joked. “I couldn’t compete with that.”

***

Avery stood outside the parlor and
listened. He shouldn’t. But he did. He told himself he was giving
them time to talk and making sure the servants didn’t hear them by
standing watch but, in truth, he just wanted to hear what they had
to say.

“His bloody fortune made a difference
to my parents,” Olivia admitted. “But not to me.”

Ellis nodded. He was a wealthy man in
his own right. His investments were sound and his portfolio
continued to grow. But it couldn’t compare to Avery’s earnings. It
had always been a source of contention for Ellis, Avery
feared.

“I thought it had to be wrong to want
to be with you both. It was, wasn’t it?” She shushed him when he
would have answered.  “When my parents chose Avery, I let
them.”

“I understand.” Ellis tried to soothe
her. Avery leaned in the doorway and listened.

“I wouldn’t undo their choice,” Olivia
said. “And I love Avery with…” She stopped talking.

“You love him with all your heart.”
Ellis finished her thought.

She looked up at Ellis quickly,
emotion shining in her eyes. “No, I love him with half my heart,
because the rest belongs to you.”

Avery wanted to punch the air and kick
up his heels, and he watched as Ellis drew her into his arms, and
she went willingly.  Thank God. He’d never hoped this would be
so seamless. There were still some issues to work out, but they
weren’t insurmountable.

Avery left them and returned to the
archery competition, already plotting ways to make this
work.

***

Olivia toed her slippers from her feet
and tucked them beneath her skirts. Her settee in her own sitting
room was one of the only places in the entire house she could relax
and take a deep breath. There were no men lurking in the shadows
with the intent to overwhelm her senses.  No one making her
heart pound. No one making her desire things she couldn’t
have.



A scratch sounded at the door. Olivia
groaned beneath her breath and hung her head back in
defeat.   “Enter,” she called weakly.

The scratch sounded at the door again.
Certainly, the interloper could open the door without assistance.
With a grunt of disgust, she crossed to the door.  The scurry
of little feet as they ran down the hallway caught Olivia’s notice.
She placed a hand over her heart and breathed deeply.  Olivia
followed the child around the corner and ran headlong into what
must be the child’s mother, Lady Southerby.  Her given name
was Morgana if Olivia remembered correctly. Of course, with all she
had on her mind, that could be completely wrong.

“My apologies, Lady Laugherty,” the
woman sang out over a giggle. She bent down to the little girl and
whispered to her vehemently, and then thrust her into the care of
her nurse who pointed and squealed with excitement, then darted
down the corridor herself.  The little girl followed. “I’m so
sorry if she bothered you,” Lady Southerby apologized.

“She’s no bother,” Olivia admitted. A
conundrum, but not a bother.  “Where are they going, if I may
ask?”

The lady pressed her lips together as
though suppressing a giggle, but it eventually burst forth. “You’ll
be scandalized by the very thought of it. But she has lost her
pet.” She pointed a thumb down the corridor where the nurse and
child had disappeared. “They saw it go that way, though, so I
imagine they’ll have it corralled in no time.”

“The child or the pet?” Olivia
couldn’t help but ask.

“Both,” her mother admitted with a
grin.

“I’m afraid to ask what kind of pet it
is. Perhaps you can tell me over some tea?” She led the way back to
her sitting room. It wasn’t until she returned to the room that she
realized she was still out of her slippers. “My sincere apologies,”
she said as he moved to slide them back on.

“Oh, thank heavens,” Lady Southerby
said as she toed her own slippers off and let them thud against the
floor. “I feel like I have been on my feet all day.” She shot
Olivia a sly glance. “You certainly know how to keep your guests
occupied.”

“Feel free to forego any of the games
you like. I certainly am not one to judge,” Olivia said as she
gestured to the room they were in. She, of all people, should be
the last one to hide in her sitting room. “I’m a terrible hostess,”
she groaned.

“Oh, posh. You’re no such thing. We
all need a break every now and then. Particularly someone in your
situation.” She lifted her teacup to her lips and regarded Olivia
over the rim.

“My situation?” Olivia queried. “I’m
not certain what you’re referring to.”

Lady Southerby sat forward. “May I be
frank, Lady Laugherty?” 

“Olivia,” she corrected. “And I’d
expect no less.”

“They’re waging a war against your
sensibilities. The two of them.” She sat back against the high
backed chair and regarded Olivia stoically.

Heat crept up Olivia’s neck. “I beg
your pardon?” she croaked out.  Someone had noticed? Someone
was aware of her situation? Of her husband’s odd desire to share
her with his best friend? Of her very real feelings for said best
friend?

“There is no pleasure quite as great
as what they propose to offer you. But only if you wish it. And you
must wish it for yourself. You cannot want it for them, because
they want it. You have to want it in your heart and in your soul or
you will regret it. And regret makes for a nasty bedfellow.” She
winked at Olivia. “I’m certain you’d prefer your bedfellows to be a
little more pleasurable.”

Olivia’s voice only cracked a little
when she replied, “Does everyone know?” She’d have to send them all
home. Every last one of them. Even Ellis. If anyone found out about
it, they’d all be ruined. They would become
unrespectable.

“I know because I
know them,” Lady
Southerby admitted. 

Olivia choked on her tea.

Lady Southerby just looked at her
quietly as she found her breath. “You know them?” Olivia finally
found enough wits to ask.

“Not them specifically, Olivia. But I
know men like them.” She didn’t flush or blush or stammer at all as
she continued. “My own husband is like them. As is his best
friend.”

“And you…?” Olivia couldn’t even voice
it.

Lady Southerby shrugged. “I love them
both. I admit it freely. In closed circles, of course, in places
where I feel safe.  I’m safe with you, aren’t I,
Olivia?”

“Absolutely,” Olivia blurted out.
She’d never breathe a word of it.

“I remember when my husband brought up
the idea. My upbringing made me fight it with all that I am and all
that I have. But, in the end, I couldn’t keep rejecting the love
they both offered so freely.” She shrugged, a smile upon her face.
“I am proud to have two men in my life who love me and will take
care of me, no matter what. I will always be safe, as will our
children.”

Olivia thought back to the little girl
who’d streaked down the hallway. “Who is her father?”

“They both are.”

Olivia must have looked as dumbfounded
as she felt. “I have overstepped my bounds,” Lady Southerby said as
she leaned forward and placed a hand on Olivia’s knee.  “And
you have much to think about, so I’ll leave you to it.”

A scream sounded from the corridor.
“It appears as though they’ve found my daughter’s ferret,” she said
with a laugh. Then she slid her feet back into her slippers and
ducked out the door as quickly as she’d arrived.

Olivia raised her hand to her mouth
and nibbled her fingernails. Lady Southerby had two lovers. And
wasn’t ashamed to discuss it. A most delicious shiver crept up
Olivia’s spine.


Four

Olivia reclined in Avery’s arms, his
rock hard shaft against her naked back.  He’d been hard most
of the evening, even before they’d left the revelers downstairs.
Even before he’d started to whisper in her ear about the gothic
novel he’d picked out for her pleasure. He fluffed the bedclothes
around them and reached to the bedside table to retrieve the book.
“Read to me,” he said as he poured her another glass of wine. She
was a bit foxed. But not completely.

“Now?” She couldn’t keep the pout from
her voice if she tried. She’d been on the edge of her seat the
entire day, her undergarments soaked with desire more often than
not. She simply could not get enough of him, not since he and Ellis
had began their sensual assault.

“Don’t be so impatient,” he teased as
he tweaked her nose. “Read,” he prompted, with a nudge of his
knees.

Olivia grunted with displeasure but
she opened the book and began to read.  The gothic tales that
Avery bought for her were romantic and touching and usually had a
sensual feel to them. They were perfectly sinful, a delightful
pleasure that she shared with Avery. Or read on her own. He didn’t
seem to mind if she read about lusty women and gentleman rakes,
even when she wasn’t sharing the experience with him. In fact, he
encouraged it.

Within moments, she was so swept into
the pages that she nearly jumped when a knock sounded at the door
that attached her suite of rooms to Avery’s. Avery called out,
“Come.”

Olivia squealed and dove quickly
beneath the covers as the door opened.  “Avery!” she hissed at
him. “I’m naked.”

Avery popped his head beneath the
covers quickly and grinned unrepentantly at her. “I am well aware
of that, Olivia,” he said, his voice heavy with desire all of a
sudden as he appraised her body slowly with the small bit of light
that filtered around the edge of the blanket. Then he pulled his
head back and addressed Ellis. “Did you need something?”

Olivia could very nearly hear the
teasing sound of his voice. He was enjoying this. She’d give him
something to enjoy. Olivia wrapped her hand slowly, finger by
finger, around his still-raging cock, knowing full well that it
would get his attention as her offended shriek had failed to do. He
sucked in a breath and she gloated from her position of
power.

“If I came at a bad time,” Ellis
hedged. Something changed in his voice, but it wasn’t laughter as
she’d expected. It was heat. His voice was very-nearly gravely as
he continued. “If you’re indisposed, I can come back later. But I
stole down to the kitchen to see if there was anything to pilfer,
and I found some of that wonderful raspberry cream that was left
from dinner.” She heard the clank of a tray as he sat it down. “I
thought I’d see if you wanted some. But I can see that you’re
busy.”

“I’m not busy,” Avery said quickly.
“Bring that over here.” 

How dare he?
She was naked in his arms, had been reading an
erotic novel to him aloud, and he’d been hard for hours. Yet he
wanted to eat? To
continue as though nothing was happening while she was, in fact,
mortified about the entire situation.  His best friend was in
the room and she was completely unclothed, for God’s sake. Oh, he
would pay.

Olivia bent closer to his cock and
placed a small kiss against the head, still holding him tightly
within her grasp. His hips shifted and rose to bring him closer to
her mouth. He groaned. “That is the best I’ve ever had.” Was he
talking about her actions, or the raspberry cream? Blast and damn
him. Olivia closed her eyes and took the head of him into her mouth
and sucked lightly as she flicked her tongue against the slit. The
salty taste of him reached her tongue. The clank of silverware
reached her ears. He was still eating? And Ellis was still in the
room?

“You had better save that one for
Olivia,” Ellis warned. “You know how she loves her
sweets.”

***

It was all Avery could do to maintain
his nonchalant air as Olivia ran her tongue across the head of his
cock. She stayed absolutely still as she did it, so as not to draw
attention to her actions, but if the look on Ellis’ face was any
indication, he knew full well what she was up to, the naughty
little tease.

Avery patted her shoulder from outside
the blankets. “Olivia, did you want to come out of there and have
some dessert? Or do you plan to stay down there all night? It’s
fine with me if you decide to do that all the night through. I’ll
just enjoy your treat.” He grinned evilly at Ellis who shook his
head and grinned. He knew his wife so well.

Her tongue stopped its slow stroke
across his cock. “What kind is it?” she asked, still gripping him
hard within her fist. He nearly winced at the pleasure of
it.

“Berry,” Ellis supplied quickly. “I
believe it’s your favorite.”

“It is,” a small voice chirped. She
was obviously warring with herself about whether or not she should
vacate the bedclothes and pop her head out long enough to eat. “I’m
not coming out until Ellis is gone.”

“Oh, come now, love,” Ellis said
smoothly. “You’re all covered by the blanket. And I’m well aware of
what you’re doing down there. So, you popping your head out long
enough to smile at me and thank me for the sweet will not be nearly
as shocking as you down there tormenting Avery. The poor man is
about to lose his mind, by the way.”

Avery was. He most certainly
was.

Olivia flipped the edge of the blanket
down quickly and blew a lock of hair from her eyes with a sigh. She
narrowed her eyes at Avery to let him know he would pay for this
scenario later. She held out one hand. “May I have it, please?” she
asked nicely.

But Avery could tell she was
discomfited by the situation. And he loved it. “No,” he said
quickly. “Sit up like a good girl and he’ll give you the treat.” He
patted her bottom from outside the coverlet.

“You act like I’m a hound you’re
training, Avery,” she grunted. But he could tell she wasn’t angry.
She sat up and tucked the coverlet beneath her arms, so that her
bare shoulders showed and nothing else. That was a step. A small
one. But still a step. She’d never been one to back down from a
challenge. And she was taking this one up with poise. Aside from
the fact that she was naked, of course.

Ellis passed the dish to her and
leaned down at the last moment to kiss her cheek. Instead of
flinching as she could have done, she sat back against Avery’s
chest with the bowl in her hands and lifted a healthy spoonful to
her lips. She closed her eyes and moaned as she swallowed. Avery
hadn’t thought it possible, but he grew even harder.

As she raised the next spoonful to her
lips, he purposefully jostled her arm and a dollop of it fell on
her chest, just above where the blanket was tucked so demurely. She
grunted out what could have been a curse and motioned for Ellis to
get a cloth napkin from the tray and pass it to her. Instead, Ellis
caught her outstretched hand and held it to the side, staring down
at the pudding that lay against her fair skin and said, “No
worries. I’ll take care of it.” Then he bent his head and very
slowly lapped at the gooey blob with the tip of his
tongue.

Avery had never seen anything more
stunning. Olivia had stopped breathing, though, as he licked across
her skin, perhaps lingering a little too long once the treat was
gone. “Oh, my,” Olivia finally exhaled.

“Oh, my, indeed,” Ellis said slowly as
he raised his head, his lips a mere inches from Olivia’s. “You are
delicious, sweetheart.” He leaned closer, his mouth a mere breath
from hers and lingered. He wouldn’t go the last inch. Avery was
certain of it. Ellis would wait for her to come to him.

Then she did, and every bone in
Avery’s body wanted to sing with happiness. His lovely wife opened
her mouth at Ellis’ gentle coaxing. Avery’s cock strained against
Olivia’s bottom as her tongue tentatively touched his best
friend’s.  He could see the touch and retreat through the
corner of their mouths, and he had to bite his tongue to keep from
making noise. But noise right now simply would not do.

Avery tugged Olivia’s hips so that she
fit snugly in the vee between his thighs and could lean forward of
her own volition. He took the pudding cup from her just before she
dropped it. Then she raised that dainty little hand to stroke the
side of Ellis’ face. Avery would come beneath the coverlet any
moment, he was that aroused. He forced himself to calm, taking deep
breaths.

Ellis sucked at Olivia’s lower lip
until she whimpered. Then he finally sat down in front of them and
put a hand at the back of her neck, looking into her eyes. “You are
the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he admitted.

Olivia struggled to open her eyes.
When she did, she immediately called out for her husband. “Avery?”
she asked quietly.

“Yes, love?” he replied.

“I think I just kissed your best
friend.”

Avery forced himself not to chuckle.
“Yes, I believe you did.”

“And you’re not angry at me?” She
turned her head to look at him, her dark eyes shimmering with
lust.

“That was the most beautiful thing
I’ve ever seen,” Avery told her. “How could I be angry?” He put his
hands at her waist and caressed her lightly beneath the blanket.
Then he cupped her breasts within his hands and kicked the coverlet
away.

Both Olivia and Ellis looked down at
the same time to see the Avery’s sun-kissed fingers holding those
fleshy orbs, so at odds with her fair coloring.

“That is the most beautiful thing I
have ever seen,” Ellis breathed as he bent his head toward her
breast.

***

Avery did exactly what he’d
expected. He lifted her breast to him, and Ellis took a moment to
appraise the hard, pink nipple. It was as big as his thumb, just as
he’d thought, and was framed by a lovely rosy-pink circle. He took
it gently into his mouth and tugged lightly at it with his lips.
She arched her back to bring it closer to him. Yes, Olivia, show me you want it.

Ellis replaced both of Avery’s hands
with his own as he drew lightly on her nipple. Her hands sunk into
his hair, delicately abrading his scalp with her fingernails. He
looked up into her eyes, which smoldered with heat. “If you tell me
you don’t want this, I’ll leave,” he said softly, and then he
dipped his head again and drew on the other peak. Her mouth fell
open as a gasp left her lips. “Tell me, Olivia,” he
urged.

“I want it,” she cried out, as he
tugged a little harder.

“Then you shall have it,” he
promised.

Avery’s hands traveled across her
body, up her arms, over her belly, down her back and up again,
stroking her the whole time Ellis worshiped her breasts. Goosebumps
lifted on her skin. Ellis took her hips in his hands and tugged her
lower in the bed. Then spread her knees so he could lie between
them. She slowly gave him the space. “Say no, and I’ll leave,” he
reminded her as he gently nuzzled the inside of her
thigh.

She very quickly shook her
head.  He held back his chuckle. She was allowing her senses
to overwhelm her proprieties. Thank
God.

She turned her head to look back at
Avery as Ellis kissed his way down her stomach.

“I’m right here, love,” he heard Avery
confirm as his hands came back to cup his wife’s breasts again, his
long fingers rolling her nipples slowly. “I’m just going to occupy
myself with these perfect nipples,” he assured her. “And I’m
watching you.”

She squirmed as Ellis settled between
her thighs. He was still fully dressed.  Tonight was for her.
Not for him. Or them. He rocked his cock once against the
mattress.  He’d been hard ever since he’d arrived at his
cousin’s estate.

Her fingernails scraped in his hair
again as he spread her folds and gazed down at her. She lifted her
hips toward his eager mouth, her pretty little curls shining with
the dew of her desire.  He licked once across the length of
her folds. She laid her head back against Avery’s leg, her mouth
open as she watched his head dip and rise with each lick. She
squirmed her little bottom until he held her still.

“Do you need something, Olivia?” Ellis
asked, barely able to get the words out.

She nodded frantically. “Yes,” she
cried as he slid one finger inside her. Her walls were slick with
moisture, her tunnel hot as fire against his finger. He inserted a
second finger and she pressed herself down on his hand.

“Tell me what you need?” he
asked.

“I need to come,” she said softly,
almost as though her voice would break from the strain.

If she needed to come, he would see to
it post-haste.  He found her clit hidden in the folds at the
top of her heat and licked across it hard with the tip of his
tongue. Tiny little pants left her mouth as her channel squeezed
around his fingers. What he wouldn’t give to have his cock inside
her. He rocked against the bed-clothes again. He drew the little
nub between his lips and sucked it lightly, allowing his tongue to
slide over it in time with each draw against her flesh. Her legs
began to quiver beside him as she closed her eyes and lifted to
meet the thrusts of his tongue. He gave no quarter, tugging at her
flesh with a single-minded purpose.

Then she broke. Wave after wave of
sensation crashed over her as her hips thrust against his hand. He
held tightly to her clit, continuing to stroke it with his tongue
as she quivered and fluttered around his fingers. She cried out,
the sound breathy and strong as she pushed against him, riding out
the feeling as long as she could.  When her body began to
quiet, he slowed his motions, allowing her return to earth in one
languid fall. She groaned loudly and laid her arm over her eyes as
he pulled his fingers from inside her.

Ellis crawled up her body until he
could look at her face. If he saw regret in her eyes, he’d never
forgive himself. But when she uncovered her face and looked at him,
she simply smiled a sinful smile and said, “Thank you for the
raspberry cream, Ellis.” He laughed and kissed her. He kissed her
hard. And she kissed him back. He was raging inside his trousers,
his cock painful. He knew he’d never be able to stand up straight
and walk from the room, he needed to come so bad.

This wasn’t the time for her to take
him inside her. He was still earning her trust. So, he simply moved
to the side and sat beside her, lifted a hand to stroke her hair as
Avery shifted from beneath her and rolled to lie between her legs.
He entered her in one solid stroke that pushed her higher in the
bed. She cried out, raising her legs to wrap around his waist.
Ellis made a move to scoot away, to give them this time, but she
reached for the fall of his trousers, instead.

She couldn’t even speak as Avery
stroked her higher and higher, and she had to raise her arms to
hold on to him, his strokes were so strong. So, Ellis took himself
in hand and stroked in time to their movements, each second wishing
it was he who was inside her.

He was close. So close. His balls
tightened with the need to spill.  That’s when she finally
cried out as Avery told her low and quiet in her ear that he was
coming inside her, coming so hard for her. Then he grunted and
spent himself inside her. And Ellis came in his hand. She cried out
again and again as Avery wrung every last bit of orgasm from her.
Then she lay motionless beneath him. Avery pulled out of her and
flopped heavily onto his side next to her, his arms snaking around
her waist. Ellis crossed to the wash stand and washed his hands.
Then moved to go through the door that connected the two suites. He
wasn’t certain what to do with himself at that point.

“Ellis,” she called out, her voice
sated and raspy with desire.  “Don’t go.”

He turned back to them and crossed to
look down at her, wiping her sweaty brow with the tips of his
fingers. “Did you need something?” he asked softly. A piece of him
was physically hurting at the thought of having to leave
her.

But then she mumbled in a sleepy
little voice, “Stay.” She reached for his hand and locked her
fingers in his, then gently tugged him toward her. Ellis looked at
Avery who inclined his head and smiled slowly. Ellis lay down
beside her and dropped his arm around her waist, just below
Avery’s. “You two do good work,” she said, a grin splitting her
lips. Then she settled and, within seconds, she was asleep, her
mouth hanging open slightly, beautiful in after-intercourse
splendor.


Five

Olivia blinked hard at the light that
filtered through the drapes and groaned loudly, reaching for Avery
beside her. Instead, she found an empty space.  She sat up on
her elbows to look around, and was startled to find Ellis on the
opposite side of where Avery usually slept. He lay on his side,
fully clothed, but rumpled in a way that can only be achieved by
sleeping in one’s evening attire. His head rested in his palm, his
elbow extended to allow him to lie flat.

“Good morning,” he said, his voice
rough from sleep as he gazed down at her, his eyes sweeping down
her body, which was only covered by a thin counterpane. Oh,
dear.

Memories of the night before crashed
over her like waves lash at the shore.  She closed her eyes
tightly and squeaked out, “Good morning.”

He chuckled lightly.

“Where’s Avery?” she asked, more
discomfited by Ellis’ slow perusal than she’d ever been by
anything.

“He said he needed to attend to your
houseguests. He mumbled something about needing to be present at
breakfast as he got dressed, since you were still in
bed.”

“He’s not his best in the mornings,”
Olivia admitted.

“Never has been,” Ellis
agreed.

Olivia fidgeted with the covers a bit,
very unsure of what should happen next.

“Do you regret last night, Olivia?”
Ellis asked, his voice as dark as his eyes as he watched her face
closely, his eyes darting from her nose to her mouth and back up to
her eyes.

“Umm,” she hedged. Did she? She didn’t
think so, but she was quite uncertain of what happened
now.

“Do you remember last night, Olivia?” he
asked, his voice a little stronger.

“Of course, I remember it,” she
protested. She remembered everything. She remembered the way he
drew her nipple between his lips. The way he’d spread her thighs
and slipped between them. The way he’d made her come harder than
she’d ever come in her life using nothing more than his mouth and
hands.  He and Avery together, of course. But, most of all,
she remembered the way she’d felt when he had his arms around her.
How he’d looked into her eyes and seen only her. How she felt at
home with him. Yes, she most certainly remembered it.

“You’d had a little wine,” he
continued, as he wrapped a lock of her hair around his finger and
tugged it gently. “Or a lot of wine. I’m not certain
which.”

She gritted her teeth and bore his
scrutiny. But then she said it. She admitted it. She didn’t decline
knowledge of it, although she could have blamed it on the wine. Or
the moment. Or any number of other things. “I remember it,” she
said, turning her head to look directly at him. The depth of his
gaze startled her. He was tremendously serious, more so than she’d
ever seen him. She reached up to brush a lock of hair from his
forehead, which she’d wanted to do since his arrival at their
estate. He smiled and captured her hand in his, then brought it to
his lips. “No regrets,” she whispered to him.

“Oh, thank God,” he groaned aloud,
relaxing beside her, finally. “I was worried you’d wake and wonder
why you were naked in bed with me and not remember a damn
thing.”

She nibbled on the end of her finger
and grinned at him. “I could do that. And then we could recreate
last night all over again.”

He chuckled. “There’s a brave lass.”
It was a half-handed compliment, but a compliment
none-the-less.

She turned on her side to face him.
“What happens now?” she asked. “How long will you be
staying?”

***

Ellis couldn’t breathe there for a
moment. How long would he be staying? She thought this was an
experience. A way to pass the time at her house party. Which was in
direct opposition to what he wanted. He wanted a
lifetime.

“How long do you want me to stay?” he
asked quickly, holding his breath as he waited for her
answer.

“The house-party will be over on
Friday,” she reminded him. He winced inwardly.

“I guess I’ll leave on Friday, then,”
he said as he sat up and swung his legs out of bed.

“Ellis,” she called out, then waited
for him to turn around. “I need to tell you something.”

“Yes, Olivia,” he replied.

Her eyebrows drew together at his
tone.

“I’m not certain I can do the…” She
hesitated, as though looking for a word. “I mean, last night was
wonderful and I’m glad we got a chance to talk yesterday so I could
tell you how I feel, but marriage is between a husband and a wife.”
She tilted her head at him, looking confused at her own words.
“Isn’t it?”

He nodded absently. Each word she said
was like a knife to his heart. “It’s between a husband and a wife.”
He leaned over and kissed her forehead.

Her shoulders slumped. “So,” she
continued, still looking uncomfortable. “Because of that, I think
last night is about as far as I can go. I can’t finish
it.”

“Finish it?” Let her squirm. She
deserved it.

“Do… it… with you.”

“I understand, Olivia,” he said
crisply as he stood up and moved to the door that joined the two
chambers and stepped through, closing it solidly behind
him.

***

Avery hummed a little tune as he took
the stairs two at a time. He’d suffered through breakfast with
eighteen people he cared very little for while Ellis and Olivia
snuggled, and did God knows what else, in their bed upstairs. When
he’d left them, Ellis had her tucked close to him, his arms wrapped
around her. And Olivia looked like she belonged there. Nothing
could have made him happier.

He blasted through the bedroom door
and stopped short. Ellis was gone. And Olivia sat there in the
center of the bed, with tears rolling down her face. “What is it?”
he asked as he climbed onto the bed and pulled her into his arms.
“Where is Ellis?”

She pointed to the adjoining door and
sniffled. “In there.”

“Oh.” Why in the world would Ellis
have left her alone in this state? Unless they’d had a row. “What
happened?”

“I woke up,” she cried out.

“Olivia, calm down,” he urged. He
hated to see her cry.

“I’m just a big old watering pot,” she
cried. “We just had to talk about last night.”

“You talked about what happened last
night?” He hadn’t expected that to happen. Not with him out of the
room. “What did you discuss?”

“He’s leaving on Friday. Friday when
everyone else leaves, he’ll be packing his things and
leaving.”

He was? Avery had no idea. Why would
he do something so idiotic? Right when Olivia was beginning to
trust him? “I thought he would be staying on for a bit.” In fact,
Avery was going out of town the next week, and had hoped Ellis
could entertain Olivia while he was gone. It would give them some
time to kindle their relationship as well.

“He’s not.” She sniffed.

“I’ll talk to him, love,” he said,
stroking her hair. “Maybe you misunderstood.” He sighed heavily.
“I’d expected to come into the room and find him making love to
you, honestly. Not to find you here crying your eyes
out.”

She sniffed again. “I wouldn’t do that
to you, Avery.”

Now he was confused. “Do
what?”

“Have relations with Ellis. I would
never do that to you. You can trust me to be faithful.”

He caught her face in his hands and
tipped it up so he could look into the hazel depths.  “You can
be faithful and still sleep with Ellis, love,” he said slowly,
watching her face as he spoke.

She sat back a little to look at him
firmly. “No. We’re married. I would never do that.  Last night
was different because you were there, and I didn’t let him… you
know.”

“No, I don’t know. Please explain it.”
He realized how clipped his tone was and pressed himself to lighten
it.

“We didn’t complete the act.” She
blushed furiously.

“And you and Ellis, you discussed
this?” he asked. The details were all sliding into place, like
tumblers in a lock.

She nodded as she wiped her nose on a
corner of the counterpane. He should have offered her a
handkerchief. But he was simply too stunned.

“Olivia, do you think I would be
jealous if Ellis made love to you? Or if you made love to him?” He
watched her closely.

“You would be furious, wouldn’t you?”
She looked perplexed.

“Love, I would be delighted,” he said
with a chuckle.

“How could that be?” she questioned.
“I would have to forsake our vows.”

He laughed low, because he couldn’t
prevent it. She didn’t understand at all. “And you’d make new vows
with me and Ellis, together.”

“There’s no ceremony for that,” she
reasoned.

“Tell that to the houseguests we have
in residence right now.”

“Beg your pardon?”

“Liv, the people who are here this
weekend are all people who share the same lifestyle as we do. Or
that I’d hoped we would.”

“Lifestyle?”

“They’re in committed relationships,
the three of them. They have been, for most of them, for years and
years. And they make it work.”

“I am so confused, Avery,” she said as
she gave up and flopped against the pillows.

“They are people we know, from before
I met you. Ellis knows them all.”

“Intimately?” she asked, her pert
little nose scrunching up.

“No, you silly widgeon. They’re
intimate within their own circle. And they’re committed to one
another. Take the Duke and Duchess of Belgarden for example. 
They’re traveling with Lady Charlotte. And they all have relations
together.” Avery didn’t even want to visualize that, but if it
helped prove his point... “And Lord and Lady Southerby. They have
Mr.  Derwise with them. They have children
together.”

“She doesn’t know who the father is.
She told me yesterday.”

“They both are,” he informed her then
sat back to wait for her face to scrunch up.

“And that’s all right with them?” She
patted his leg as though the idea excited her. Her voice grew
husky. “You’d like for Ellis to possibly get me with
child?”

He shrugged. “It wouldn’t bother me.
The children would be mine in name. But all of ours in
heart.”

“I see…” she said slowly.  “So,
all along, you and Ellis set out to,” she stopped to lift her hand
so she could begin ticking items off on her fingers, “One –
overwhelm me with your seduction techniques. Two – invite other
couples who share similar lifestyles so I can see how it works for
them, and Three – you tricked me!” She cried out the last and
smacked his arm.

“You needn’t do me bodily harm,
Olivia,” he laughed. Then he forced himself to sober. “If I didn’t
think you could love Ellis, and I felt like a part of you already
did, I never would have invited him here, or any of the rest of
them, for that matter.”

“Why don’t you become proprietary as
most husbands would when it comes to sharing me?”

He mulled it over. “I don’t
know.”

“If it wasn’t Ellis, would it be
someone else?” she asked directly.

“God, no,” he assured her. “Ellis is
the only one I’d ever trust with your health and happiness. I
expect you to love him. And for him to love you.” He glanced at the
closed door.  “Did he say where he was going, by the
way?”

“No. Not a word.” But now she felt
ridiculous for the things she’d said to him. She’d thought she was
being faithful, but, in truth, she was hurting Ellis.

“I’ll go and find him. You get
dressed. There are some wounds that need to be tended.”


Six

Olivia nervously nibbled on her
fingernail as she glanced toward the door of the ballroom. Her gaze
had been riveted there most of the night, as she waited for Ellis
to appear. Avery caught her gaze from across the room and shrugged
his shoulders.  She’d been certain he’d attend their small,
slightly informal ball since it was the last official night of the
house party.

Olivia surveyed the room with new
eyes.  She could now see the level of care each of the
threesomes paid to one another. Lord and Lady Southerby danced
together, love shining in their eyes. Then the set ended, and Mr.
Derwise approached to take her hand. Lord Southerby kissed her hand
and passed her off to the gentleman, who drew her into his arms.
She went there as though she belonged to him, because she
did.

A voice at her elbow drew her
attention. “Lady Laugherty,” Viscount Sherwood said as he inclined
his head.  “A dance?” He held out his hand.

Olivia fanned herself and placed her
hand in his. But then over his shoulder, she heard Ellis’ voice.
“The lady has already been claimed, Sherwood,” he said quickly as
he snatched her hand away and gave her a gentle tug. He arched one
brow at her in question. Olivia smiled at him and let him lead her
into a waltz.

“I have missed you,” Olivia said
quietly, relishing the warmth of his hand around hers. “Where have
you been?” She had barely seen him for two days.

“Here and there,” he said blandly,
avoiding her gaze.  But his grip on her hand had tightened
almost imperceptibly when she’d said she missed him.

“Guess what I spent the last few days
doing?” she asked, trying to adopt a teasing tone but failing
miserably, she was afraid.

“I have no idea,” he said, his voice
lacking its usually emotion. “But I assume you feel hell bent about
telling me?”

Oh, that didn’t sound very nice. But
she assumed she deserved it. “I spent the last few days talking
with the good people who attended my house party, finding out a
little more about how they live their lives.”

“Degenerates, the lot of them,” he
drawled, still avoiding her gaze.

She swatted at his arm. “Oh, they are
not. I just had no idea how they lived. Of course, it makes more
sense to me now. They share everything. Sometimes Lady Pershing
makes love to Lord Pershing. And sometimes she makes love to Mr.
Jesseman. And sometimes the three of them make love together. They
have six children, you know.”

“Deplorable living situation, there,”
he said, his mood still sour. “I feel certain you’ll be happy when
they’ve all gone home.”

“On the contrary,” she
started. “I rather enjoy having them here. They make it work. And
it makes me happy to see that it can
work.”

“Jolly good for you,” he
remarked.

“They never get jealous, which is
amazing to me,” she breathed out on a sigh and then watched his
reaction.

“It comes as naturally to them as
breathing. The sharing.” He said it begrudgingly. But at least it
was an unprovoked comment.

“I’m beginning to
understand that. But if you were mine, I would never,
ever share you.” She said
it clearly and plainly. He tripped over his toe, but quickly
righted the two of them.

“I would never be unfaithful,” he
whispered. Then he finally looked at her. Really looked at
her.

“Would you want children with me?
Little girls with big brown eyes like yours? I might get really
fat.” For some reason she felt the most absurd need to
cry.

“If you did, I would kiss every last
wrinkle and worship every pudgy part of your body.” His breath was
quickening.

Olivia took a deep breath. The music
would end any moment, and then she would lose her chance. 
“When you get old, I’ll point out that your spectacles are perched
on your head when you misplace them.”

“And I’ll bounce our grandchildren on
my knee. We’ll have to have lots of children, so there will be
enough grandchildren for me and Avery not to fight over who gets to
hold them.” A smile finally broke across his face.

The music ended and he drew her to a
stop. She reached up to brush that wayward lock of hair from his
forehead. “I love you, you know.”

He squeezed his eyes tightly shut as
though he’d never look at her again. So, she leaned closer to him
and said quietly, “Will you make love to me now?”

He moved so fast she let out a squeal
as he swept her up in his arms.

“Put me down, Ellis,” she
cried.

“Not a chance, Olivia,” he growled as
he glanced across the room. She followed his line of sight and saw
Avery nod to him, grinning widely. Within seconds, he was striding
through the room with her in his arms. He jostled her lightly as he
took the stairs two at a time. She couldn’t keep from giggling as
he dashed by a startled maid who slunk back against the wall with a
gasp. “What must she be thinking?” Olivia mused.

“I don’t give a damn. The servants
will have to get used to it, since I plan to accost you at all
hours of the day and night. I refuse to hide in my own
home.”

His home? She liked that. His home.
Her home. Avery’s home. Their home.

He thrust the bedchamber door open and
dropped her to her feet in a swoosh of her skirts. He immediately
began to yank at his neckcloth and tugged his jacket from his
shoulders. “Pardon my haste, Olivia, but I have waited a lifetime
for you. And I find myself unable to wait for one more
moment.”

She stood back and watched as he
disrobed. When he was completely naked, his cock jutting out in
front of him, his body hard as granite, he approached her. “I’d
hoped you’d be out of these by now,” he said as he spun her around
to work the fastenings of her gown. His hands shook as he moved
down her back. 

He shoved her gown to her hips and
then over them.  “Step out,” he commanded gently. Then he
tossed the gown into a heap at the foot of the bed.  He tugged
her chemise over her head, yanked her drawers down and then stared
at her naked body.

“God, I love you,” he said as he took
her face in his hands and kissed her.

***

Her lips were soft and pliant beneath
his. She tasted like wine and sin. He rubbed his tongue against
hers, delighting when she nipped at him, her hands coming up to
rest on his shoulders. “You forgot my stockings,” she mumbled
against his mouth between kisses.

“No, I didn’t,” he grunted. He
probably sounded like an untried lad; he was that lacking in
finesse.  “I like them.”

She gasped as he grabbed her bottom
and lifted her, making her wrap her legs around his waist. 
She clung to him as he crossed to the bed and laid her down. “I’m
afraid I can’t go slowly,” he admitted. “I’ve waited too long for
you.”

“Don’t go slow,” she whispered against
his ear as he bent his head to kiss his way down her chest to take
one tight pink peak into his mouth. She gasped as he drew on
it.

“I’m sorry, love. Did I hurt you?”
He’d die before he hurt her.

“Do it harder,” she urged, a small
smile lingering about her lips.

She arched her back, bringing her
breasts closer to him where he hovered above her and he obliged,
working at the pert peaks until they were rosy-red. She blossomed
beneath him like the most beautiful flower. 

One thigh slid between her soft legs,
parting them so he could lie between them. He felt like he was
coming home. Like he was where he belonged for the very first time
in his life. He was made to be with her. He pressed at her
center.

She gasped lightly as he teased her
with his cock, rubbing it in her wetness and then up to bump her
clit. Her neck arched with pleasure.  “Please,” she begged,
her voice broken and harsh. “Please, Ellis,” she cried. “Please
love me.”

“That is not in question,” he grunted
back at her pleading. Then he allowed the head of his cock to slip
inside her. So tight. So hot. So welcoming. He wanted to thrust
inside her and spill himself in one movement. But he forced himself
to slow his pace.  He pressed into her another inch, and
retreated. She raised her legs to wrap around his waist, and tugged
with her heels to draw him into her. “Don’t be so impatient,” he
teased. “I’ll get there.”

Then he did. He surged into her in one
hard stroke. She broke apart immediately, her walls milking him as
she came around his cock.  Her breathy little pants as her
walls contracted around him very nearly sent him over with her. But
he forced himself to slow down. He pulled out, and surged back
in.

“Who’d have thought you’d come so
quickly, Olivia,” he teased as he bent his head to tug her nipple
gently with his lips, slowly stroking within her.

“I’ve waited for you my whole life,”
she said as she searched for his lips to kiss him softly. “That’s
forever.”

“No,” he clarified.  “This is
forever.” Then he rolled her so that she was on top of him. He
brushed the hair from her temples, holding her hair firmly in hand
as she lay above him. “Tell me you love me,” he
prompted.

“I love you,” she whispered back as
she nipped at his lower lip.  Then she sat up and balanced
herself with her hands flat on his chest, as she slid down on
him.  Her way was slickened with desire, and he felt her very
essence drip over him as she took him inside.

The door clicked as it opened and
Olivia’s head snapped around.

***

His wife met him with a silky little
smile, filled with sin and explanation. Avery coughed into his
hand. “I trust you’ve worked things out nicely between the two of
you,” he said drolly as he closed the door behind him and
approached the bed.

Ellis looked quite content as put his
hands behind his head and smiled up at Avery. “I think we worked it
all out.” His friend’s mouth fell open in pleasure as Olivia slid
up his cock and back down, rocking on her hands. “Quite nicely,” he
growled as he reached up to take Olivia’s breasts in his
hands.

Olivia threw Avery the hottest glance
he’d ever seen as she said, “It appears as though I’m in love with
your cousin, dear,” she said, her voice breathy as she rode Ellis’
cock from tip to bottom.

“Rumor has it he’s in love with you,
too,” Avery said, and watched for their reaction.

“So, I’ve heard. I think he’s a bit
addled at the moment, so I’ll ask him again later if he truly loves
me.”

“My mind won’t change, sweetheart,”
Ellis gritted out. He took Olivia’s hips in his hands and held her
still. “A moment, love, or I’ll come.”

She stilled, but did so with a
perturbed look on her face. “If you do, we’ll just have to do it
again.”

“And again,” Avery finished. “Until
you get it right.”

Olivia raised one finger and crooked
it at him. “Come here, Avery.”

He walked slowly across the room until
she could reach for him. She grabbed the lapel of his jacket and
pulled him close, touching her lips to his. “Will you join us?” she
breathed as Ellis moved below her, making her gasp and close her
eyes for a moment.

“Oh, so I am to be invited, am I?” he
teased.

“Always,” she assured him.

Avery began to tug his clothes off,
piece by frantic piece. They landed in disarray across the floor
and the furniture. 

“Anxious?” Ellis teased, his hand back
beneath his head as Olivia began to move on him again.

“Anxious does not begin to describe
it. Tell me what I missed.” He moved in behind Olivia and ran his
hands over her back and shoulders, bending to taste her neck. She
moved up and down on Ellis as he caressed her, panting softly with
each of his thrusts.

“I made love to your wife,” Ellis
said. And at the same time, Olivia said, “I made love to your best
friend.”

Avery chuckled. “We’ll work out the
semantics later.” He watched from behind as Olivia shuttled up and
down on Ellis’ cock, her juices dampening him, making him shiny.
“God, that’s beautiful,” he grunted.

“Can you make love to me, too, Avery?”
Olivia asked, biting her lower lip as she stilled on Ellis. “Like
that fantasy you described for me?”

“You want me to…?” He let the last
trail off.

She nodded shyly. “Just like you
described to me.”

“Oh,” he grunted. He’d thought they’d
have weeks to prepare her for this. To prepare himself for
this.

From below them, Ellis said, “Someone
had better make up their damn mind, because I cannot hold off much
longer.”

“And I thought you had better
control,” Avery shot back.

Olivia laughed.

Ellis grunted.

Avery was already hard, his cock
straining to reach her. He opened a drawer and pulled out a bottle
of oil and dripped it on the head of his cock.

“Are you certain, Olivia?” he asked
against her neck, as he rested on his knees between Ellis’ spread
thighs, his cock hard in his hand.

“I’m certain,” she nodded.

“Rub her clit, Ellis, while I get in
there,” he grunted. He probably sounded like a Neanderthal. But he
was beyond excited. Finally, they would complete the circle.
Olivia’s thighs opened wider as Ellis touched her and her head fell
back as she gasped.

Avery placed the head of his cock at
that tight little ring and pushed slowly. “I’m sliding into your
ass, Olivia,” he said, knowing she liked it when he talked to her
during sex. “While Ellis strokes that hard little clit and you ride
his great big cock.” He met resistance and pushed a little harder,
afraid he would hurt her.

Olivia cried out. “More!”

“More?” he said with wonder. She was
absolutely delightful. He shoved past the outer rings that made her
ass so tight and pushed his way inside. She was hot and slippery
and so tight. “I’m there,” he told her.

“Please,” she cried.

Avery pushed, lifting her up on Ellis’
cock, which he could feel moving beyond the thin walls that
separated them.  Then he let her fall back down. Ellis rubbed
frantically at her clit as she spiraled out of control. She called
out again and again and again, her noises drowning out the sound of
his own talking, until he finally just stopped talking and listened
to the sounds of her rapture.

“I’m going to come,” Olivia said, her
legs opening wide, her ass squeezing him tightly.

“Come, Olivia,” he whispered in her
ear as he tunneled into her tight little ass.  Then she broke.
A keening wail broke the night as she shuddered around them. 
Ellis emptied inside her, as Avery spilled himself in her ass. He
pushed inside her until she’d stopped crying out, when he’d grown
soft.  She fell across Ellis’ chest, and he reached up to run
his hands over her sweaty back. Avery fell down beside her and
pulled her arm out to take her hand and hold it tightly, looking at
her as she lay there on Ellis’ chest.

“I love you both,” she said over a
sleepy little yawn, once her breathing had returned to normal. “Can
I stay like this forever?” she sighed.

“Forever,” both men said at
once.

And within moments, she
slept.

“Next time, Avery,” Ellis said
playfully, “You get to be the one she torments while I come in at
the end and get all the glory.”

“I did not get any glory,” Avery
complained. “Well, maybe a little.” He shot Ellis a sly look. “I’m
proud of you for holding out so long.”

“You’re such an ass,” Ellis tossed
back at him.

“You’re stuck with me, now,” Avery
warned.

“As it should be,” Ellis affirmed.
Then he rolled so that she landed sleepily between them. As it
should be.
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