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  INTRODUCTION: LUST FOR LIFE


  When I came up with the idea for It Takes Two, I was inspired in part by being in a long-term relationship, and by knowing that many erotica readers are themselves coupled up and looking to see characters like them reflected on the page. The couples you’ll meet within these stories are adventurous, wild, and ready to go there, whether that means a hotel room where they ogle another couple, a kink camp, or outer space.


  They’re also willing to go there in a more intimate sense, with each partner allowing their other half to see them at their most naked, raw, and vulnerable. These characters let down their barriers and pursue their sexual passions alongside the person who knows them best. They trust that their partner will treasure the gift of their desires, honoring them while sometimes spurring them on to be even naughtier, saying the filthy thing that’s lurking in their minds that they’ve never spoken aloud.


  In these stories, we see that the shared history of these couples is what allows them to do things they might not otherwise agree to. In “Skin Deep” by Angela Addams, in which the narrator’s naked body gets painted in the most sensual way, she writes, “I let my mind wander as you coat me with your ideas, remembering the first time you brought me to orgasm with your brilliance.” That history plays a role in each of these stories, but it’s what’s happening right now that’s sure to turn you on.


  You’ll find everything from fetishes to BDSM to sex toys, dirty talk, role-playing, threesomes, and more in these pansexual stories. The erotic takes a science fiction turn in “Out of Orbit” by R. Magdalen, where special suits help a couple separated in space feel each other’s bodies and get each other off. I hope the nineteen tales in It Takes Two transport and arouse you, and show you just some of the ways those in couples can make passion take center stage.


  Rachel Kramer Bussel


  Atlantic City


  ALL IS FAIR


  Rae Shawn


  The moment our trainer stepped out, I took advantage of my time. As of late, I hadn’t spent many of my waking moments with my boyfriend. Roshaun finished another set of deadlifts and was taking a quick water break.


  “Hey, Ro.” I placed the tips of my fingers on his shoulder blade, slowly, allowing him to take in the feel of each pad before I dropped the next one against his skin. “We’re almost done with the individualized portion of our workout. Bet I outdo you when it comes time for the joint effort.”


  He shifted, slipping his arm around my waist, and pulled me flush against him. “Moni, let me explain this to you quick and simple; if we racing, I’ll let you win.”


  “Yeah?” I pressed even closer, staring at the smile curving his luscious brown lips. “Why?”


  “Because I don’t mind coming second.”


  My eyes jumped to his, quirking an eyebrow when I found the twinkle there. “In that case, let’s get in position.”


  “I’ve still got another round to do and so do you. X ain’t about to—”


  “My wife went into labor!” X called as he banged the door open. “Roshaun, this is your gym anyway. Finish your workout or head home, I don’t care. We’ll pick it up in a day or two. I’ve got to go.”


  “No need for explanation,” I called toward him. “Give her our love.”


  He snatched up his belongings as I said, “And congrats again.”


  “Thanks, Monica.” He paused in the door frame. “Y’all are supposed to be doing that last set; don’t be in here getting freaky. Y’all way too close.”


  “She’s my girl. I’ll fuck her against every machine, wall, and table if I please,” Ro said.


  “I really don’t need that mental image.” X threw up the deuces before the door shut behind him.


  “It appears we don’t have to do that workout after all,” I said.


  “You’re right.” He swiveled our bodies, pushing me against the wall that had been at his back. “Yet, I do want to work you out. I’m still positive you’ll come first.”


  “Bet I can get you to come from the things you do to me. The way my voice’ll hitch. The moans, and squeezes, our eyes connecting as you put me on top to ride you. I’m sure you’ll tumble over the edge first.”


  He grabbed my thigh, lifting it until I hooked my knee around his hip. It put me off-kilter because I had to raise up on my tip toes to do it. I knew why he liked me like this; it gave him more control.


  “Yeah? Well, neither of us are on the field, but how about we sweeten the pot?” he suggested.


  His fingers danced up my bare leg. Wearing shorts seemed appropriate when we were working out, but now? The heat radiating from between my legs had to be setting his crotch ablaze. My eyes melted closed and a soft moan escaped me. The feeling of his palm sliding to grip my ass sent my heart rate to dangerous levels. No matter what this man did, his touch, his attention, everything turned me on. Especially the feeling of his erection growing just beneath the sweats he wore.


  “What did you have in mind?”


  “How about you go put on that sexy lingerie you wear on the field and I’ll get in my dressed down gear. If you can score a touchdown, I’ll give you anything you want.”


  “When I win, I’ll have you put that tongue right where I want it—moving from surface to surface up in here—before we go home and I fuck your brains out.”


  “When?” He fought a smile. “Okay, well . . . when I win, I’m bending you over the counter that lines the windows overlooking the park and cityscape. I’ll stare at the reflected lust in your eyes as we watch the moon cross the sky.”


  “Shit, I might have to let you win if that’s the treat I get.”


  He leaned down and kissed me, our mouths molding together like they were made for one another. The sweet mint of his toothpaste blasting my senses. The warm stroke of his tongue against mine. The gnashing of teeth when we both moved in the same direction. I chuckled and pulled back. “Okay, okay. Let’s get dressed so we can do this.”


  “Inside or on the actual field?” he asked, releasing my leg and righting my body.


  I watched his eyes dart across my face, searching for my answer. He might be one of the most important players on his team—their shutdown cornerback—but when it came to me, he let me lead where we’d go. That included who’d be in charge in the bedroom. “Let’s go out there. Really up the stakes.”


  Since mostly athletes used the gym, we housed practice gear and extra uniforms. Attached to the gym was a full-sized track and football field. It was private and only used by our teams or groups that reserved it. Our competitive asses were about to head outside in the dead of winter to see where this led. To see who would win and which fantasies were about to become realities.


  Once I had on my cheeky underwear and bra, I pulled on the thickest socks I could find in my locker and a pair of cleats. I walked out to find him shirtless, that slim figure waiting for me to run my hands across it. His athletic tights were low on his hips and he’d put on thick socks and cleats as well.


  “Ready to get your ass handed to you?” I walked toward the door that led to the field.


  He rushed up behind me, pinning my front to the cold metal. I sucked in a shuddering breath, but with his heat and hard-as-stone dick against my back, my body was confused.


  “Sorry, but you said something about asses and hands, and I couldn’t pass up the opportunity to have yours in mine.” He squeezed generous amounts of both cheeks while placing a kiss on my temple. I giggled. Pushing back against him, he let me free and pulled the door open for us.


  “First to score wins,” he said once we were on the field. I grabbed a football from the bag on the sideline.


  “What kinda score are we going after again?” I let all of the seduction seep into my tone.


  “Touchdown, baby girl.” He got into position. “I’ll let you have your four downs before you turn over the ball and I get my shot.”


  “I’m glad you think I need all four downs.” I dropped into my stance. At the twenty-five-yard line on what would be considered his side, I looked at how far I had to go. This would be thrilling. The cold air whipped around us. My pussy clenched as my nipples tightened. I was sure the temperature wasn’t the only thing that had my body reacting.


  His gaze roamed over me and I was honestly ready to accidentally fumble the ball so I could have him fucking me ASAP. My competitive brain snuck through my sex-fog and said no. Clearing my mind, I called out a play like we were really in the middle of a game. A smile graced his beautiful face.


  “Come on, Moni. Quit stalling.” His hands rested on top of his thighs.


  I said “hike” and went to spin past him. He caught me around my waist and pulled me to the ground, his body on top of mine. I stuck my tongue out and he sucked it. “Nice try, babe. Wanna go again or give up?”


  I pushed his shoulder and hopped to my feet, dusting brittle grass off my ass. “Second and nine. I can do this.”


  “Okay, show me what you got.” He beckoned me forward.


  Tilting my head, I lifted an eyebrow. Oh, he’s all game right now. I tucked the ball between my thighs and saw his eyes drift to the action. Pulling a ponytail holder from my wrist, I worked my loose waves into a messy bun. I did the sexy vibe well; I knew that without a doubt. But right now was about winning. He wanted me to play, I’d play. His gaze slowly lifted to meet mine and I smirked when it did.


  “You done ogling?”


  “Never, but I can hold off until I strip you down.”


  I laughed loudly. After regaining my composure, I started another play. This time, I distracted him before juking to the left and taking off downfield. I might’ve been five inches shorter than him, but before I started playing for the lingerie league, I was a sprinter. I had one of the top speeds in the nation. He was a long-distance runner in high school, so he knew how to run as well, but I thought I could take him.


  I was less than ten yards from the endzone when his arms wrapped around my waist and he took us to the ground. Before I hit the ground, the ball popped out and he pulled it into his side. I tried to wrestle him for it, but he used his free hand to hold me in place as his tongue roamed my neck.


  “This is not fair.” I moaned and squirmed. “I’m sure you don’t use these tactics to beat your other opponents.”


  He nipped my neck before pulling back. “All is fair in sex and football, Moni. Get with the program.”


  Oh, that’s how it was, eh? “All right. Got it.”


  He rose to his feet and got in his stance. I dusted myself off again, tightening my ponytail as the adrenaline really started coursing through my body. Time to play dirty—well, more like flirty.


  I stuck my ass out and leaned slightly at an angle so he could catch a tiny glimpse. The way his eyes darted, I knew he had. He called out the play and went to rush past me. I pressed my chest out, grabbed him underneath his arm, and pulled him to me. Up on my tiptoes, I brought his mouth to mine. For a split second he fought the kiss, but broke down and wrapped me in his arms.


  The embrace deepened and when I felt both of his hands roaming my back, I knew he dropped the ball. I took my lips from his and worked my feathery soft kisses down his neck and chest. He watched me as I descended, my eyes glued to his until I reached the band of his tights. He tasted of salt and pinewood. The smell alone was intoxicating.


  Out of the corner of my eye, I caught sight of the ball. Before he could notice what I was doing, I scrambled toward it, picked it up, and ran into the endzone. I cheered, bouncing up and down in circles.


  “That was outright fucked up, Moni.”


  The laugh that bubbled over couldn’t be stopped. I stared at him, catching my breath. “You said all is fair in sex and football. I scored a touchdown, big boy. So, it’s time to give me what I want.”


  “Okay, fine. A win is a win and to be honest, tonguing you down has been on my mind all day.”


  He closed the yards between us, but I put up a hand. “No. I’m sweaty and so are you. Hit the showers, big boy. Then we can have some real fun.”


  He groaned but listened. He tossed the football back toward the bag where I’d grabbed it and we went inside to shower; me in the ladies’ locker room and him in the men’s—just in case someone came in for a late-night workout, which likely wouldn’t happen and didn’t much matter since we were about to fuck in every inch of this building.


  While toweling down my hair, I heard his groan of appreciation. I was stark naked, still dripping and facing the mirror. He could see all of me without a problem. Through the reflection, I saw he hadn’t gotten dressed either. A towel rested dangerously low on his hips.


  He stepped up behind me, his hand relaxing on the small of my back before he slid it higher and gently bent me into a tabletop position.


  “Let me start your reward by sopping up this water right here.” His hand smoothed over my hip and tugged me back, spreading my legs with a kick of his foot as he set me up just how he wanted.


  “Ready to get your wish, baby girl?” His head dipped down. His fingers ran against my pussy lips and I almost jumped out of my skin. This was what I wanted—him touching me in places that were usually pleased in the confines of our home.


  “God, yes.”


  I heard him shift before his tongue ran up my inner thigh. I breathed out an “Oh,” gripping the counter for leverage. He’d barely started, but I knew it wasn’t anywhere close to what he had in store for me.


  When his tongue circled my outer lips from behind, I had to keep myself calm, I couldn’t come yet. I refused to let it be over that quickly. Plus, I’d said the way he wound me up would have him coming without me even touching him. I could make that happen as well. I just had to focus.


  The moment his tongue slipped between my lips and curved against my clit, I knew I was about to lose this part of our bet. No matter how hard I wanted to front, he knew what he was doing. He was damn good at it too. He just . . . knew. I could feel the smile trying to grace his beautiful face because he was clearly aware of exactly how he was winding up my body.


  My eyes fluttered shut. He knew me better than I knew myself and I couldn’t begin to be upset that he treated my body like the palace that it was. After teasing and probing just enough to get me wetter than a waterfall, he turned around and slung my thighs over his shoulders. He held me to his face as he really went to work, licking like he’d never get another meal, feasting like he’d never taste anything as good ever again.


  The way his beard burned my inner thighs felt like heaven. The warmth of his tongue, the angles he used to slip it inside me. The outright girth. The way he rolled the massive, long thing as he did his best work and moaned his appreciation, I wasn’t sure how many more seconds I would last.


  My legs started shaking. My foot pressed against his back. He leaned away slightly, a chuckle escaping him. “Thought I was going to come first from the way you made me feel.”


  “Well, tell your tongue . . . ” I took a breath and worked to get my brain to find the words that had run away. While I was attempting a retort, he reattached that naughty mouth of his to me. Whatever I was in the process of saying died and I wasn’t even upset.


  Before I could come he lifted me to a standing position. “I don’t think you want to release your inhibitions in the bathroom. Let me mash our fantasies together and finish eating you out properly.” He rose to his feet and pulled me up to wrap my wobbly legs around his waist. He grabbed the towel I’d completely forgotten about and covered my back with it.


  “To the windows we go.”


  “Did you ever think we’d get down in the gym before tonight?” I asked, voice audibly shaky. My arms wrapped around his neck as he guided us through the low-lit room.


  “I thought about it the moment I bought this place. I wanted to take you on every single surface. The best type of christening, but this right here . . . ” He sat me on the counter that lined the windows. I glanced over my shoulder to see the night sky as beautiful as ever. I donned a smile which was quickly replaced by crinkled eyebrows and a straight face as his tongue tapped against my clit. “This was number one of the list of places I wanted you.”


  “Then make that dream a reality,” I managed the moment before he went back to eating like we were about to die.


  My left leg hung freely while my right foot slid down his spine. I tried to find something to hold on to, but I couldn’t. He worked me up to the edge of my orgasm, my hands flying to the window behind me. I couldn’t get a full moan to leave my throat, but that didn’t stop him from completely destroying my senses. My body tensed. I was so close, but I couldn’t come. Not yet. I had to attempt to win the first half of our bet.


  “You really gonna keep that sweetness to yourself, baby girl?”


  I nodded because my voice was completely gone. My chest heaved and breathing was something I had to remind myself to actively do.


  “Okay, that’s fine. I know you’re on the edge.” He wiped the corners of his mouth before grabbing his beard. “I’d love you to give me a proper glow, but I don’t mind waiting. Can I bend you over this counter now?”


  “You could’ve started with that, big boy.” My words tumbled out, but I managed a grin.


  He helped me down before allowing his towel to hit the floor.


  I shouldn’t be intimidated after all these years, but his dick put others to shame. The curve, the width, the veins that angled to rub against the inside of me. I’d craved it without seeing it, but now that it sprang to attention and the precome was glistening at his slit, I wanted him seated so deep inside of me that I could feel him in the back of my throat from my pussy. I turned around, spread my arms on the counter, and bent forward.


  “Give me your best.”


  “We’ve got all night.” He gripped one hip and rubbed himself against my entrance. I heard him groan and knew he’d been fighting against his own release, just as I thought. “I don’t think I’ll last that long and we’ll need a break in between, but I’m going to give you every fantasy you’ve ever imagined right here in this room.”


  “As long as we’re working through yours too, baby, I’ll gladly lose sleep and the ability to think straight for a week.”


  He chuckled and started sliding into me. I looked at our hazed reflection on the window before my gaze shifted to the lights in the distance. When I felt him all the way in to the hilt, I clenched my pussy and rocked forward then back.


  He placed his other hand on my hip to stop my movement. “If you keep any of that up, I won’t last more than a minute. Let me give it to you good. You can take me over after, baby girl.”


  “Then it’s safe to say I won tonight.”


  “You win every night and so do I because you’re my girl and I love you with all my heart.”


  “I love you, too, Roshaun.”


  He slid out and slammed back into me. The stars in the sky had nothing on the ones that were dancing happily through my vision and I couldn’t wait for everything else we had in store. All is fair in love and football and we were going to try it all.


  GETAWAY FROM THE EVERYDAY


  Christina Berry


  Austin sunsets are generally pretty, but tonight’s is spectacular. I sit in one of the two chairs situated in front of our hotel room’s floor-to-ceiling windows and watch that big orange globe tease at the violet crown of the Hill Country to the west of the city.


  Nate is in the shower. “Washing the day away,” he calls his evening routine after work. Already showered, I nurse a whiskey as I wait for our night to get started.


  People joke disparagingly about long-married couples who schedule sex, but for us the joke is real. If we didn’t schedule this downtown rendezvous once a month, our sex life would consist entirely of stolen moments between work and bedtime. Morning-breath perfumed quickies before the kids wake up. Three years ago, we started this marital ritual, our “Getaway from the Everyday.” The kids love their weekend slumber party at my sister’s house with their cousins, and they never need to know that this weekend isn’t about them. It’s about us. One night a month in a hotel room downtown with no phones, no laptops, no family, no obligations—nothing but the two of us, together in whatever way the mood fits.


  When we’re here, it’s like we’re back in college, trying new things, boning like our joints don’t ache and drinking like there’s no hangover tomorrow. Of course, Sundays are always rough because there is a hangover, and our joints do ache.


  Ugh! When did we get so old? We’re Generation X, damn it. Once upon a time we were the “Kids of America.” The “Kids in the Hall.” But we’re not kids anymore. We’re forty-something and everything hurts, and we’re scheduling sex.


  I take another gulp of my drink. The booze burns my throat as Nate comes out of a cloud of steam from the bathroom, naked and looking just as sexy as the day I married him. My mouth waters at the sight of his cock, hanging heavy between his legs as he towels his hair dry and then slips on a pair of boxer briefs.


  “What are you doing over there?”


  “Watching the sunset.”


  I glance back out as the sun kisses us good night, and the clouds pop with color. Pinks, oranges, and yellows feather across the sky all around our seventeenth-floor room, making it easy to imagine the bliss and freedom of the birds that soar and glide around us.


  “Holy shit!” Nate startles me from my peaceful thoughts as he settles into the chair beside me at the window, beer in hand.


  “What?” I ask, cranky and trying to calm my heart rate.


  “She’s handcuffed.”


  “What? Why? Who? Who’s handcuffed?”


  “You don’t see them?” Nate tips his chin forward at the view out the window. It’s a big city, and there are probably a couple dozen people in handcuffs out there . . . What is he talking about—


  Oh!


  I see. In a window of the high-rise hotel a block over, same floor as ours, same corner of the building, is a couple on the bed, the lights blazing against the twilight sky.


  The woman wears nothing but a black leather blindfold over her eyes and black cuffs on her wrists. She sits on the mattress with her knees together, her feet beneath her, her back rigid, and her pert breasts pushed forward by her cuffed posture. The man is in jeans and lounges comfortably across from her, a tray of food set between them.


  He’s saying something to her as he peruses the tray and selects a strawberry. My breath hitches as he lifts it and presses it to the woman’s lips. She slowly opens her mouth and takes a bite of the fruit.


  I have to pick up my jaw from the floor to say, “Wow.”


  “Yeah.” Nate grins wide, mischief in his eyes. He’s as curious as I am.


  We continue to watch them, though we probably shouldn’t. Is this peeping? Are we creepers for looking? Surely not. We’re simply sitting in our room looking out the window. Is it our fault someone’s performing a peep show out there? If anything, they’re the ones in the wrong. This is indecent exposure, right?


  Indecent, sure, but really fucking hot. The last shards of sunlight break over the city, leaving us in the dark, and the man selects a grape to feed her next. I lean a little closer.


  They’re attractive. The man is tall and made of lean muscle, with light hair cut into a short mohawk and an assortment of colorful tattoos dotting his arms and back. The woman is a tiny pixie compared to her companion, with supple muscles in her legs, arms, and abs and bubblegum-pink hair braided down both sides of her neck.


  The man lifts the grape to her mouth and pushes it between her lips. The woman accepts the fruit like she’s ravenous, starving. With each morsel he feeds her, she sucks the tips of his fingers into her mouth, hungry for more than just the food.


  “Should we be watching this?” Nate asks. His voice is rough, thick with excitement. He’s as turned on as I am.


  “Why not? We’re literally sitting in our hotel room, looking out the window. There’s nothing wrong with that.”


  He chuckles. “I see you’ve given this some thought.”


  “I’m a thoughtful person.” I wink at him and take a sip of my whiskey.


  Nate opens his mouth like he’s ready to debate, but the words die on his tongue when the man across the way moves the food tray to the nightstand and comes back with something new in his hand. It’s not food. It’s a silver, shiny butt plug. I know this because we have one just like it at home, with a cute little ruby rhinestone on the stem. We haven’t played with it in . . . jeez, it’s been years. Ass play doesn’t easily fit into stolen-moment quickies.


  My husband and I shift closer to the window as the man speaks to the woman, probably telling her to open wide but not to bite down because this isn’t food and will shatter her teeth.


  Nodding enthusiastically, the woman opens her mouth, and he lays the plug’s heavy weight on her tongue. She closes her lips, sucking on it like a lollipop while the man moves around to her back. He uncuffs her wrists, then has her raise her arms so he can recuff her hands in front of her. The woman bends forward and balances on her hands and knees, arching her back to offer her ass up.


  I know what’s coming before he does it. I tense as I wait for it, like I’m the one about to be—


  Smack.


  Totally immersed in the scene, I jerk at the sight like I can feel it. Certain beyond reason I can hear the sound when he spanks her bare ass once, twice, again and again. The woman writhes and bucks in response, struggling not to open her mouth and cry out from the pleasure and pain. But she has to keep the plug in—clearly that’s part of this game they’re playing as he spanks her again and again, harder and harder.


  After a moment, he stops to gently stroke his fingers over the warm red marks he’s made. She shivers and relaxes just as he spanks her again. She jerks and writhes, and I can imagine that she’s even wetter than I am. Nate takes a drink of his beer as he balls and flexes his empty hand on his knee, like he can feel those spankings on his own palm.


  The man leans over her and whispers something into her ear. She curls closer to him, pressing her cheek against his as he tugs gently on the butt plug, and opens her mouth to let him have it. Her saliva drips from the end as he strokes it over her lips before straightening again behind her.


  We can’t see exactly what he’s doing from this angle, but when the woman’s expression changes, we know he’s inserting the plug into her ass. She squirms and gasps before a smile spreads across her lips. I squirm too, feeling instantly, unbearably horny. I glance over at Nate, who looks back at me, a predatory hunger in his eyes as he adjusts his hardened cock in his briefs.


  The man bends in half, ducking to where we can’t see him behind her. She writhes even more as he does what I can only guess—kisses her ass, bites it, licks at her dripping pussy, presses a finger inside.


  Then he straightens again and comes around to her
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