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Michael

“So where do we go from here?

“How do you mean?” James looks up from his laptop.

“It was your question as I recall. With Charlotte.... Where do we go from here?”

James heaves a sigh. “Well, the cat's out of the bag. She knows that it’s both of us and we’re serious enough to have changed our lifestyle over her....” He stands, pacing the room.  “Still.... Marcie and her big mouth may have worked for us.”

“How? I thought the idea with Charlotte was not to weird her out? With the idea of an established threesome....”

He shrugs. “Well, yes, that was what I was thinking, but this way it's broken the ice without it sounding like you and me trying to put pressure on her. Whatever she thinks now, it's all her own thoughts, not ours.”

“What do you think she’s thinking?”

“How would I know? You’re supposed to be the empathic one. If you want to know, why don’t you ask her? She’s back again in a few days.”

I laugh. “Ever the pragmatist.”

“Michael, I’m an engineer. Almost by definition that makes me a pragmatist. You don’t get philosophical with bridges or aircraft. Gravity doesn’t respect poets. What keeps bridges standing and planes in the air is good design and clear thinking.”

“You don’t have a romantic bone in your body, do you?”

He looks unimpressed. “You think? But what’s romance got to do with it? I’m trying to find a way to hang on to her, not write a poem. And for what it’s worth, I didn’t notice that romance was high on your list of priorities until recently.”

.... No.... fuck ’em, have fun and move on was more my line....

I grimace. “Well, I have to take that one on the chin.”

He stands to face me square on. “Look, she knows we want her now, both of us. I think it's pretty clear she wants us. She is, after all, coming back, again and again, to both of us, so...”

“So...?”

“I think we need to establish the nature of our relationship.... some boundaries....”

“Boundaries?”

“Yes, boundaries.” He frowns, staring at the ceiling, then flips open a cupboard door and extracts a bottle. He waves it at me, brows raised....

“Yes, I will. Thanks.”

James pours two fingers into each of a couple of tumblers, passing one to me. He sips his and then, “Listen, we have different roles with her. I think it’s important that we keep it that way. Not just for her, but for us. That way, we.... we have different parts of her. We don’t compete with each other. And we don’t have a repeat of your Christmas episode....”

.... Oh, fuck... Don’t bring that up again....

I’m embarrassed. I behaved badly at Christmas, overtaken by a completely unjustified fit of jealousy. I interrupt, “Okay I get it. I get it. How do you see these different roles?”

“I don’t think it’s that difficult,” He rocks on the balls of his feet, sipping again from his glass. “As it’s always been for the two of us. I’m a Dom. You love women. I’m her Master. You’re her Lover.”

*****
[image: ]


“I’d like some time alone with her,” I say.

He nods. “Of course you would. And it’s a good idea. I should have thought of it before. Her meeting with you shouldn’t be dependent on my being there. Let's engineer that then, shall we....”

“Got something in mind?”

“Yes, it's easy enough. When she arrives for the weekend, you meet her at the apartment, and I'll arrive a few hours later. I have a meeting with Haswell that day anyway, so it works out quite well.”
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“I’ll see you later then,” says James as he leaves.

“Sure, I’ll let you know when she arrives.”

Now.... wine....

I put bottle and glasses in the fridge, then turn up the heating a notch and the lighting down a little. I set some music playing in the background; soft but not too soft....

.... Don’t want to be too obvious about it....

Just the thought of time alone with her is setting my cock twitching....

.... Down, Boy....

Then my stomach gripes....

.... Will she want me, when it’s just me...?

The sound of a key in the lock, the door clicks open and my flame-haired beauty steps inside, laden with bags full of books.

“Hellooo... Anyone around?”

“Hi, Charlotte. It’s lovely to see you again.” I hold out my arms for her and she steps into my embrace. I kiss her lightly, feeling my cock twitch into life at the merest touch.

... Fuck, Man. Get yourself under control. Let her get in the door....

.... God, but you smell good....

She looks around the room.  “Just you?”

“James will be back later. He has some work to do today, but he said to say for you to make yourself at home.” I glance down at her books; thick texts that don’t look like light reading. “It looks as though you have work to do as well?”

“Exams next week. I needed some peace and quiet to revise, so he said I could stay here for a few days.”

What?

I chuckle. “Peace and quiet? While you’re here? With us?”

She flushes pink. “Well, we can’t er.... you know... all the time, can we? And at least afterwards, I’m nice and relaxed to get some hard studying done.”

Her blush is filtering through to my cock again. I can’t resist it. I pull her in, holding her close. She smells sweet and real and I want....

“I take your point. I’ve missed you....” 

.... I want you....

“.... I wanted to be here when you arrived.” I graze her lips with mine. “It’s the first chance I’ve ever had to be alone with you.”

Her flush deepens. “Ah... um, do I get a cup of coffee first?”

.... C’mon, Man. Be a gentleman....

“Sorry, Charlotte. Of course you do. You’re barely through the door and I’m jumping on you. Or would you prefer wine? I have a bottle on ice.”

And now she smiles, and the smile is warm, her eyes shining. “Sounds lovely.”

In the kitchen, I send a quick message.

shes here

gud c u ltr hav gd morning :-)

Back in the lounge, we sit together, not speaking, simply sipping the wine. 

.... I want you....

.... Do you want me...?

She doesn’t object as I lay my arm over her shoulder, trying hard to keep it casual....

.... I want you....

Putting down my cava, I turn to kiss her, the pulse in her neck. My fingers on her face, in her beautiful hair, I open my mouth over hers and she returns the kiss....

I allow my hand to stray, to graze her breasts and stomach, and she curves into my touch....

My heart pounding, I pull back, meet her eyes....

.... I’ve got to ask her....

“I wasn’t sure you would want me without him?”

She looks stricken....

.... and something in me sings....

“Of course I want you. Of course I do.” She wraps her arms around me, kisses me. “Of course I do.”

I can’t help but smile. She’s so obviously sincere. Standing, I hold out my hand to her, wiggling fingers in invitation. She hesitates, blinking hard but then accepts my hand and allows me to lead her to James’ mirrored room.

I light candles, to make the best of the lovely room, and it only needs two or three to fill the space with a shimmering glow that reflects and breaks over the two of us....

But she’s not so relaxed as I would like her to be. Something’s bothering her....

.... and I don’t think it’s me....

James? Is she worrying that he won’t like this?

.... don’t let her dwell on it....

Make love to her.... Make her forget anything else....

I kiss her; her beautiful face, her perfect skin. leaving a trail of soft kisses down the line of her cheek to her jaw and lips.

She’s trembling, her breath catching. The pulse in her neck beats powerfully and quickly. And knowing that she’s responding....

.... to me....

.... my own heart begins to pound....

I hold her eyes; her glorious emerald eyes, dropping my gaze only to find each button of her top, and one by one, unfasten them. Her skin gooses slightly as I open her blouse, her nipples pebbling through her bra to hard nubs, which as I unclip her at the back, pucker further.

I bend to suckle. Close in, she smells sweet and musky. I want to consume her, to take everything, to give everything, while we have this short time, just we two.

Her fingers wind into my hair and I straighten up, place her hands by her sides.

“Please,” I say. “Let me. I want to.”

She slow blinks, then, her head tilting back, eyes closing, passively, compliantly, she stands for me, gives herself to me.

She is so beautiful. Naked to the waist, her heavy breasts a little pendulous, her skin beginning to gleam, but I want more.

Kneeling, I kiss the slight curve of her taut stomach, tracing her silhouette with my fingers from her ribs to her narrow waist and the curve to her hips. Then unbelting her jeans, I slide them down.

She’s plainly dressed underneath, for comfort, not seduction, in white cotton panties, but as I slip those down also, she smells of warm arousal. I lean in, mouthing at her, where copper curls glisten and hold her scent. And further inwards, lapping her clit with my tongue, she tastes of lemon and lust and love....

She staggers, “Michael....” 

I look up. She seems lost for words, but she wants me. I can see it in her....

... Oh, Babe, my Babe...

She’s unsteady, so I stand, lift her and lay her on the bed, where she lies, looking up at me with that incredible emerald-eyed gaze. One arm curved over her head, her knees raised a little, parted a little, her invitation is clear.

My pants are astonishingly uncomfortable, my cock straining for release. I want to just fuck her senseless and spill into her....

.... but
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