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      The clatter of the cobblestones beneath the wheels of the Clarence Cab was uncharacteristically soothing, a numbing distraction from the maelstrom of Everett’s resentful thoughts. Even now, his stomach burned and his cheeks heated as he recalled the weight of his father’s words. The letter had arrived just as he was leaving for the evening’s entertainments, and he shouldn’t have taken the time to read it. He knew better.

      His body jerked roughly as the cab rolled along the uneven streets, causing him to reach out and brace himself against the stark interior. He glanced out of the small side window, but the heavy shroud of darkness and the late hour only succeeded in making him feel even more alone in the relative anonymity of the small enclosed vehicle. Not that he minded being alone; in fact, most of the time he preferred it.

      He’d spent all his life held up to the unattainable example that was the perfection of his elder brother. Sometimes he wondered why his father had even bothered with another child. Hugh was the apple of his eye and Everett… well, he was the useless spare.

      Unfortunately for him, even being the spare came with heavy expectations. Being the second-born son of a marquess may have afforded him wealth and education, but it came with its own set of shackles. Shackles of which his father had been only too quick to remind him.

      Letting out a slow exhale, he closed his eyes, his fist tightening on the silver pommel of his polished black cane. He was running out of time and he knew it. Even now he could feel the weight of his father’s demands suffocating him. His future was laid out before him—a future not of his choosing, but rather one forced upon him, filled with nothing more than duty and endless rules.

      He opened his eyes when he felt the cab jostle to a stop and shook the morose thoughts from his mind. His future may be stalking him, lurking in the shadows like a predator, but it didn’t mean he wasn’t going to keep running from it as fast and as far as he could.

      Reaching for the handle of the door, he unlatched it easily and stepped down onto the street, his heavy overcoat swinging around his legs. Closing the door, he reached into his pocket to retrieve a couple of coins which he handed to the driver. The man’s brutish face was impassive as he clucked his tongue loudly and shook the reins, urging the horses into a walk.

      Everett stepped back and watched the cab disappear into the smog beyond the dim glow of the lamps. The cold air nipped at his nose and cheeks, and he pulled the collar of his coat higher, as much to conceal his identity as to ward off the chill.

      He glanced down the quiet street. The chances of him being noticed were slim. Not only was it too dark, but the coin he’d given the driver would be enough for the man’s discretion. After all, it was not the first time he’d visited this particular establishment and it certainly wouldn’t be the last.

      Turning away from the deserted street, he eyed the tall building surrounded by black iron railings. It wasn’t situated in the worst part of Islington but it certainly was not considered fitting for someone of his station, an irony when he considered who owned the establishment.

      He climbed the steps to the large black door, grasped the brass knocker, and gave it three sharp raps. After a moment, the door creaked open and a familiar face appeared.

      “Good evening, Haywood,” Everett said as he stepped through the door and into the small foyer.

      “My lord.” The man inclined his head as he closed and locked the door behind him. Reaching out, he first took Everett’s hat, cane, and pale yellow kid gloves, followed by his heavy coat, leaving him in his dinner jacket and waistcoat.

      Along the darkened corridor drifted the sound of raucous laughter and chatter, underlaid by faint strains of music.

      “Need I inquire where he is?” Everett asked solicitously.

      “I believe you will find his lordship in the main parlour… entertaining his guests.”

      “Indeed.” Everett’s mouth curved. “Thank you, Haywood.”

      “My lord.” He inclined his head again as Everett turned and strolled down the corridor, past dark wood panelling and walls decorated with pale green silk wallpaper adorned with delicate songbirds.

      Glass-covered oil sconces mounted at intervals along the wall lit his way with a dim glow as he approached the parlour. The voices rose in cadence the nearer he drew, a bawdy combination of laughter and the scratchy sound of the wax cylinder on the Graphophone.

      Cigar smoke scented the air, giving it a slight haze as he approached the door which was open a crack, spilling brighter light onto the floor in front of him.

      Taking a deep breath, he grasped the doorknob and pushed the door open fully, his assessing gaze sweeping the room.

      The sight which greeted him would have had any respectable lady fainting in horror. Fortunately, Everett was not a lady and very rarely respectable, and the sight was not only familiar but quite comforting.

      His shoulders relaxed and the tension he’d been carrying for hours began to drain away. The room was filled with men of varying sizes, shapes, ages, and ranks. There was not a single young lady to be seen, and that was the way they all preferred it.

      “Stanley,” a gruff voice greeted from a nearby chaise.

      Everett turned his head and nodded in greeting. “Good evening, Colonel Greenbridge.”

      “Didn’t think we’d see you this evening,” he rumbled, his gaze trailing over Everett’s formal evening dress.

      “I had another engagement I was pressed to attend,” he answered politely.

      The Colonel huffed lightly and turned his attention back to his companion, a delicate-looking and awfully pretty young man with hair like a living flame, the colour of a pre-Raphaelite heroine. His eyes were as green as emeralds, and a swath of golden freckles dusted his pale skin. The Colonel reclined comfortably on a chaise, his military coat and shirt open to reveal wild tufts of grey hair covering his chest. His jaw was clean-shaven but his oiled handlebar moustache was the same iron grey as his chest hair. His crown was so sparse it was almost bald, only a halo of neatly combed hair encircling his head and ending in muttonchop whiskers covering his grizzled cheeks.

      His sweet companion was as day to night. Slight and beautiful in an indecently sheer chemise, he sat quite demurely on the old Colonel’s lap. An impish smile tugged at his lips as he fed the old man grapes. The material of the chemise clung to his waifish build like a second skin, skimming his thighs and moulding itself to the shape of his small slim cock.

      Everett watched as the Colonel skimmed his roughly calloused hand up the young man’s thigh, drawing the chemise up to reveal his most intimate parts and rubbing his palm against the young man’s cock as it stiffened in his hand.

      Everett wasn’t really surprised. The Colonel had always had a penchant for an audience while pleasuring his boys. He couldn’t say he found it all that arousing either. Turning away, he mused idly at how jaded he’d become at the ripe old age of twenty-two years.

      He moved to the nearby sideboard and poured himself a generous whiskey from a heavy crystal decanter. Setting his glass down, he retrieved a silver case from his pocket. He flicked it open nonchalantly and retrieved a small brown cigarillo. He set it between his lips and lit it, blowing out a thin, elegant stream of smoke before picking up his glass. Swirling the amber-coloured liquid, he took a sip and allowed the rich, peaty flavour to wash over his tongue.

      Everett propped himself up against the wall and made himself comfortable as his gaze continued to wander around the room. A rather noted lawyer was dressed in a ladies evening gown and stays, a heavy-looking wig propped neatly on his head and fashioned into a popular ladies style. Jet earrings dangled from his earlobes and a glorious choker of pearls encircled his skinny throat.

      Sat across the room on a high-backed sofa was a well-known judge with a young man propped on his knee. In between nuzzling kisses to the boy’s mouth, he seemed to delight in feeding him bites of delicate pastries.

      The room was filled with titled gentlemen such as himself, born of the upper classes. There were also a few politicians and men of the upper middle class in the room, as well as those who worked in trade, and they all had one thing in common. They were all sodomites, or such was the label society had rather egregiously bestowed upon them. He preferred to think of them simply as men who preferred the intimate company of men.

      They weren’t hurting anyone, yet society shunned them, forced them to hide, to deny their true nature. The only place they were relatively safe were establishments like this, known as Molly houses.

      There was a certain unspoken rule that they would protect each other’s secrets. But it was a precarious world in which they resided, and it would take only one small betrayal for it all to come tumbling down like a house of cards.

      Everett lifted his glass to his lips to take another sip before chasing it with a satisfying inhale of tobacco as he wondered where the devil Francis was. Haywood had seemed convinced he was in the parlour, and Everett found himself craving the company of his dearest friend.

      “Hello, my darlings!” a familiar voice rang out as the door to the parlour clattered open, and Francis sailed in as regal as a queen.

      His short brown hair was oiled and combed neatly into a side parting, his lips fully rouged beneath his tidy moustache. He wore a flamboyant purple evening gown, unevenly laced and falling off his pale, bare shoulders, and his hands were encased in lace gloves.

      He climbed up onto a chaise, a bottle of champagne in one hand and a half-filled glass in the other.

      “Good evening, my delightfully debauched subjects! Curtsey before me for I am Lady Fanny, Duchess of Islington!”

      He threw his arms up as a rousing cheer rippled around the room.

      “What have you got for us tonight, Your Grace?” someone piped up. “Are you going to dazzle us with your poise and good breeding?”

      “I’ll give you poise and good breeding.” He downed his glass of champagne and tossed it behind him with a tinkle of smashing glass before grabbing the hem of his gown and lifting it to expose his flaccid cock surrounded by a bush of dark hair. With a loud whoop, he wiggled lewdly while his guests whistled and laughed.

      Seeing Francis was in fine form and seemingly in the mood for raucous entertainment rather than quiet conversation and contemplation, Everett slipped quietly from the room.

      Thanks to his intimate knowledge of the house owned by his friend, he climbed the stairs to the topmost floor, leaving the rowdy carousing, leers, and laughter behind him.

      Reaching Francis’ private rooms, he let himself in without shame, needing the solitary peace and quiet the space afforded him. He wasn’t in the mood tonight. Stubbing the remains of his cigarillo out in the heavy ashtray on Francis’ dressing table, he caught his reflection in the huge oval gilded mirror.

      He looked pale and tired, his blonde hair dull and lifeless in the dimly lit room. His eyes bore faint shadows and his mouth seemed to turn down as he skimmed his fingers along his shaven jaw, feeling the few downy whiskers beginning to grow back.

      Even though he was a man, he barely needed to shave. His skin was soft and as pale as ivory. His eyes were as blue as cornflowers and his hair as bright as the sun. At least that was what his mother had told him, even if it was now no more than a dim recollection, a fading memory which grew ever more faint with the passage of time.

      He loosened his white bow tie and left it hanging around his neck as he removed his jacket and tossed it over the back of the deeply cushioned chair. Next, he unbuttoned his waistcoat and the top few buttons of his shirt, relieved as the grip of the overly starched collar relaxed.

      Picking up his glass, he refilled it from the bottle Francis always kept nestled amidst his powders, rouges, and perfumes. For want of something better to do with his restless hands, he retrieved another cigarillo from the open silver case on the dressing table and lit it, inhaling deeply. He bypassed the huge canopied bed and settled on a low sofa as he sipped his whiskey.

      Allowing his head to fall back against the back of the sofa, he lifted the cigarillo to his lips and took another long drag, exhaling slowly and watching the tendrils of smoke coil sinuously into the air like a serpent.

      He turned his head at the sound of the doorknob rattling and the door suddenly swinging open.

      “There you are!” Francis swept into the room, closing the door behind him. “Haywood said you’d arrived.” He eyed Everett’s dress trousers and unbuttoned shirt and waistcoat. “Good evening?” he asked with a raised brow.

      Everett scoffed as he raised the glass to his lips and sipped. “The theatre… the relentless misery of talentless fops and giggling ladies in search of gossip. It’s worse than a travelling circus.”

      Francis threw his head back and laughed. “Now you know why I chose not to attend. I have to be in the mood to deal with that.”

      “Liar. You thrive on drama and gossip.” Everett lifted one brow lazily.

      “Alas, it’s true.” He unlaced the back of his loose-fitting gown and pulled it from his shoulders, allowing it to slide down his slim body and pool at his feet with a soft thud of heavy fabric. “But not this evening. Call it self-preservation. Lady Abingdon is on the prowl for a husband for her daughter, and I have no intention of placing myself in her path.”

      He stepped out and walked shamelessly across the room in nothing but his lace gloves, stockings, and a richly embroidered brocade corset, leaving his cock exposed and swinging freely as he moved.

      The shadows cast by the dim lamplight rippled and danced across his skin as he sauntered to an intricately painted screen and reached up, unhooking a delicate silk robe from the corner. He slid it over his slim shoulders and crossed the front ties over his body, albeit not from any real sense of modesty. Francis just loved the feel of silk against his skin.

      “What’s wrong, Ev, darling?” Francis lowered himself to the sofa beside his friend, curling his legs beneath him as he lifted the cigarillo from Everett’s fingers and took a drag.

      “I received a letter from my father,” Everett confessed morosely.

      “Ah.” Francis took another drag and handed it back to Everett. “In that case, I think we’re going to need something stronger.”

      Everett watched quietly as, from a steamer trunk tucked into the corner of the room, Francis retrieved a large, black lacquered box inlaid with delicate orchids made of mother-of-pearl.

      Settling down comfortably on the rug in front of the sofa, Francis leaned against Everett’s legs as he opened the box and began to lay out the contents in front of them. Inside was a rectangular tray of deep red with an intricate gold inlay, upon which sat a delicate oriental lamp, a pipe, several minute tools, and a small pot.

      “So what did the old bastard want?” Francis asked as he opened the pot and revealed raw opium.

      “The usual.” Everett sighed heavily as he watched Francis pick up the delicate tools in turn and use them to shape the opium into pellets. “He wants me back at Hillingdon.”

      “Ah… the old family seat in the middle of Derby with nothing to see for miles but the odd sheep or, if you’re lucky, a randy young farmer.” Francis’ mouth curved in sardonic amusement as he lifted the long, fluted pipe.

      “He wants me there Sunday next, he has Bishop Goodwin visiting.” Everett’s lip curled in distaste.

      “That perverted old bugger,” Francis sneered, using a needle-like tool to place the opium in a tiny bowl which sat upon a saddle at one end of the pipe. “Your father better lock up all the housemaids unless he wants to discover they’re suddenly breeding ecclesiastical bastards.”

      “I don’t think he’d notice or care,” Everett replied as he took the pipe Francis offered. He waited as Francis retrieved the lamp and set it on a sturdy footstool in front of him. “He’s too focused on me,” he added.

      “You have my deepest sympathies.” Francis smirked as he watched Everett lean over the lamp, its warm flame giggling and hiccupping drunkenly as he used it to heat the bowl of the pipe. “I don’t want to even contemplate what my life would be like if I was still beholden to my father. The best thing he ever did for me was die.”

      As the opium vaporised, Everett took a long, deep drag, feeling the smoke snake down his throat and fill his lungs. He held his breath for a moment, savouring the burn before exhaling slowly.

      “That’s because your father was even worse than mine.” He handed Francis the pipe. “And rest assured, your father is more than likely turning in his grave right now.”

      “I do hope so.” Francis puckered his rouged lips and blew Everett a kiss before lifting the pipe to his lips and inhaling blissfully. “I thought your father had allowed you a year in London before… you know…”

      “What my father says and what he actually means are two completely different things.” He raised his drink to his lips and drained the heavy glass.

      “I still can’t see it, you know.” Francis blew out a thin, elegant stream of smoke and handed the pipe back to Everett, then climbed to his feet to retrieve the bottle of whiskey from his dressing table.

      “What?” He placed the pipe between his lips and sucked, frowning for a moment before leaning back over the lamp and letting the heat vaporise more of the poppy.

      “You.” Francis dropped back onto the rug and curled into the side of Everett’s legs as he picked up the glass and refilled it with a grin of amusement. “A man of the cloth. I can’t think of anyone more ill-suited to a life in the clergy.”

      “You, darling,” Everett laughed, two thin tendrils of smoke escaping his nostrils.

      “That’s true.” Francis smirked again. “Christ… Father Francis. Could you imagine?” he exclaimed, aghast. “But that was never going to be my fate.”

      It was true. As a first-born son and only child, Francis Tiverton had been born to inherit his father’s title of Marquess of Lichfield, just as Everett’s own brother would inherit their father’s title of Marquess of Derby, along with all the estates and family fortune.

      Everett, on the other hand, had a far worse fate in store. As the second-born son, it was expected that he join the clergy. It was why he’d been pressed to study theology as well as mathematics at Cambridge. His father had wanted to present him to the bishop for ordination as soon as his education had concluded—a fate he’d manage to elude thus far, but unfortunately, the clock was ticking.

      “What are you going to do?” Francis asked.

      “What I’ve been doing ever since I arrived in London—avoid my family. Although I have a feeling I’ll be receiving a visit from my brother before long.”

      “Urgh, Hugh.” Francis had never really cared much for Everett’s priggish older brother. “Your brother needs to remove that stick from his arse.” Francis’ expression turned sly as he raised a brow. “I’m sure I could stick something far more enjoyable up there.”

      Everett chuckled at the unlikely scenario. Hugh would be horrified to learn that his own brother was a molly, much less indulge in that kind of behaviour himself. “I fear my brother might disagree somewhat and, I imagine, so would his wife.”

      “Pft,” Francis huffed. “He doesn’t know what he’s missing. Besides, it’s not as if he’d be able to report you. He’d never risk that kind of damage to the family legacy.”

      “No, you’re right, he wouldn’t,” Ev murmured as he took another long pull on the pipe. He leaned back against the sofa, but rather than purposefully exhaling, he opened his mouth and allowed the smoke to coil languidly from his lips, slithering into the air like a winding ribbon. His eyes were heavily hooded and his gaze unfocused as he studied his best friend. “If my brother or my father found out about me, I’d be shipped off to the remotest monastery they could find and left there to rot.”

      “I’d never let that happen.” Francis climbed to his feet and curled himself onto the sofa beside Everett. “We’d run away together.” He smiled as he reached up and stroked Everett’s blonde hair, smoothing back the errant lock which had fallen forward across his forehead.

      “We would?” Ev smiled back in amusement, his words slightly slurred. “And where would we go?”

      “The Indies, of course,” Francis giggled. “We’ll buy a ship and become pirates, pillaging heathens, living by our own rules.”

      “Aren’t we doing that already?”

      “It’s an illusion, love. Within these walls we may think we’re free but make no mistake, it’s still a cage. A very pretty one filled with other lost songbirds with bright, finely coloured plumage, but a cage nonetheless. One we will never be free of.”

      “What am I going to do, Francis?” Ev murmured. “I don’t want to belong to the church. At least out here I have the illusion of freedom. If they have their way… if I walk the path they have laid out for me, I’ll wither away and everything I am will slowly fade into nothingness.”

      “We still have time.” Francis stroked his jaw tenderly. “We’ll find a solution.”

      “You promise?” Ev looked up at Francis, his large blue eyes filled with defeat.

      “I promise,” he whispered. “Haven’t I always taken care of you, love?”

      It was true. Everett wasn’t sure how he would have survived a public school education if it hadn’t been for Francis. He’d been sent to Eton at thirteen with his mother barely cold in her grave, still grieving her loss and far too small for his age, and with the added disadvantage of only being a second-born son, not an heir, he’d made an easy target for the older boys.

      The violence and assaults he’d suffered at their hands would have broken him if it hadn’t been for Francis taking him under his protection. Only a year older than him, Francis had quickly become his best friend and confidant. They’d been inseparable all through Eton and then later Cambridge.

      He’d stood at his friend’s side during his last year of school after the deaths of Francis’ parents. Francis lost his mother from influenza first, then his father not six months after the ink had dried on his mother’s death certificate. His father’s heart had given out on him, which had been something of a surprise for Francis, who was firmly of the opinion that his father didn’t have a heart to begin with. After, Francis’ elevation to Marquess had certainly changed things at school… well, for Francis at least.

      “What are you thinking about, love?” Francis crooned as he continued to soothe Everett’s restlessness.

      “Nothing…” Ev closed his eyes as the room spun slightly. “Everything.” He inhaled slowly as a blissful languidness stole over him, and when he opened his eyes the world felt hazy and distant. “Francis?”

      “Yes,” he replied, his own voice deep and slurred as a lazy smile stole across his lips.

      “Make me forget,” he whispered. “I don’t want to think anymore.”

      Francis smiled slowly, his fingertips catching Everett’s chin and turning his face to his own. He leaned in, the soft bristles of his moustache brushing against the underside of the tip of Everett’s nose as Francis pressed his lips to his.

      His hand skimmed down Ev’s throat, the gentle scratch of his blunt nails causing Everett’s skin to pebble. Francis’ hand continued down and slid into the unbuttoned section of his shirt. Skimming across his smooth chest, Francis curled his fingers and scraped across Ev’s sensitive nipples.

      Ev felt his cock harden as Francis pinched his nipples. The cloud of opium his mind was wrapped in made everything so much more intense but at the same time cast a dreamy surreal kind of lassitude over every sensation.

      He opened his mouth as Francis’ tongue slid silkily inside. He tasted of the rouge he’d painted on his soft, plump lips and of whiskey and smoke. It was heady and the room spun as he felt Francis’ hand unbutton the front of his trousers and slip inside, pushing inside his smalls and gripping his cock firmly as he stroked.

      Ev moaned into Francis’ mouth. He could feel his friend’s eager cock pressed up against his thigh through the thin robe.

      Dimly, Ev registered the sound of the bedroom door opening, the creak of the hinges alerting him to the fact they were no longer alone.

      Francis lazily pulled back, giving Ev’s lips one last teasing swipe of his tongue before turning his attention to the intruder. He continued to fist Ev’s cock as his swollen lips curved into a slow, sinuous smile.

      “It seems we have a visitor, Ev,” he said with a knowing smile.

      Everett glanced over to see Richard Lowcroft standing in the doorway, his gaze riveted on both Francis and Everett.

      “My apologies, my lord,” he stammered as he turned to Francis. “I was unaware Lord Stanley was visiting with you. Shall I give you some privacy?” He canted his body toward the door, hesitating as his gaze was drawn back to the slow, rhythmic stroke of Francis’ fist.

      “Well if it isn’t Darling Dickie.” Francis’ mouth curved. “Tell me, were you hoping for another go of my cock in that delectably tight hole of yours?”

      Dickie swallowed, licking his lips as his lusty gaze dropped once again to Francis’ working hand, and he nodded, almost unconsciously.

      Everett stared at the beautiful young man in the doorway watching avidly as Francis worked his cock. The ruddy length of his slim prick peeked out of Francis’ fist on each downstroke, the slick sound lewd in the silence of the room, punctuated only by the crackle of the fire and the collective sound of their heavy breaths. Arousal and dark invitation hung on the air.

      “What do you think, Ev?” Francis whispered. “He is beautiful, isn’t he?”

      Ev studied the young man through the haze of opium and whiskey. He’d seen Richard Lowcroft at the Islington house several times of late, usually on Francis’ arm, or his lap… or his cock. He was indeed beautiful, barely nineteen years old and a medical student. Ev’s gaze dropped to Darling Dickie’s sensual lips as he bit them wantonly, his warm brown eyes filled with hunger.

      “Yes, he is,” Ev breathed.

      “Do you want him to suck your cock, love… while I stretch out your hole and fuck you deeply?” Francis whispered in invitation. Ev’s breathing picked up as his prick leaked more slick fluid into Francis’ palm. “Hmm,” Francis hummed in pleasure. “You do, don’t you?”

      “Please?” Dickie whispered from the other side of the room, his voice desperate with desire and the front of his trousers tented obscenely. “Please let me suck your cock.”

      Ev’s gaze locked on the pretty, eager young man, and he gave a nod.

      Dickie closed the door behind him and crossed the room as Francis released Ev’s cock and grasped his hand, pulling him off the sofa.

      Slightly taller than Ev, Francis pressed against his back, wrapped his arms around him, and pushed Ev’s trousers and smalls over his narrow hips, allowing them to slide down and pool at his feet. Francis rested his chin on Ev’s shoulder as his eyes locked on Dickie.

      “I can certainly attest to his skill and enthusiasm.” Francis’ breath hot against Ev’s ear. “His mouth was fashioned by the devil himself, built for sin and depravity.”

      Dickie dropped to his knees almost reverently, leaning forward and breathing in the scent of Ev’s wet cock.

      “Go ahead, Darling Dickie.” Francis reached out and stroked his face as if he were a house pet. “Show him what that talented mouth of yours can do.”

      Ev’s head tilted back and he groaned as wet heat and pressure surrounded his aching cock, making his balls tighten painfully.

      Dear god, the boy had a powerful mouth. He drew on Everett with long, dragging suction. Everett’s breath caught in his throat as Dickie swallowed him to the root, his nose buried in the thatch of pale hair nestled at the base of Ev’s cock.

      For a moment, the heat and comfort of Francis’ body behind him disappeared, only to return a short time later. Ev couldn’t form a single coherent thought beyond the intense pleasure of the boy’s mouth. He couldn’t even puzzle over Francis’ brief absence until he suddenly felt slick fingers sliding through the crease of his naked buttocks and pressing at his hole.

      The heavy, masculine scent of bergamot and sandalwood oil filled the air around him and he gave a long, serrated groan as two fingers slid inside him, pressing deep and stretching him open. The hazy, dreamlike shroud blanketing his mind numbed the short, sharp, burning sensation. Instead, all he felt was the probing intrusion of Francis’ fingers as they brushed over that secret place deep inside him, causing a burst of heat to roll across his skin and a light sweat to bloom on his brow and top lip.

      He panted, his hips rocking back onto those long, clever fingers and forward into the hot, sinful wetness of Dickie’s mouth. A moment later, he hissed as those fingers withdrew and he felt a blunt pressure as Francis pressed his generous cock against his loosened hole.

      Ev cried out as Dickie sucked harder, reaching up and fondling his aching balls while Francis pressed inexorably forward, gripping Ev’s hips until something inside him gave and his cock slid deep inside him.

      Francis moaned in pleasure as his fingers tightened on Ev’s hips until Ev was sure they would leave marks, then he pulled out almost to the flared crown. Francis thrust back in, starting up a vigorous pace, his skin slapping against Ev’s buttocks and thighs as he fucked him hard, just the way he liked it.

      Francis released his vice-like grip on Ev’s hips just long enough to push his shirt up his back, shoving it over his head and tossing it carelessly aside so he could stroke his chest and tug at his sensitive nipples.

      Ev could barely breathe from the stimulation, caught in the heady wasteland between pain and pleasure. He had a hot, throbbing cock almost splitting him open, each thrust pushing his own prick deep into Dickie’s throat and causing the boy to gag, although he didn’t seem to mind. If Dickie’s deep moans were anything to gauge, the rough treatment only seemed to arouse the young man more.

      Ev’s head was spinning, hazy with lust and the effects of the pipe. He lifted his heavy arms, reaching behind him for Francis, his fingers tangling in Francis’ hair as he turned his head, his mouth searching blindly.

      Francis took his lips and thrust his tongue deep inside Ev’s mouth, mimicking what his cock was doing to Ev’s arse. It was a delicious dichotomy, feeling the smooth silk of Francis’ corset against his naked back and the near brutal thrust of his hard cock inside him.

      Unable to hold back the demands of his body, his climax ripped through him savagely. He erupted into Dickie’s throat as the boy spluttered and coughed around his cock and swallowed. Ev clamped down on Francis’ cock, causing him to groan. Heat filled his back passage as he felt the pulse of Francis’ cock releasing inside him.

      He panted as the world tilted around him. Francis’ arms held him upright while Dickie continued to lick every drop of his ejaculate from his softening prick. Francis’ cock slid from his body and he felt a trickle of fluid spill from his crease and down his thighs.

      Dickie hummed and pressed his face further into Ev’s groin, gripping his thighs as he nuzzled deeper, his nose pressed under Ev’s spent balls, his tongue lapping and rooting toward his well-used hole.

      “That’s enough, Darling Dickie,” Francis crooned. “I think Ev needs to sit a moment.”

      Obediently, Dickie sat back on his heels and grasped Ev’s trousers and smalls, pulling them up his legs as Francis lowered him into a wing-backed chair beside the sofa.

      Ev sat in a daze, his pounding heart slowing and his breathing evening out. He watched as Francis leaned forward and kissed Dickie deeply, no doubt tasting his semen on the boy’s tongue.

      Francis pulled back and stroked Dickie’s dark hair. “Good boy,” he praised him warmly. “Now take your clothes off. I’m not done yet.”

      Dickie climbed to his feet, his eagerness evident as he stripped off his clothes in haste until he was completely naked, his slim curved cock standing up and looking painfully engorged.

      Francis sashayed across the room, then paused in front of a large bowl situated on top of the dresser and filled it from the matching jug sitting beside it. He picked up a muslin cloth and a bar of soap and washed his flagging cock as Dickie watched him.

      Once he was finished, Francis moved back to the sofa, dropping down onto the seat. He stroked his cock with a slow, almost lazy movement as he drew an appreciative gaze down the boy’s body. Dickie may have only been a couple of years younger than both Everett and Francis, but he seemed so naive and innocent and so very eager to please.

      “Come here, Darling Dickie.” Francis crooked his finger with a teasing smile. “Suck me back to hardness and then you can ride my cock.”

      Dickie gave an angelic little smile and with a quiet hum of pleasure dropped to his knees in between Francis’ spread legs, pressing his face into his groin and licking like an eager puppy.

      Everett reached forward and picked up the fluted pipe. He leaned over the lamp and allowed the flame to heat the bowl, releasing more of the opium. After a deep pull, he relaxed back into the chair, watching his friend and Darling Dickie.

      Francis looked the very picture of debauchery; if Ev could have painted him at that moment, the portrait could have only one title.

      The Pleasure of Sin.

      Francis’ hair was ruffled from having Ev’s fingers tangled in it. His rouged lips were smudged, staining his mouth and chin deep red. His silken robe was hanging off his smooth shoulders, revealing his tightly laced corset and his naked groin, and between his spread legs, Dickie was swallowing down his cock like it was the only thing he was born to do.

      Ev took another long drag from the pipe, enjoying the cloudy spinning feeling in his head. His arse throbbed, and when he shifted he could feel the wetness of Francis’ release between his buttocks.

      From his seat opposite the two fornicating men, he had a salacious and unhindered view. He watched in a drowsy haze as Dickie climbed onto Francis’ lap and sank down on his generous cock. Ev gave a slow, languid blink, feeling all the tension drain from his body. He vaguely remembered something had been bothering him earlier, but when he tried to recall what it was, it flitted away like a moth dancing in the pale moonlight.

      Instead, he watched Dickie throw his head back, moaning in delight as that huge cock drove in and out of his tight hole.

      Ev blinked again and his hand, still clutching the pipe, fell into his lap. He closed his eyes for a moment and when he opened them, Dickie was on his hands and knees moaning like a whore while Francis rammed his cock into him. The firelight flickered over their glistening skin, drawing lulling shapes that danced.

      He closed his eyes again and this time slid into the inexorable sweetness of oblivion.
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        * * *

      

      The streets were still dark as Charlie left the house in Islington. The first pale strains of pre-dawn would soon illuminate the grimy streets with an eerie glow, but for the moment there was a peaceful stillness, almost as if the world were holding its breath.

      Waiting…

      His arse ached pleasantly with every step, and his well-used cock was sore against the rough material of his trousers. The hour was late by the time the Colonel had finished with him. Not that Charlie was complaining, he always enjoyed his time with the vigorous older man. The colonel was a rough but generous lover.

      In fact, he’d enjoyed himself so thoroughly he’d missed the last tram back and there was no chance of him reaching his lodgings before they locked the doors. With no alternative available, he’d spent a few hours kipping on a chaise in the parlour, knowing that his lordship wouldn’t mind. It was why Lord Francis had purchased the house in Islington, so boys like him would have a safe place to indulge without risking trawling through Hyde Park. They weren’t prostitutes by any means, most of the young men such as himself were gainfully employed elsewhere.

      His Lordship gave them a place to indulge their needs and no money ever changed hands, unlike some of the other Molly houses in London. The house in Islington was one of the safer places he knew of, with entry by invitation only. It minimised the risk, but they still had to be careful. The magistrates may have stopped hanging their kind but it didn’t mean he wouldn’t serve hard time if he was caught by the peelers.

      He pulled his collar tight. The damp chill of the early hours seemed to sink right into his bones, causing him to shudder. Hurrying down the narrow misty street, he felt another shiver skitter down his spine with sly, spindly fingers– only this time, it wasn’t from the cold.

      He stopped and turned back to look, certain someone was following him. His eyes narrowed but all he could see was the foggy, dimly lit street behind him. With a small frown, he turned and hurried on; he didn’t have the time to dawdle as he had a fair distance to cover before dawn. The trams wouldn’t be running this early and his employer would not take kindly to his late arrival.

      Focusing on the uneven cobbles beneath his feet, he turned down a darkened alley. There was more than a bite to the air, which probably meant snow before long. His fingers were already stiffening as he clutched the collar of his coat to ward off the cold.

      He reached the end of the alley and turned, drawing up short when he found an abandoned hand-drawn cart. Frowning, Charlie glanced around, unable to see anyone as another bank of low-lying fog rolled across the road. Approaching the cart cautiously, he peered into the back and, to his confusion, saw a fair-sized crate, open and lined with hay, the lid propped against its side. Beside it was a small hammer and a pile of iron nails.

      Deciding it was none of his business, he turned sharply and found himself colliding with a heavy chest. Charlie stumbled back a pace, his gaze skimming the man he’d collided with. He was a giant, standing almost two heads taller than Charlie, with shoulders so wide, Charlie doubted he’d be able to fit through a doorway without turning sideways. His hands were huge, his fingers thick and his knuckles dusted with wiry black hair.

      Charlie’s gaze was drawn slowly upwards, past the man’s worn woollen coat to his thick neck, a jaw covered with a coarse, dark stubble, and lips set in a thin line. The rest of his face was cast into shadow by the brim of his shabby bowler hat.

      “Pardon me, sir,” Charlie muttered as he attempted to step around the huge fellow.

      The stranger simply stepped with him and continued to block his path. A small flutter of panic beat against Charlie’s ribs as he sucked in a breath and attempted to step to the opposite side, but once again the silent and unnerving giant moved into his path.

      “Sir.” Charlie squared his narrow shoulders, holding his spine ramrod straight so as not to betray his unease. “Please stand aside.”

      The man did not move, nor did he speak. Charlie felt cold fear trickle down his spine, as if he’d been doused by icy shards of winter rain.

      “Shall I call out for the constable? I passed one not one street back and he was heading in this direction,” he lied, trying to present a confidence and authority he did not have.

      For a second, they stood together, locked in silence. Then, just when Charlie was contemplating making a run for it, the giant stepped aside. Swallowing, he gave the man a curt nod and moved past. He barely got two steps away when he felt one of those huge arms wrap around him, pinning his arms to his sides. He struggled and cried out as a cloth was pressed over his mouth, muffling his frantic yell for help. A cloying scent filled his nose and mouth. The world around him began to spin and the cobbles tilted beneath his feet. His eyes rolled back in his head and his body went limp as everything turned black.

      He didn’t feel a thing as he was picked up like a rag doll, nor did he stir when his slight frame was tucked into the crate. He didn’t register the lid lowering nor the ominous knocking as the nails sealed it shut.

      In fact, there was no one, as the first pale rays of dawn began to break through the fog, to notice the enormous brute of a man slinging the leather strap over his wide shoulders and picking up the handles to drag the small cart behind him down the empty street in silence.
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      The dainty tinkling of the carriage clock chimed the hour, and Everett almost groaned out loud. His head was pounding and his mouth tasted foul.

      Opening his eyes, he abruptly shut them again, fighting a wave of nausea as the room began to spin wildly. Drawing in a slow breath, he registered the soft bed beneath him, the cool air pebbling his naked skin, and the warm flesh of a body pressed up against his side.

      Rolling his head gingerly, he cracked one eye open tentatively and when the spinning subsided, he opened the other. The room was still draped in darkness, the fire having burned down to nothing but embers and the oil lamp on low. He recognised the first tumble of limbs wrapped around him as belonging to Francis but, realising there were more limbs than required by just two people, he lifted his head a scant few inches off the soft, down-filled pillow and cast his gaze over to the third naked body in the bed.

      Even in the dim light, Everett could make out the sweetly angelic face of Richard Lowcroft, or Darling Dickie as Francis had referred to him, a moniker which was beginning to catch on, many guests of the house now using it when greeting the pretty and enthusiastic boy.

      As gently as he could, Everett removed Francis’ arm from his chest and carefully lifted his aching body into a seated position. He hadn’t meant to stay the night. It only made it harder for him to slip away undetected in the morning.

      It was foolish and dangerous. If the house was raided by the police, there would be no disguising the true nature of the establishment nor the men found in varying states of undress within its walls.

      They all lived with the gut-wrenching fear of discovery but it was never quite enough to prevent them from coming back for more. They could no more deny their nature than stop the moon from rising, but he was under no illusion. One day their luck would run out and god help them when it did.

      Swinging his legs slowly over the side of the bed, he winced as his feet made contact with the freezing floor. His buttocks and thighs ached with exertion and his hole throbbed painfully.

      He had a vague recollection of the three of them the previous night. Trapped between the two other men in a web of decadent pleasure, he’d fucked the boy spread out beneath him as Francis ploughed his arse from behind. The three of them had writhed in the sheets, fuelled by a haze of whiskey and opium.

      But he didn’t have the time to dwell on the night’s activities, he realised as he glanced across at the small clock and noted the time. It wasn’t usual for him to stay the whole night; he preferred to return to his own residence well before dawn.

      Francis stayed more often. After all
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