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Thomas was standing in the
kitchen, moving his weight from foot to foot while he stared into the half
empty cupboard. Somehow, despite the fact that he had gone grocery shopping two
days ago, there weren’t enough ingredients to make an actual meal out of. There
was spaghetti sauce, but no noodles. 
There was rice, but not enough vegetables for stir fry. He couldn’t even
make sandwiches for two people because there were three pieces of bread in the
bag. 


As an engaged man with an
apartment and two cats, he couldn’t help but feel he should be enough of a
grown up to have at least one meal’s worth of food in his cupboard at all times.
But, unless he was going to make rice and spaghetti sauce for dinner, or a
three layer grilled cheese sandwich to split, that did not seem to be the case.



He grabbed the last Oreo out of
the box and jammed the cookie in his mouth when he heard keys jingling in the
door. 


“My sister called. Again,” Carlos
announced as he walked in. 


Thomas closed the cupboards and
walked out into the hallway where he could see Carlos coming through the door.
His fiancé dropped his briefcase onto the floor with a thunk, then pulled off
his blazer and threw it at the coat rack rather than even trying to hang it up.
He watched it fall onto his briefcase and stuck his tongue out at it. 


Thomas crossed his arms and
watched the childish display with amusement. “Hello to you, too. Which sister?”


“Ana Maria,” Carlos huffed. He
toed off his shoes and left them near his heap of work stuff. 


“And she called about?” Thomas
asked, as though he wasn’t already well aware. 


“She found a dress that is
perfect for Silvia, and is demanding to know why Rosa is going to be the flower
girl. Again.” Carlos kissed Thomas in greeting as he walked by him and dropped
directly into Thomas’s spot on the couch. 


“You’re kidding me. This has been
worked out for months!” Thomas tried not to growl, but considering how many
times they’d had this conversation with Carlos’s sister, it was hard not to be
frustrated. He stomped back to the couch and stood in front of Carlos for a
moment, but instead of collapsing down next to him he spun around and went back
to the kitchen instead. 


“Rosa is the flower girl because
she’s the youngest girl who is still old enough to walk,” he announced as he
went to the fridge. He wasn’t saying anything that Carlos wasn’t already well
aware of, they’d had this discussion easily a thousand times, but he went on
anyway, maybe just out of habit. “Her brothers are ushers because Carmen
already has suits for them, and Silvia and Teddy are handing out programs. We
can’t keep having this discussion with Ana Maria.” He retrieved a couple
bottles of beer from the fridge. Dinner might have been too much to ask for,
but they sure as hell had beer. 


“I think if she pushes it one
more time I’m just going to tell her the whole truth behind our decision,”
Carlos said.


Thomas returned to the living
room and handed Carlos his beer. 


“Rosa, Javier, and Rafael are
getting more important jobs because they’re beautifully behaved children?” he
said, plopping down next to Carlos. 


Carlos wrapped an arm around him
and pulled him closer. “Yep.”


 “And Silvia is getting programs because she’s
a brat and Teddy will either keep an eye on her or take over for her when she
inevitably melts down because not enough people are paying attention to her?”
Thomas asked, dropping down beside him.


“Bingo!” Carlos threw up his
empty arm and dropped his head against the back of the couch.


“You know, I gave my brother a
lot of shit when he complained about trying to plan his wedding,” Thomas
sighed. 


“I remember. I bet you feel like
a real asshole now.”


“Yep.”


Carlos slumped against him.
“Baby, I know I keep suggesting this, and you keep shooting me down—but are you
sure you don’t want to just fly to Vegas?”


Thomas groaned and pulled away,
taking a gulp of his beer. “Stop it.”


“Nice hotel. Elvis impersonator.”
Carlos snorted. “Hit the slots?”


“Shut up. You’re the worst.”


“Give me a reason why not.”


“We can legally get married in
Minnesota, not in Nevada. Your mother will kill you. Your mother will kill me.
My brother has been working on his best man toast for like three years and I am
sure that he will actually fall apart in a toddler-like tearful tantrum if he
doesn’t get to do it.”


“Thomas––” Carlos pretended to
whine in protest.


“And we’d miss out on the
fun of watching whichever of my relatives bother to show up trying to pronounce
all of the new in-laws’ names.”


Carlos laughed. “Oh. Right.
I really am looking forward to that. Wait until your mother meets my Bisabuela
Viridiana. That’s going to be brutal.”


“Oh, yeah. She’s a sweet lady. I
loved Vird…Virdna…na”


“Vir-id-ian-a,” Carlos said,
breaking up each syllable for him carefully.


“That’s what I said.” 


Carlos slapped Thomas’s stomach
teasingly. “You need to get better at that. My mother keeps insisting we teach
the kids Spanish.”


“We’re twenty eight. We’re not
going to have kids for a long-ass time.”


“Well. They’re going to speak
Spanish. Be warned.”


“Si. Entiendo,” Thomas replied.
“You should tell her that I can understand her sometimes. Like when she
complains about how skinny I am or asks you if I have a real job yet.”


“I think she already knows.”


“And does it on purpose?”


“That’s my mom.” Carlos sighed
and gulped his beer. 


“Oh.” Thomas tapped his knee.
“Did you remember to set up an appointment with the tailor today?”


“Thomas––” Carlos sighed and
dropped his head down against Thomas’s shoulder.


“Carlos!”


“I’m sorry.”


Thomas scoffed. “Dammit. That
means you missed the window. It’s going to take at least another two weeks to
get in for your fitting. And I’ve been playing phone tag with the caterers all
day. So you just know something’s gone wrong.”


“Thomas––”


“And we’ve only gotten twenty-two
RSVP cards in so far and—”


Carlos’s hand came up from
Thomas’s lap and pressed over Thomas’s face. “Thomas? Baby? I had a really,
ludicrously, cruelly long week at work, and I was thinking about this the whole
way home. Do you know what I really, really, want to do tonight?”


Thomas, mouth still covered,
quirked up an eyebrow. 


“Pretend we aren’t getting
married.” 


Thomas felt his heart stop.
Carlos’s face drooped down like a kicked beagle. “That didn’t come out the way
I meant it.” Carlos leaned forward, and kissed the back of his own hand where
it was still held over Thomas’s mouth. Thomas tried not to laugh at how serious
he seemed. 


“I just need a night off,” Carlos
said. “I need one wedding-free night. One. One night where we
don’t talk about what deposit check got sent where, or panic about whether or
not a co-worker or neighbor was invited, or debate about how in the hell we are
ever going to find a band that both of our families won’t hate, or try to
figure out where to seat some the relatives who don’t speak a lot of English. I
love you, and I’m so excited to be your husband. But planning a wedding?”
Carlos blew a raspberry. “It’s like taking another full time job on some days.
And I’m so tired.”


Thomas nodded. 


“Is this okay?”


Thomas nodded again.


“Alright. Perfect. One night,
where we don’t even talk about it. Deal?”


He pulled his hand away from
Thomas’s mouth and Thomas tried not to sound too relieved when he responded,
“Deal.”


They both leaned back against the
couch. In unison, they took a sip from their beers. For a few moments the quiet
was relaxing, but it turned awkward quickly.


 After nearly a full minute of silence, Thomas
turned to his fiancé. “Can you think of anything else to talk about?” he
demanded. 


Carlos’s expression was
practically terror. “Not a damn thing.”


“Well,” Thomas sighed. “So much
for the ‘pretend we aren’t getting married’ plan.” He gulped his beer. “I did
remember to send the check to the––”


Carlos’s hand closed over his
mouth again. Thomas responded with the top half of a bitch face. He’d told
Carlos a million times that he needed to use his words more. Carlos never
listened, but Thomas kept saying it.


“No. No. Stop.” Carlos said. “No
wedding stuff. I have an idea. Go put on something nice.”


Thomas pulled Carlos’s hand away
again. “Like my pearls and heels?” 


Carlos sighed. “No. You’ll like
this. I promise. Go get dressed up, suit and tie. I mean really dressed
up, and take a cab downtown. Go to Oceanaire.”


Thomas was getting the gist of
what Carlos was suggesting, but still wrinkled his nose. “That place reeks of
fish.”


Carlos laughed and kissed him.
“Fine. Capital Grille, then. Sit at the bar, order a cocktail, and I’ll come find
you.” He grinned, looking utterly self-satisfied. 


“Oh… I don’t know, Carlos. It’s
so expensive and we are pla—”


Once more, Carlos’s hand settled
over Thomas’s mouth. “No. Not tonight we aren’t. Tonight you are
gorgeous, and out on the town looking for a good time.” Carlos’s hands settled
at either side of his neck and slid down over his shoulders. “And maybe a tall,
dark, and handsome stranger is in town for business.”


“Tall, dark, and handsome, huh?”


“Mhmm. And this stranger likes
the look of you, but he’s leaving in the morning.”


A little shiver of excitement ran
down Thomas’s spine. 


“So he’s got one night to really
make it count huh?”


“And he’s sure as hell going to
make it count.”


Thomas could tell from the way
Carlos’s smile curved up a little bit further, that he’d noticed the shiver. He
leaned back, away from Carlos’s hand over his mouth and without saying a word,
went into the bedroom to get a suit. 


 


****


 


When Thomas returned to the
living room, dressed up and clean shaven, Carlos refused to look at him. He
said he wanted to be surprised. It was stupidly charming and it convinced
Thomas that Carlos’s sudden hare-brained scheme was actually going to be
romantic and sexy after all. 


He didn’t take a cab. Despite
Carlos’s insistence that they spend one night without the cost and effort of
the wedding hanging over their heads, the Capital Grille was very expensive,
and Carlos’s comment about “a business man only in town for one night” made
Thomas sure they would eventually wind up in a hotel. A last minute reservation
at a downtown hotel was going to be expensive. He’d have an easier time not
thinking about how much they were spending on a few cocktails, a couple chicken
breasts, and a bed a ten-minute drive from their own, if he at least cut cab
fare out of the night’s costs. 


He caught the 4L bus downtown. A
bunch of hipsters, probably only a year or two younger than he was, gave him
weird looks for his silver grey three-piece suit with a butter yellow tie and
matching pocket square. He ignored them.


Walking into The Capital Grille
dressed to the nines and alone was more of a thrill than expected. Thomas
couldn’t even remember the last time he’d gone to a restaurant alone. It must
been before he and Carlos had gotten together, and that would be nine years in
January. 


He wished he owned a hat to go
with this suit. He’d fit in here. The place was old fashioned, but still ritzy
and clean lined, Norman Rockwell meets Ikea. The guy behind the bar was
handsome and dressed all in black. He was setting up a tray of martinis for a
young waitress with her hair styled as though going into work had pulled her
away from watching Walter Cronkite’s report on the Kennedy assassination. 


Thomas settled into a bar stool,
unbuttoning his suit jacket as he sat. A bartender appeared in front of him
almost instantly.


“What can I get you, sir?”


Thomas resisted the urge to get a
Summit like he always did. “An Aviation, please.”


“Can I see your ID, please?”


Thomas never got carded when he
was with Carlos, even though they were the same age. Thomas dug it out of his
wallet and presented it. The bartender peered at it seriously for a moment,
then smiled. 


“Aviation. Right away.”


It occurred to Thomas that,
without a partner here with him, he wasn’t sure where he was supposed to turn
his attention. This was too nice a place for TV screens. He was sitting at the
wrong angle to glance over the tables, and the windows were covered. This time
of night Hennepin Avenue was populated by sloppy-drunk twinks and stumbling-drunk
college girls. Suburb dude-bros trying to buy weed. Drag Queens having a smoke.
Not exactly the view that this restaurant’s patrons wanted to see over their
surf and turf. 


Thomas tried to look calm and
aloof. He’d never been in a bar alone. He and Carlos started dating when they
were both twenty. They’d gone out for their first legal drinks together, and
you just didn’t go out to a bar by yourself when you already had a boyfriend.


The bartender handed him his
drink. Thomas thanked him and took a sip. A movement to his left caught his
eye. Someone was waving at him. He sighed, disappointed with Carlos for a
moment. It was stupid to drag him here and spend all this money and not even be
seduced. He looked more closely and realized that it wasn’t Carlos. 


The face was shockingly handsome.
Stunning, really. The kind of face that made jaws drop, pants tent, and nuns
blush. That was the main similarity to Carlos really. But this guy had shorter
hair, dark brown, not black. Lighter skin. Thomas secured his jaw as the name
for the face finally surfaced in his mind. 


Jimmy Colton. 


They’d gone to college together.
Jimmy was in the theater department and no matter what the play was, the girls
in the costume shop found an excuse to make him shirtless. On a stage full of
boys he’d always looked like the one grown man with his old Hollywood face and
Brad-Pitt-in-the-90’s body. Well dressed in the dim light of the expensive
restaurant, he was even more handsome, his smile made gorgeous by a long
absence. The corners of that smile turned up higher when Thomas’s gaze finally
really landed on him. Butterflies kicked up in Thomas’s stomach instantly. 


Jimmy Colton had been his biggest
and longest running crush in college. Carlos’s too. Hell, probably every gay
guy in the whole school. He was toned, he was good looking, and he’d made
himself into an unattainable goal by announcing that he was bisexual, but always
having a girlfriend, though it never seemed to be the same girlfriend for
long stretches of time. Also, in the one or two nights he ever went between a
former girlfriend and a current girlfriend, he’d been known to pick up some
poor bastard for an absolutely lecherous one night stand. 


Or at least that was the rumor.
He’d only been single a few times, and Thomas had never been in a position to
find out if the tall tales were true. 


Jimmy picked up his napkin and
his glass, and started to walk over to Thomas’s spot at the bar. Thomas’s first
reaction was pleased panic. Jimmy Colton was coming up to him in a bar.
His second reaction was slightly less pleased panic. His boyfriend was supposed
to be here to seduce him at any moment. His third reaction was slightly smug
panic. Carlos could walk in and see him sitting here and flirting with the most
gorgeous man either of them ever wanted. 


“Thomas Stone!” Jimmy declared.
His voice was deep and rich, like hot chocolate during a blizzard. Or expensive
coffee on a Sunday morning. “Fancy running into you here. How have you been?”


“Good. Great, actually. And you…
Wow. You haven’t changed at all.”


Jimmy laughed. It was still the
same laugh, a braying noise, a little bit nasal. It was the one thing about him
that wasn’t perfect and attractive, and that fact that it was the annoying
outlier in his otherwise flawless presentation made the aggravating noise
endearing. It sent shivers up Thomas’s spine. He grabbed for his drink and took
a quick gulp, then another. The top shelf booze went down easy.


“That’s sweet of you to say,”
Jimmy said. His eyes raked up and down Thomas’s body in a way that almost made
him blush. “You have changed. You’re… I don’t know.” He shrugged and
sipped his own drink. “I hope it wouldn’t insult you to say that you seem
really… grown up. Maybe it’s the suit. It fits you well.”


Thomas snorted. “No. I’m not
insulted. I got carded for this drink. Despite the suit.”


“I was looking at your drink.
I’ve never seen a blue martini before. What is it?”


“It’s not a martini. It’s an
Aviation,” Thomas said. “It’s gin, maraschino liqueur, lemon juice and creme de
violette, which is what makes it blue. My grandmother
used to drink them. They’re old fashioned, but,” ––He shrugged–– “Look around
us.”


Jimmy smiled his slow, easy
smile. “Maybe I’ll order my own next. I usually drink Pinot Grigio, but the
oddest people hit on you when you drink wine at the bar.”


“I haven’t noticed,” Thomas told
him. It was the truth, but Jimmy wrinkled his nose at him like he was being
coy.


 “About the wine,” Thomas clarified. 


“I’m supposed to believe that all
kinds don’t come up and hit on someone like you when you go to a bar alone and
sip your grandmother’s cocktail?”


Thomas blushed. “What are you
doing in Minneapolis? I heard you were out in New York.” 


“I am out in New York. New York
City, actually, but I’m celebrating a successful work trip before I go back. I
was in town to do some interviews. I work in radio and my show is doing some
stories about The American Metropolis. Minneapolis is in our ‘secret gem’ category.
Very affordable, very well educated, very healthy. Low crime, good wages. Good
entertainment for everyone from families to a single man about town. Gay,
straight or somewhere in between. And no one knows anything about it, or if
they do they think it’s a frozen tundra. 
The boys upstairs knew I was a native son, so they sent me back for a
couple days to do lunches and ‘man on the streets’. It’s been good time. I
needed a vacation. What about you?”


Thomas debated lying for a
moment. Telling the truth would stop the flirting, which he was getting a kick
out of, but it was cruel to lead someone on, and if Jimmy was, as Thomas
suspected, looking for a corn-fed lay before he went back to the big leagues,
he deserved to know that he was barking up the wrong tree.


“I’m… I’m waiting for my fiancé,
actually. We’re meeting here for cocktails and appetizers. Carlos Gutierrez.
You remember him?”


Jimmy looked him up and down
again. “Do I ever. I was so disappointed when the two of you got together. Two
boys I wanted, suddenly taken off the menu.”


Thomas nearly choked on his
drink. Jimmy Colton had actually known who he was back in college. What a thing
to learn nine years too late.


“So, still together after all
this time and wedding bells in the future. Congratulations.” He raised his
drink, Thomas mirrored the gesture and they touched their glasses together with
a little ‘tink’. “Many happy returns. He in the bathroom or something?”


“We’re…” Thomas laughed
self-deprecatingly. “We’re playing a little game, honestly. We’ve been so
overwhelmed with wedding plans that we both needed… I don’t know, to shake
things up a little.”


“Yeah. I get that. My sister’s
planning her wedding too. I don’t envy anyone trying to do it.”


“It doesn’t help that my family
isn’t super supportive. Or that his family is crazy excited. His mother called
us screaming when the news about legalization came through. We just set the
phone on the coffee table and waited for her to calm down.”


“That is adorable,” Jimmy told
him. “So what’s the game?”


“Oh. We’re pretending that we’re
strangers. Carlos is going to find me here. I’m going to let him seduce
me, and then we’re going to go home. Too much talk about caterers and place
cards will kill the romance in your life.”


“Ah. Okay. I see. Are you going to
play hard to get?” Jimmy’s smile was brighter than ever as he picked his drink
up again. 


Thomas bit his lip. “It depends
on whether or not he brings his A-game, I guess.”


Jimmy nodded. His reached out and
plucked Thomas’s glass from his hand, then took a sip of his drink. “Mmm. That
is good.”


It was just a little too
flirtatious. Just a little too familiar. “What are you doing?” Thomas asked. 


Jimmy winked at him. “Carlos just
walked in.” He handed the glass back, looked at the door, where Carlos must be
standing and smirked. “Should I leave you to your game?” He leaned a little
closer and set his hand to Thomas’s knee. “Or maybe stay and play along for a
little while?”


Thomas’s entire body froze up,
like it had been dropped in ice. Jimmy’s warm hand smoothed over his kneecap.
He glanced over at the door, where Carlos, who was obviously late due to trying
to make an entrance, was framed in the heavy wooden door. He looked incredible
in his navy suit with a striped tie and a white shirt. It was a little bit old
fashioned, a little too 1960’s, but it made him look like a movie star, all
cheekbones and coiffed hair and white smiles. He straightened his shoulders and
came over to them both. 


Thomas gulped. “Play along?”


Jimmy finished his drink. “Yeah.
You know. He comes in to find you with another man after you.” He slid his hand
a fraction of an inch up Thomas’s thigh. It took everything in Thomas not to
flinch.  “He gets to play the big man and
fight me off, claim what’s his? Possessive-slash-jealous sex is fan-fucking-tastic.”


Thomas took another gulp of his
drink. “Uh… that could be fun… yeah.”


Jimmy’s wholesome grin turned a
little crooked. He scooted his stool closer, so that their knees were touching.
Thomas, blushing furiously, cast another glance at Carlos, who looked
dumbfounded. He gave his boyfriend an apologetic smile, and tilted his chin up
a little bit, a gentle “come over here”. Carlos’s look of confusion, edging
toward hurt, softened and turned to intrigue, then a predatory grin.


 


****


 


Thomas wasn’t quite sure how they
got to this point. Unremarkable chit chat about their jobs somehow got the
point across that the game was still going on and that Carlos’s role changed
from the handsome stranger who picked Thomas up in a bar, to the manly fiancé staking
his claim against the interest of Jimmy’s handsome stranger role. They’d left
the bar for a booth, tucked into an alcove warmly lit by a sconce and a large
candle at the center of the table in a red cracked-glass candleholder. Carlos
sat next to Thomas, with his arm wrapped around his back. It was more PDA than
was usual for them after this point in their relationship, but it wasn’t
entirely out of character. Jimmy sat across from them. They laughed about old
college stories. Their hot pepper calamari and prosciutto wrapped mozzarella arrived.
Jimmy started playing footsie with Thomas under the table. Carlos ordered
everyone another round of drinks and started stroking his palm gently up and
down Thomas’s thigh.


 The friendly night kept up the pretense of
Jimmy trying to steal Thomas away. It was fun to pretend that two beautiful men
really were fighting over him. And then things took a turn. Thomas mentioned
that he was a yoga instructor. Jimmy’s mild flirting became a little more
sexual. He asked if Thomas could put his legs behind his head, and bit his lip
when Thomas said he could. 


Carlos, still stroking his thigh,
set his hand to Thomas’s crotch and gave his half-hard cock a quick squeeze.


Thomas jumped up so hard his
knees hit the table and everything on it clattered loudly.


 Jimmy reached across the table, caught
Thomas’s chin and fed him a piece of squid, his bright blue eyes burning into
Thomas’s as he placed the bite of meat into his mouth. The picante flavor spread
over Thomas’s tongue, as he swallowed and fought for words, staring into the
face of an old crush who had become an even more stunning man, with his lover’s
hands between his legs. A soft “uh” escaped his lips. 


“You are really getting turned on
by this, aren’t you?” Carlos’s voice was quiet, but not so quiet that Jimmy
couldn’t hear them easily. Thomas couldn’t force himself to reply. Carlos set
his lips to Thomas’s ear and whispered to him again. “You getting really hot
for us, baby?”


Jimmy’s throat bobbed before he
pulled back and said, in an admirably level voice, “How far are we taking this
game?”


“Well… we have sort of talked
about how we have this… fantasy,” Carlos answered, his voice steady and
confident.


Jimmy’s smile curled up again.
“Everybody does, boys. Everybody does.” He leaned back in the booth, grinning
like the cat who got the cream. “I have a hotel room downtown.”


Thomas tried to set his hands
down on the table, in the same sort of gesture that important people trying to
gain the upper hand might set their hands on their desk. But, overloaded, his
hands banged on the surface with a loud thump. And old man at a table a little
ways over, who had been nursing an Old Fashioned for half an hour, gave them
all a nasty look.


Carlos moved his hand back to
Thomas’s thigh. 


“Baby?” he started gently. “It’s
okay if you aren’t on board with this.”


“I … umm,” Thomas managed. “This
is not what I was expecting today. I’m a little—”


“What do you need?” Jimmy asked.
His tone was low and careful and helped Thomas ground himself. 


“I––” Thomas started. “I need
some air.” He scooted out of the booth and tried to walk across the restaurant
as nonchalantly as he possibly could with two men behind him and a noticeable
erection nudging at the front of his trousers. He walked down a hallway that
turned out to be some sort of ‘employees only’ section of the restaurant. A
cute young waitress, who was obviously doing everything in her power to keep
from indicating that she had seen his predicament, gave him directions to
the bathroom. 


Thankfully, no one else was in
the men’s room.


Thomas bent over the sink and
splashed cold water on his face, let the water drip down his cheeks and chin,
then did it again. 


He and Carlos had talked
about doing this before. A few years ago they hit a dry spell and admitted to
being bored, and The List was born. Whenever anything they thought might be
interesting, or sexy, or a break from the usual, occurred to them they wrote it
on a worn and increasingly crumpled piece of paper from an old yellow legal pad,
which they kept in their nightstand. Sometimes things got crossed off right
away. Some experiments were so successful that they became part of the usual,
and the occasional thing was such a disaster that all attempts at continued
sexual congress devolved into giggling, moaning in pain while trying to get the
charley horse out, or immediately running for the shower. 


The list also encompassed a few
things that neither of them had the balls to actually try yet. Adding another
man was in that category. It was more complicated than anything else they might
do together. They were in a committed, long term, monogamous
relationship. Sleeping with another man, even if they both agreed, even if they
were both present, brought up a whole host of complications.


Thomas splashed his face again.
This was ridiculous. Was Carlos really thinking about doing this? With the
wedding less than two months away? He was the one who had asked for a night
centered around pretending they weren’t getting married. Was he getting cold
feet? 


Thomas held his wet hands over
his face and breathed deep. No… this wasn’t about cold feet. Not really. They
were both men. They both liked men. They had been together for a long time and
Thomas was thinking about this too. He’d been imagining Jimmy’s hands on his
calves, not just his shoes brushing at his ankles. More than Jimmy’s fingers
against his lips. 


The door to the men’s room
creaked open. Thomas stood quickly, grabbed a rolled up washcloth from the
fancy basket on the counter and started dabbing his face. The smell of lavender
detergent didn’t quite cover up the smell of bleach. He heard foot falls on the
tile.


“Baby?” Carlos said quietly. “You
still need a minute or can we talk?”


Thomas dabbed the soft cloth
against his face again, then tossed it in the basket for used towels.


“You guys must think I’m such a
square for flipping out.”


Carlos shrugged. “You’ve always
been a square. I have always loved that about you.”


Thomas looked at Carlos in the
mirror. He looked so different than he had when they’d first gotten together.
Squarer in the jaw, broader in the shoulders. The small scar at his hairline
from the car accident he’d gotten into three years ago. His hair cut by someone
who actually knew how to cut hair, not by his mother in the bathroom over
school breaks. 


“Look, this doesn’t have to be a
big deal,” Carlos said. “If you don’t want to go back to Jimmy’s hotel, just
say so. We’ll go out there, I’ll pick up our part of the tab, pretend to rub it
in his face that you picked me. We’ll go home and I will tear you out of that
suit and fuck you like I almost lost you.”


Thomas chuckled at Carlos’s
ludicrously serious expression. The corner of Carlos’s mouth twitched up as he
stepped closer to Thomas. “Or, if you’re curious…” He set his hands on Thomas’s
shoulders. “Or interested. Or the idea makes you hot.” He leaned forward,
pushing Thomas back against the counter and pressing their groins together.
“Then we can just go back to Jimmy’s room and see what happens.”


Thomas tilted his head forward so
that his forehead touched his fiancé’s. “This is a little intimidating.”


“Why?”


Thomas scoffed. “You know why.”


“Mmnnnmm. Tell me.”


 “Because I wasn’t a slut like you were.”
Thomas had never slept with anyone but Carlos, ever. He hadn’t come out until
college, and Carlos was his first, for everything. Carlos, on the other hand,
went through what he referred to as “a little bit of a slutty phase”. It was a
slutty phase that lasted from his first blow job at fourteen years old to about
two weeks before he started going after Thomas seriously. After they were
official, they hadn’t had sex for months and months because Thomas had never so
much as kissed a boy and he was intimidated by Carlos’s experience. 


Carlos laughed. “You’re hardly a
virgin now.”


“It’s a bigger deal for me to
double the people I’ve slept with then it is for you to add one more to the
pile.”


Carlos pulled back and slid his
hand around Thomas’s jaw. “I haven’t slept with anyone but you in nine years,
either. I’m aware that breaking that streak is a big deal, but this isn’t about
getting to fuck Jimmy Colton. This is about doing something a little crazy,
sowing some wild oats, with you.”


Thomas shivered in Carlos’s arms.
“I like that definition.”


“I want to see another man get
turned on by you. I want to see another man touch you. Adore you. Make you feel
good.”


“Okay,” Thomas said with a sigh.
“And you want all this before we get married?”


“Thomas, you’ve never even kissed
anyone but me. Are you telling me that you’ve never wondered what another man
might be like? At all?”


“Maybe a little,” Thomas
admitted. 


“Uh huh. And you’ve been drooling
over him all night. And you’re right. We’re getting married. No matter what
happens tonight, you’re still going home with me. Jimmy will go to the airport.
You and I will go back to our apartment. With our cats.
And bicker with our family about the details of this huge
elaborate ceremony to prove that we are going to spend our lives
together.” Carlos kissed him. “And none of that is going to change, just
because I got to watch some gorgeous boy suck you off.”


Thomas’s hips rocked against him
involuntarily and he shifted out of Carlos’s grip and cleared his throat.
“Okay. Alright. Whatever happens, I don’t want it to happen in a men’s room.”


“Deal.”


“And we need… guidelines.”


“Safety words?” Carlos grinned. 


Thomas wagged a finger at him.
“Don’t be like that right now.”


Carlos held his hands up,
placating. He walked to the door and held it open for Thomas. 


Back at the table, Jimmy was
signing the check. He looked up at them with a sincere, hopeful smile. Carlos
and Thomas slid back into their side of the booth.


“What did you gentleman decide?”
Jimmy asked. 


“That it’s a perfect night to go
back to your hotel for nightcap,” Carlos said. “We just need”––he glanced at
Thomas––“A minimum expectation to work with. What’s the minimum that would make
this worth your while, Jimmy?”


“I’m an easy guy to please. Bare
minimum, I could have a nice night watching the two of you together.” There
wasn’t a trace of embarrassment or hesitation in his tone. He sounded like he’d
done this before, like the idea of a live show was exactly what he’d come here
looking for. “You’re handsome fellas. You don’t owe me anything.”


Thomas was more relieved than he
thought he would be to hear that. “Okay. Yeah. I can work with that.”


Carlos kissed Thomas’s neck.
“Let’s head out, then.”


 


****


 


Jimmy’s hotel was only a few
blocks away. Carlos slotted his hand into Thomas’s as they walked two paces
behind Jimmy, who led the way. The slight chill of the spring night was
rejuvenating. Energizing. Carlos thumbed over the back of Thomas’s hand, the way
he did when he was really pleased about something. 


The hotel lobby was impressive: high
ceilings, glossy white end tables, leather furniture and huge windows. Every
light fixture and piece of furniture was ultra-modern. Their quick steps rang
loudly in the empty anteroom’s the three of them tried to hurry to the elevator
as nonchalantly as possible. Carlos’s hand tightened around Thomas’s as the
elevator doors dinged shut, and Thomas braced himself, expecting, now that they
were somewhere semi-private for the first time tonight, that he was about to be
ravaged, like a steak thrown into a piranha tank. But all that happened was
Jimmy settled back against the wall on Thomas’s other side and set his hand to
the small of Thomas’s back. He wondered, with a twinge of embarrassment that
bit into the pleasant tingling down his spine, if the other two were playing it
so cool because he had freaked back at the restaurant.


The lights kept moving across the
top of the elevator, from one all the way to fifteen, while the three men stood
quietly, unmoving hands burning against each other until the bell finally
dinged and the doors slid open.


The three of them walked into a foyer
built like the entryway but on a smaller scale. Carlos’s hand stayed tight
around his, but Jimmy’s slid up between his shoulders. They were both innocent
enough touches, but Thomas couldn’t help but feel like anyone who saw them
would have a pretty clear idea what their plans for the night entailed.
Thankfully, they didn’t cross anyone’s path on their way to Jimmy’s room.


Jimmy pulled out his keycard,
slid it into the door and ripped it back out, then flung the door open and
ushered Thomas and Carlos inside. He flicked the lights on, illuminating a
rich, elegant room. Everything in it was black, white, gray or a neutral,
woodsy brown. All the lighting came from warm sconces on the walls. It should
have been gloomy, but it wasn’t. It was restful. It might have been the
cocktails, or the touching, but Thomas also felt like it was sensual, as though
a hotel near the conference center and all the downtown businesses specifically
designed itself for the sexual misadventures of traveling executives. Maybe it
had. Thomas was hardly in a position to gather empirical evidence on the
subject.


The door slammed shut behind
them. Thomas’s body tightened in anticipation and he sucked in a deep breath.
This time they were all horny and alone behind a heavy, locked door. Surely
this time someone was going to throw him back onto the luxuriously dressed king
sized bed and have their way with him. For all of Carlos’s talk about “seeing
where things go” and Jimmy’s soft smiles, Thomas knew they hadn’t come up here
to hold hands. But still, no one made a move. He wasn’t sure if that was a
relief or not. The idea of both of them at the same time was getting more and
more appealing, but Thomas still needed convincing. Looking around at the other
two men standing awkwardly in the hotel room, he realized that he wasn’t the
only one. 


For a moment that felt longer
than it probably truly was, the three of them all looked at each other. Finally
Jimmy broke the ice with one of his braying laughs. “The Jacuzzi is awesome.
Should I go start it up?”


“Yes.” Thomas was surprised that
the confident agreement had come from him. “That’s a good idea.”


Jimmy ducked into the bathroom.
Carlos squeezed Thomas’s hand and they listened to things being moved around on
the counter and the water being turned on. 


“Let’s all get comfortable,”
Jimmy announced as he walked back into the room, already unknotting his tie. He
walked past the two of them and pulled open one of the doors of the large, dark
wardrobe in the corner of the opulent room. First he slipped his crisp charcoal
suit jacket off and hung it carefully on one of the wide wooden hangers. Then
he slid his tie over the cross bar at the bottom of the hanger. He handed
Thomas and Carlos their own hangers. They both started to undress just as
casually as Jimmy.


It was all Thomas could manage
not to start laughing. It was so surreal, Carlos fastidiously unknotting
his tie and laying it over the bar of his own hanger, Jimmy carefully folding
his pants along the crease line and snapping a pants hanger over the cuffs.
They were all undressing like they were coworkers at the gym together, not like
they had come up here for a spur of the moment threesome. Thomas’s fingers
fumbled on the smaller buttons of his dress shirt and he blew out a steadying
breath. 


Carlos noticed. He crossed the
couple of feet of high pile silver carpet between them and began to unbutton
Thomas’s shirt for him. Thomas let his hands fall away from his chest. Jimmy
was already down to his undershirt and boxer briefs. He saw Thomas looking at
him and gave him a smile. They held each other’s gazes as Jimmy pulled his
undershirt over his head. Thomas licked his lips and Jimmy slid his boxers down
his muscular legs.


The most Thomas had ever seen of
Jimmy was when he’d been in his underwear onstage, back in college. The body
that Thomas had been so impressed with back in the day was the body of a boy
with athletic hobbies and good genes. Jimmy was slim and cultivated now. Not
like a bulky, roided up gym rat, but like a Greek statue. Except, where a Greek
statue would have a prim, polite little penis budding between its marble legs,
Jimmy’s cock was nested in glossy black curls and hanging, fat and pink and
already starting to swell, a little ways past the curve of his groin between
his legs. When Thomas realized that he was staring, he snapped his eyes
guiltily from Jimmy’s awakening cock and up to his amused smirk.


Jimmy laughed kindly. “You can
look.”


“Yeah, baby,” Carlos said,
nipping at Thomas’s neck while he undid Thomas’s belt. “You can look.”


Carlos’s fingers slid under the
waistband of Thomas’s boxers, down the grooves between his groin and his hipbones.


“Do you want to look, Jimmy?”
Carlos chuckled. He spun Thomas around and pulled him back against his chest.
“My fiancé here, he’s gorgeous.” He started walking back toward the edge of the
bed, pulling Thomas along with him. Carlos’s hand dove deeper into Thomas’s
underwear, circled around his cock and started stroking him under the cotton.
“He’s muscular, and handsome, and he’s hung.”


Jimmy laughed. He walked out of
the corner where the wardrobe stood and leaned back against the matching desk. 


“Come on boys,” he prompted. He
set his hands to his hips, which forced his groin just a little further
forward. “I want an idea of what I’m working with here. So I can prepare.
Anticipate.”


Carlos’s hand gripped Thomas’s
cock tighter, stroking him harder. This whole thing was starting to feel a
little out of control—the lust in Thomas’s stomach, the beautiful man watching
while his fiancé jerked Thomas off and got hard against his back. 


Thomas moaned as Carlos rubbed
the pad of his thumb against his glans. He was hard in his lover’s hand, the
bulge in his boxers encompassing Carlos’s fist as well as his cock.


“You wanna see him?” Carlos asked
again. 


“Yes,” Jimmy answered, leaning
further forward, like a little kid way too close to the TV.


“Thomas? Baby? Can I show you off
now?” Carlos asked. “Can I show him just what he’s been missing out on?”


The sound Thomas made couldn’t
possibly have been mistaken for a word, but Carlos correctly interpreted the
meaning as ‘yes’. He pulled Thomas’s cock up above the waistband and pulled the
cotton down over his hips. 


Thomas looked up into Jimmy’s
wide-blown eyes as Carlos pulled the fabric down further and let the elastic
snap back against his balls. Being displayed like this was so much sexier than
it had any right to be. Thomas would never have expected an exhibitionist
streak in himself, but an old crush’s mouth hanging open at just the sight of
him was getting him even hornier than he had been all night. Just being watched
wasn’t going to be enough.


Carlos’s fist came up over the
head of his cock, gathering up precome and using it to slick his palm.


“Told you he was sexy,” Carlos
murmured against Thomas’s skin. “Want to see him come?”


Jimmy blew out a breath and
looked Thomas over, from toes to the crown of his head. “Not yet. We’re not in
a hurry, boys. Let’s make tonight count. The hot tub should be ready. Come on.”



He held his hand out and looked
up quickly. “Take your underwear off, and then come on,” he corrected himself. 


Carlos squeezed Thomas’s hips
quickly and Thomas stood still while Carlos slid his boxers down Thomas’s legs.
Jimmy watched the progress of the cotton boxers from thigh to floor in a way
that was almost predatory. Jimmy’s cock wasn’t nearly as hard at Thomas’s was,
but watching Thomas being undressed was clearly doing it for his old crush.


“Now, Thomas, you undress
Carlos,” Jimmy requested in a whisper. Thomas turned instantly and was
surprised when Carlos caught him in a kiss. A full, romance-novel-cover kiss: one
hand in his hair, the other at the small of his back pulling their bodies tight
together. Carlos’s cotton covered hard-on rubbed against his own bare cock.
Thomas set his hands to Carlos’s waist and slid them down, digging his thumbs
under the waistband of Carlos’s boxers. Suddenly inspired, Thomas let his body
follow his hands, sinking onto his knees as he pulled Carlo’s boxers all the
way to his ankles. Carlos stepped out of the fabric, held his hands out to
Thomas and tugged Thomas back up. On his way back up to standing, Thomas licked
a stripe up the underside of Carlos’s erection and got a breathless, “Tu pinche
lengua” for his trouble.


“You guys make commitment look
good,” Jimmy said. “But slow it down. We’ve got all night.”


Jimmy turned and walked toward
the bathroom. Thomas watched his perky, perfectly round butt move as he walked.
When he glanced over at Carlos, Carlos was still staring. He cupped Carlos’s
chin. “I’m glad you talked me into this,” he said, kissing his lover again.


Carlos smoothed his hand down
Thomas’s back and guided him into the bathroom, where Jimmy was already sitting
in the still water of the hot tub. 


“Should we hit the jets?” Carlos
asked. 


Jimmy shook his head. “It makes
the water opaque. I want to watch, remember?” 


The Jacuzzi was more than big
enough for three grown men. Jimmy was sitting against the shorter side of the
rectangular tub, opposite the door. Thomas wasn’t sure where he should put
himself, but the problem was solved for him when Carlos stepped into the tub
and sat on the longer side of the tub, with his back against the wall. He
patted the surface of the water over the corner of the tub, between him and
Jimmy. Thomas stepped into the water. 


The heat against his chilled,
nervous skin felt amazing, and he wondered if he should put on any sort of show
for the two gorgeous men staring at him as he stepped into the water. He
decided that the possibility of embarrassment was too high, and just settled
into the tub, between his fiancé of nine years and a man who was now the only
other man who had ever seen his erect cock. 


Carlos set his hand on Thomas’s
knee. Jimmy wrapped an arm around his back. Thomas stiffened for a moment
before he leaned back into the touch.


“Why are you so nervous, Thomas?”
Jimmy asked, pressing his mouth to Thomas’s ear.  “You know your way around a man’s body. You
know we’re going to be good to you.” He let his hand creep across Thomas’s
chest, thumbing over nipple. “This is going to be fun. Don’t be nervous.”


“I’m not nervous,” Thomas
responded, but any chance he had of being taken seriously was ruined when Jimmy
kissed the spot underneath under Thomas’s ear, the one that drove him crazy,
the one that Carlos used to suck on until there was a livid bruise, whenever he
and Thomas had make up sex. Thomas gasped at the sensation. 


“Thomas has never been with
anyone but me,” Carlos answered for him. 


Thomas felt like he should feel
more awkward, maybe even offended at this information just being calmly handed
out to people. 


“That’s sweet,” Jimmy responded.
He laughed and kissed Thomas in that spot again. Carlos mirrored him. The
double kiss was amazing. Thomas let his head fall back, granting each man more
access to his neck, which each of them eagerly took advantage of. There was a
term for this, for being the center of attention in a three-way. He couldn’t
remember what it was. He’d never expected it would be a word he’d need to use.
Carlos started laying little pulses of suction up and down his neck. Jimmy was
kissing down his shoulder. A hand, he wasn’t sure whose, slid down his chest,
down his stomach, into his lap, and took hold of his cock.


“God!” he barked. The onslaught
of sensation didn’t stop: warm, wet lips still sliding over every sensitive
point on his neck, hands on his chest, a fist already stroking his cock when
another one joined it. He laughed when he realized he couldn’t tell them apart.
Even if one hand didn’t feel completely and totally familiar, at least the other
one should feel utterly alien. But they didn’t. They both just felt good. The
two uncoordinated hands trying to maneuver around each other somehow gained
forces without any words being exchanged between the two men on either side of
him. One hand circled the base of his cock and pulled up. Before it had pulled
all the way over the head of his cock, the other hand circled the base and
followed up after it, and then the first hand followed that one, over and over
again.


Thomas twitched and jerked up
into the endless feeling, which did nothing to interrupt the steady run of
hands over his cock. His head dropped to the side. Before he realized it he was
kissing someone, open mouthed and needy, tongues dancing. He gasped when he
realized it was Jimmy. Jimmy’s lips weren’t as full as Carlos’s were. His jaw
stuck out differently. When Thomas tried to tip his mouth up to deepen the kiss,
their chins hit each other in a way that felt strange. Not bad, just strange.


Jimmy’s smell was strange, too.
It was clean and masculine, but generic. Carlos smelled like all kinds of
things. A combination of the Eternity for Men that his brother in law had
gotten for him for Christmas two years ago, the same Peary and Henson
aftershave he’d used since Thomas had met him, his cheap apple scented Suave
shampoo and the Cetaphil Intensive Care he used for the psoriasis on his
shoulders.  Thomas couldn’t pick out any
pieces of Jimmy’s smell. It flooded his senses and he didn’t know what it was
coming from. 


“Do you feel good, baby?” Carlos
whispered into Thomas’s ear as Jimmy pushed forward, kissing Thomas deeper.
Thomas couldn’t do anything but moan. One of the hands around his cock
tightened suddenly and broke the pattern. He couldn’t tell whose hand it was.


“I’m gonna come,” Thomas grit
out. The hand job, whoever it was coming from, slowed, but didn’t stop. Jimmy
pulled out of the kiss. Thomas rolled his head to the other side, burying his
face into Carlos’s neck. Carlos’s smell was familiar. It was the smell of pillows
when Thomas slept in past the time Carlos left for work. Like the laundry after
Carlos’s turn to do it. Like cuddling during “Vampire Diaries” every week. He
smelled like home.


“Should we make him come or
should we back off?” Jimmy asked. Thomas rocked his hips up into the fist
around his cock. It loosened just in time to keep him from getting any friction
for himself. “I mean, we’re just getting started.”


Thomas made a small sound of
protest. Carlos laughed and kissed his forehead. “He’s got the refractory period
of a fucking teenager. We’ll be able to get him off again.”


“Good to know,” Jimmy said. The
stroking sped up again. “Then maybe he’ll get us off.”


“Right? He’s usually a lot more
giving than this,” Carlos replied. 


Thomas felt bad. He’d been so
overwhelmed by hands all over his body it hadn’t even occurred to him to do any
touching himself. The two handed stroke upward started again, both men jerking
him off in unison. He tried to reach out on either side of him, take hold of
Carlos or Jimmy’s cock, try to repay them for the pleasure they were giving
him, but he couldn’t work his hands through the tangle of arms around him. 


“I was just teasing, baby. This
is your turn,” Carlos told him. “Just lie back.”


Thomas let his head fall backward
against the wall. Carlos and Jimmy each dropped their mouths to his neck as
they stroked him harder and faster. Thomas’s legs spasmed outward, his hips
snapped up, one of the fists around him squeezed hard over the head of his cock
as it pulled upward and Thomas was coming before he could stop himself.
Pleasure spiked through his body, his cock jerked in each of the other men’s
fists and he spilled again and again into the hot water.


Carlos pulled him into a kiss as
he came down. Thomas could feel every muscle in his body loosening. He could
feel the nerves melting away. The sound of his blood rushing in his ears was
replaced by the sound of water splashing and dripping.


“Are you having fun?” Carlos
whispered to him.


“God, yes,” Thomas replied. He
almost added something about how he hadn’t come that hard in months, but at the
last moment it didn’t seem like the right thing to whisper against his fiancé’s
lips. 


“You ready for more?” Jimmy
asked.


“Yeah,” Thomas replied. “Yeah,
I’m ready.”


“Good,” Jimmy said. “I’ve got
towels.”


Carlos pulled away from Thomas
and stepped out of the tub, accepting a towel from Jimmy. Thomas found himself
just staring at them both as they patted themselves dry. Jimmy was noticeably
taller than Carlos. Carlos was broader across the shoulders. They were both tan—Jimmy
in a summers-spent-outside sort of way, while Carlos’s skin just had a natural
sepia tone. An almost identical high flush was settled across both of their
cheeks. They were also both hard as hell and looking at him expectantly. 


Jimmy held out a third towel and
Thomas convinced himself to leave the warm water. He dried himself off as he
followed his lover and their friend out into the main room. Jimmy let his towel
fall from his body before he had even gotten to the king sized bed.


The three of them piled onto it,
letting their warm naked bodies fall together without inhibition. Carlos tucked
himself against Thomas’s back, rutting against his ass. Thomas could feel
Carlos’s erection slipping back and forth through the crest of his butt cheeks
and Carlos’s hot breath on his neck. Jimmy rolled close to the two of them,
propping himself up with his elbow so he could kiss them both. From his angle,
Thomas couldn’t see Carlos kissing Jimmy, but he could hear it. Lips moving
over lips, tongue moving against tongue, the little gasps and vocalized
shudders that each man let out against the other’s face. Jimmy wasn’t actually
trying to rub his cock against Thomas, but the motion of the mattress kept
making the tip of Jimmy’s hard-on bump against Thomas’s stomach.


“Thomas?” Carlos rumbled in his
ear.


“Mmm.”


“I want to watch you suck him.”


This declaration made Jimmy moan.
To his surprise, it made Thomas salivate in anticipation. Jimmy kissed him
again.


“Do you want to? Do you want to
suck me, Thomas?”


“Yes,” Thomas panted, grabbing
onto Jimmy’s biceps and steadying himself against them “I do.”


Jimmy rolled closer and plunged
his tongue into Thomas’s mouth as Carlos pulled away from the two of them.
Thomas could feel the mattress dipping and rising as Carlos moved around behind
them. Jimmy rocked his hips against Thomas again before rolling away and
sitting up.  He and Carlos kissed while
Thomas slipped out from between them. He grabbed a pillow from the head of the
bed and dropped it onto the floor. Carlos may have been right about the fact
that he could still come like a teenager, but he knew there was no way in hell
his knees could live up to the same standard anymore. 


Jimmy scooted to the edge of the
bed and swung his legs over the edge of it. Thomas set his hands to Jimmy’s
knees, trying not to do anything ridiculous, like burst out laughing. He had
butterflies in his stomach. An act that he’d performed a million times, and one
small change was making it different enough to make him nervous. 


Behind Jimmy, Carlos was
rearranging pillows. 


Jimmy’s cock was flushed pink at
the base and got gradually redder on the way up. A dribble of precome shone
between the rounded parts of his glans. Jimmy threaded his fingers into the
hair at the back of Thomas’s head and tried to pull him forward, but Thomas
resisted, surprised by Jimmy’s insistence. Jimmy grunted.


“No, that’s good,” Carlos
whispered. “Little bit of patience. Come on.”


Thomas started kissing Jimmy’s
knees, then moved up his inner thighs, acclimatizing himself to a new body. The
muscles under Jimmy’s skin were taut, pulling tighter every time Thomas set his
lips against them again. 


“See, that’s the signal that it’s
all about you tonight. That’s how he starts when he’s going to go to town
on you.”


Carlos sounded so proud of him it
was ridiculous and Thomas tried not to laugh because he was pretty sure it
would ruin his attempt to be sexy while he was kissing Jimmy’s thighs. He
didn’t usually drag it out this way with Carlos, preferring to go straight for
his boyfriend’s cock when he teased him, but touching Jimmy so far away from
his dick when he was already hard and dripping was obviously driving both of
the other men nuts. Jimmy’s cheeks were beet red. Carlos was rocking against
his back so hard that Jimmy’s legs were moving back and forth under Thomas’s
mouth, echoing Carlos’s movements. 


Thomas adjusted his knees on the
pillow and leaned forward, landing a couple of light kisses to Jimmy’s inner
thighs a fraction of an inch below his balls, before taking just a little of
the soft skin carefully between his teeth.


“Shit,” Jimmy said with a hiss.
His knees tried to snap together, banging into Thomas’s shoulders suddenly and
then flying back outward again.


“Oh, Jimmy, you haven’t lived
until my boy has sucked you off,” Carlos groaned.


Thomas’s heartbeat ratcheted up.
He was getting sold pretty hard here. He knew what he was doing, sure, and it
looked like it was working just fine, but he knew how to ‘go to town’ on
Carlos. When he was blowing Carlos, he could make it last until his fiancé was
a panting, incoherent, babbling, shaking mess. Then with a couple quick flicks
of his tongue, he could make Carlos come so hard he screamed. He could also
drop down, unzip Carlos’s jeans, hit the highlights and have Carlos satisfied
and zipped back up in less time than it took to poach eggs.  He knew every button Carlos had. Hell, he’d
created a few of them.


He pushed the worry to the back
of his mind. They were having fun. Cocks weren’t different enough from each
other for this to be a big deal. He glanced up at the other two men. Carlos had
moved all of the pillows behind him and Jimmy. He was lying back against them
with Jimmy sitting between his legs. The flush across Jimmy’s cheeks had moved
down his chest. The pink blossoming under his tan skin created a really lovely
red color. His head was thrown back over Carlos’s shoulder and Carlos was
kissing his neck. Thomas could tell from the way he was moving that he was
dragging his cock along Jimmy’s back now. He could also tell that the sensation
wasn’t quite enough for Carlos. He was even more frustrated than Jimmy was.


“Come on, baby, give us a show.”
Carlos started rubbing his hands up and down Jimmy’s toned obliques, and Thomas
wasn’t entirely sure which of them he was talking to, but he smiled up at him
anyway. Carlos always wanted to watch. It had taken forever for Thomas
to convince him that it might add a little mystery to the experience if they
did it in the dark, or if Carlos would let Thomas blow him under the covers. In
the end Thomas had ended up blindfolding Carlos and sucking him off so slowly
Carlos had nearly cried when he’d finally come. Thomas had declared it payback
for Carlos not letting him get his way for so long.


Jimmy moaned and bucked his hips
up, begging. Thomas took pity. If he didn’t hurry up and suck some cock all
three of them were going to end up needy enough to cry. His pointless reticence
was throwing a spanner in the works. He took Jimmy’s erection in hand. 


So far so good. It felt like a
penis: velvety soft skin over hard tissue. Jimmy was thicker than Carlos, but a
similar length. Thomas set the tip of his tongue to the base, and licked up,
flattening his tongue as he went upward and stopping just short of Jimmy’s
frenulum, just to hear the sound he made. 


“Oh, he’s going to tease you,”
Carlos narrated. “He’s going to make you beg for it.”


Thomas went back to just the tip
of his tongue, flicking it over the small line of skin between the head of
Jimmy’s cock and its shaft until Jimmy groaned and his thighs twitched under
Thomas’s hands. 


“I can feel every muscle in your
legs, Jimmy,” Thomas told him. He put his palms against the insides of Jimmy’s
knees and slid up Jimmy’s legs, behind him, to Carlos’s body. “Every muscle in
that ass.” He chuckled and squeezed as he looked up at the other two men. This
didn’t happen in real life, Thomas reminded himself. It happened in porn,
obviously, but what didn’t? It happened in indie flicks, like the one that
Carlos originally got the idea from (or said he’d gotten the idea from). It
happened in fantasies, like when Carlos brought it up when they were playing.


But it didn’t actually happen
in real life. 


And if it did, it probably didn’t
go as well as it felt like this was going. He was gaining confidence, feeling
sexier. He’d thought he’d feel jealous, watching another man squirm in his
lover’s lap while Carlos kissed his neck and pinched his nipples, or that he
would feel more scrutinized. His fiancé was looking on while Thomas ran
his mouth around another man’s cock. Carlos had been right, though: this did
feel more like a variation on sex with each other than it felt like sex with
someone else, even with the light, slightly sweet taste of Jimmy’s precome on
his tongue. 


He licked around the fleshy
underside of Jimmy’s cock like it was an ice cream cone, running around the
curve at the bottom and cresting up to the top. Jimmy jumped when Thomas
flicked his tongue over Jimmy’s slit. Thomas couldn’t stop the gasp of pleased
surprise at the twitch.


“Watch with me,” Carlos whispered
into Jimmy’s ear. “I want you to watch him suck you off.”


Jimmy let out a sound that was
almost a growl. Thomas glanced up. Carlos was holding Jimmy by the back of the
hair.  He’d forced his head up so he had
to watch Thomas. 


Thomas moved back down Jimmy’s
shaft, to the base, wondering as he did if Jimmy liked Carlos taking charge as
much as he, Thomas, did. They didn’t really go in for bondage or submission,
other than a few experiments cherry-picked off the list. But usually when they
were in bed Carlos was just so much more direct than Thomas was that he wound
up dominant despite himself. Thomas had grown to really get off on it. The
blush deepening all over Jimmy’s body was probably a good indicator that he was
on the same page. 


Thomas  pulled one of Jimmy’s balls into his mouth,
then dropped it and turned his attention to the other, giving a small pulse of
promising suction to each. As far as this had already gone the resistance to
break a taboo and just suck a cock that wasn’t Carlos’s, was still sharp.
Butterflies went crazy in Thomas[bookmark: here]’s stomach again as he licked
over the head of Jimmy’s cock again, lowering his mouth further, but still not
quite taking Jimmy’s cock inside. It was a thin, weird line to draw in the
sand, but penetration, even like this, felt more like it would count somehow.
Thomas huffed out a breath, and then held in a laugh when the air wafting over
Jimmy’s cock made him groan.


 This was silly. It wasn’t like he’d never done
this before. He’d done this thousands and thousands of times. To Carlos. And
Carlos was right here, egging him on. He looked up and locked eyes with his
boyfriend. Unable to resist the temptation any longer, Thomas sunk down over
the head of Jimmy’s cock. 


Now things felt a little different.
Jimmy’s cockhead was more bulbous than Carlos’s. The shaft was thicker. While
Thomas had barely noticed the difference with only his hand around Jimmy’s
cock, his jaw was having a harder time accommodating Jimmy. He pulled
off, spit in his hand, slicked Jimmy’s shaft, and tried again. His jaw
stretched as Jimmy moaned and Carlos grunted. Thomas set his hand against his
lips, wrapping around the length of Jimmy’s shaft and moving down as fast as he
could.


“Yeah,” Carlos muttered. “There
he goes. How’s that do it for you?”


Jimmy tried to answer, but all
attempts at words just came out as garbled nonsense. Thomas hummed to himself
happily as he sped up. Jimmy twisted underneath him, pumping his cock further
into Thomas’s mouth than Thomas had been ready for.  Thomas’s throat clenched and he pulled away,
choking like a virgin.


“Sor… sorr,” Jimmy managed.
Carlos kissed the side of his head and reached between Jimmy’s legs, rolling
his balls in his hand while Thomas caught his breath and started over, prepared
this time. 


Thomas let his mind go quiet. He
stopped worrying if Jimmy liked totally different things than Carlos liked. He
bobbed his mouth up and down over Jimmy’s cock and concentrated on the sound of
Jimmy panting and the susurration of Carlos’s voice while he whispered dirty
things to Jimmy and praised Thomas’s performance. The way Jimmy’s cock twitched
as it moved through his lips. The heavy scent of arousal and the taste of clean
skin. 


Under Thomas’s palms, Jimmy’s
thighs got slicker and slicker with sweat. He was rocking his hips upward into
Thomas’s mouth, shallowly this time, whispering “Fuck” every time Thomas
flicked his tongue over the slit of his cock. 


It seemed like no time at all
before Jimmy’s hand jerked up and grabbed Thomas’s hair again. “Coming!” he
managed. “C-c-coming.”


Thomas almost didn’t pull back,
he and Carlos always swallowed, but Jimmy was the type of guy who took two men
he hadn’t seen in nearly a decade back to his hotel to fuck.


Thomas squeezed his fist around
the base of Jimmy’s cock and licked a stripe up the bottom, then jerked him off
mercilessly. Carlos leaned backward, pulling Jimmy with him. Jimmy cursed like
a sailor as he pumped ropes of gooey, white come all over himself. 


“Fuck, fuck, guys I can’t even––”
Carlos muttered as Jimmy writhed and cursed between them. He shoved Jimmy’s
side, hard. Jimmy, taking the hint with more cognitive ability than Thomas felt
capable of right now, rolled to the side. Carlos scooted forward, slotting
himself right into Jimmy’s former position. He grabbed Thomas by the hair and
pulled Thomas’s face to his cock. Thomas took Carlos into his mouth instantly,
marveling at how hard Carlos was. He was so close to the edge he was shivering,
ready to pop at any moment.


Jimmy’s lips brushed against
Thomas’s cheek as he sucked Carlos off. Thomas grabbed the length of Carlos’s
cock that his mouth couldn’t reach. To his surprise, Jimmy’s fist squeezed
closed under his. 


Carlos let out a sound that
Thomas had never heard come out of him before, somewhere between a bark and a
growl. 


“Thomas,” Jimmy panted, kissing
his face again. “Let’s try something.”


Thomas kept sucking, almost
frenzied, until Jimmy threaded his fingers into Thomas’s hair, around Carlos’s
and yanked his head back hard. Thomas moaned. Carlos swore. Jimmy leaned
forward, licked Carlos’s cock and pulled Thomas back in. 


 Carlos’s body began shaking harder. A rumble
went through him from head to toes, like someone had switched him to vibrate.
Thomas lurched forward, kissing and licking the parts of Carlos’s shaft that
Jimmy’s mouth wasn’t already attending to.


A string of profanity, swinging
between English and Spanish, was falling from Carlos’s lips now as Thomas and
Jimmy kissed and licked his cock. They didn’t seem able to set a rhythm around
Carlos’s cock the way that Jimmy and Carlos had done to Thomas earlier, but
they were certainly getting a reaction. They both came up to the head at the
same time, Jimmy still holding Thomas’s head close. Thomas realized with a
filthy shudder through his entire body that he was kissing another man around
his fiancé’s cock.


As Carlos had promised, Thomas
was already hard again. He stuck his free hand between his legs, stroking
himself just enough to take the edge off. 


“I can’t,” Carlos groaned. “I’m
gonna, I c-ca––”


Jimmy pulled away, leaving Thomas
to finally close his mouth back around Carlos’s cock. He took his fiancé in
deep and gave him one quick, teasing pulse. Carlos rocked up into his mouth.
Thomas grinned around his lover’s cock and started to hollow his cheeks again,
but the suction was cut short when he let out a gasp of surprise. 


Jimmy had dived between his legs
and wrapped his lips around Thomas’s cock. 


“Thomas!” Carlos scolded. Thomas
closed his mouth back around him immediately, petting his thighs in apology.
Carlos had been high and dry through two other people’s orgasms already
tonight. He’d been so patient and now it was his turn.


Thomas eschewed any of the fancy
moves he’d perfected over the years, choosing instead to go for as much hot,
wet, movement as fast as he could manage, just like Jimmy was using on him.


 Carlos’s legs clenched under Thomas’s hands
and then he was coming. Fluid burst in Thomas’s mouth and he swallowed it all
down pulse after pulse. This was harder than Carlos had come in months too,
Thomas thought fuzzily, continuing to bob his mouth down over Carlos’s shaft
until Carlos finally pushed him away with a whine.


Jimmy was still sucking Thomas
off, fast and steady and amazing and Thomas’s system was too overloaded to do
anything but fall forward. He let his forehead drop down onto Carlos’s thigh, but
left his arms up on the bed, loosely wrapped around Carlos’s hips. Jimmy was
indefatigable. Thomas moaned and muttered into Carlos’s thigh. Jimmy deep
throated him suddenly and Thomas cried out so loud the noise made Carlos jump. 


Thomas clenched fistfuls of the
duvet in his hands. 


“Jimmy,” he panted as a warning.
Jimmy popped up instantly, jerking Thomas off with one hand and throwing
himself over Thomas’s shoulder to suck at his neck like he had been in the tub.
Thomas was too damn old to have hickeys in the morning, but he was going to. He
came, moaning into the soft flesh of Carlos’s thigh.


“There you go, yeah, there it
is,” Jimmy growled into his ear as Thomas emptied himself all over the duvet. 


Jimmy slumped down onto his back.
He felt sweaty and leaden on top of Thomas, his breath hot and wet against
Thomas’s neck. Everything felt sluggish and slow and Thomas barely opened his
eyes when Carlos started tugging him up onto the bed. He fell onto the soft
blankets next to his fiancé with a sigh, then another as Jimmy collapsed next
to him.


“That was fucking incredible,”
Carlos said. He sighed and ran his hand over Thomas’s hair. “Fucking mind
blowing.”


“Too bad we can’t register for
something like this,” Thomas replied. 


“You can count it as my wedding
present.” Jimmy chuckled. “Well. The first half anyway.”


Thomas laughed, and suffused with
afterglow, rolled over enough to allow himself to throw an arm around the other
man. Jimmy tipped his face up to kiss him. 


“You’re promising more?” Thomas
asked. 


“Oh, baby,” Jimmy replied. “No
one’s even fucked you yet.”


Carlos’s endearment on Jimmy’s
tongue was strange. Not offensive, not presumptuous, but just out of place
enough that it sent a reluctant shiver of nerves through Thomas’s spent and
satisfied body. 


Carlos made a strange sound,
somewhere between concern and protest. “Mnnn…. You might be pushing too hard
there, Jimmy.”


“I… I don’t know,” Thomas said.
Tonight had been amazing, and all the reservations he’d had when the three of
them had walked up here had melted away through two team-effort orgasms, but
what held true for fooling around wouldn’t necessarily hold true for fucking as
well. He wasn’t a prude by any stretch, but he wasn’t sure he liked the idea of
Jimmy, of anyone besides Carlos, fucking him, no matter how well everything
else had gone tonight.


Jimmy shrugged. Thomas felt it as
Jimmy’s shoulder bumping up weirdly into the soft part of his underarm.
“Doesn’t have to be me. Hell, doesn’t even have to happen. I’ve already gotten
more than I bargained for.”


Carlos’s arm settled over
Thomas’s stomach. He pulled Thomas more snugly back against his body. 


“So…is this a typical night for
you in New York?” Carlos asked. His body was furnace warm around Thomas’s.
Thomas let his eyes drift shut. “Picking up a gaggle of handsome men, luring
them back to your apartment for a romp?”


Jimmy laughed. “Hardly. I’ve been
a picture perfect shut-in for the last few months actually.”


“Yeah?” Thomas’s mouth stretched
wide with a yawn as he asked. 


“Bad break up.”


Carlos and Thomas made an
identical noise of empathy, then chuckled at each other. 


Jimmy leaned over and kissed them
both, then dropped back down to the mattress.


“I was seeing this girl, Mary,”
he said eventually. “It was serious but not… it was sort of an open relationship.”


“Sort of?” Carlos asked. He
squeezed Thomas a little closer as he said it. Thomas untangled a hand from the
pillows above his head and wrapped it around Carlos’s. 


“She was bisexual, also
bisexual, and she had a, you know, a friend. Female friend. And I knew that
they were fooling around, but I figured, you know, whatever. That’s what we
agreed to. If I had wanted to go spend some time with a guy, that would have
been within the guidelines.” Jimmy’s voice got smaller while he told this
story. The rich buzz it had all through dinner started to fade away. It was a
little bit like hearing an actor talk in their real accent when you didn’t know
they had one. No, it was like hearing the difference between Hugh Jackman as
Wolverine and Hugh Jackman in the interviews for X-men, exactly like that,
Thomas thought sleepily. He realized that he was running his thumb through the
crease in Jimmy’s back, where the muscles met the spine. 


“But I wasn’t looking to get the
most out of the deal. I wanted to be with her. With Mary. I wanted to be, you
know, it, for her, because she was already it for me. She came
home one night, a little drunk, her lipstick ruined, so I knew what she’d been
doing and who she’d been with. I told her I loved her, and I didn’t want to be
in this stupid open thing anymore. Mary told me she loved me too, and she
agreed. For like… a month everything was great. Our apartments didn’t feel too
small. Our checking accounts didn’t feel too empty. Work was good. I swear to
god the sun was shining every fucking day.” His breath shook as he forced it
out. Thomas felt Jimmy’s chest tremble under his arm. “And then I found out
she’d still been sleeping with this girl the whole time. She’d been lying to me
about it the entire time. So I asked her if she loved this other girl,
and she said no, and I told her, again, how important it was to me that
this open thing end, and that I really wanted to commit for real.”


“What did she say?” Carlos asked.



“She told me I didn’t ‘get it’
and I was smothering her and that it wasn’t cheating with a girl and all this
crap. We fought about it for hours. She stormed out. When I woke up the next
afternoon she’d already dropped a box of my stuff outside the door. I was
crushed. I haven’t talked to her since.”


Thomas tipped his face up and
kissed Jimmy. Carlos’s arm brushed over Thomas’s face as he reached over to run
his fingers through Jimmy’s hair. 


Thomas pulled back. “Okay. That’s
it. Jimmy in the middle. Double hugging and cuddling.”


Jimmy laughed, and there was just
enough sadness in it for Thomas to actually make good on his promise. He lifted
his sluggish body up trunk first and dropped his chest down onto Jimmy’s, then
pulled his hips along with him. Their sweat- and come-covered skin sunk warmly
together and Thomas took a few moments to kiss Jimmy before rolling off his
other side and spooning behind him. Carlos scooted forward and they both
wrapped their arms around him. 


Jimmy laughed again. “You guys
are ridiculous.”


“Yeah, usually,” Carlos replied.
Thomas felt all three of them move together as Carlos squeezed them both.


“So, what about you guys? This
obviously isn’t your usual night. You sound like you’re a down payment away
from a picket fence and two-point-five kids. No offense.”


“None taken,” Thomas replied. 


“Do you just have a pre-wedding
bucket list?”


Carlos sighed and gave Jimmy the
abbreviated version of the unexpected horror that was wedding planning. “It
makes you feel… old and boring.”


“And like you’re drowning in
paperwork and red ink,” Thomas added. 


“You guys seem really happy
together,” Jimmy said, voice as neutral as a car rolling down a hill. 


Thomas reached his arm out a
little farther and linked hands with Carlos again. “We are happy. We are all
about spending the rest of our lives together. Legally.”


“We’re just sick of planning the
damn wedding. We needed some fun.”


“And we are having fun.” Thomas
planted a kiss to the back of Jimmy’s neck. Jimmy hummed happily. 


Time became warm and liquid as
the three of them lay together on top of the covers. As the warmth of the hot
tub and fooling around started to wear off, Carlos pulled up the corners of the
duvet to cover the three of them. Thomas dozed peacefully in the warm tangle of
satisfied bodies, only peripherally aware that they were all starting to move
together again. A slow rock, like a canoe in a river, started with Carlos’s
hips and moved across the three of them, Carlos grinding his hips into Jimmy,
Jimmy grinding his ass back against Thomas’s cock and then Thomas starting the
whole thing over again in the opposite direction. Back and forth. Their mouths
joined in on the movement, Carlos kissing Jimmy, Jimmy turning his head to kiss
Thomas, Thomas leaning over Jimmy to kiss Carlos. Their hands all wandered
downward as well, stroking themselves and each other in the same lazy, warm way
that suffused everything about this part of the night. 


Thomas was surprised at himself
for how natural and easy it felt now. How good it felt, to fulfill Carlos’s odd
little fantasy and lavish Jimmy’s broken heart with the affection it deserved.
They all had enough love for two other people tonight.


Jimmy wound up on his back with
Carlos and Thomas making out more on top of him than with him. Thomas rutted
down into one of Jimmy’s thighs and Carlos rutted down into the other while
Jimmy leaned up to kiss each of them in turn.


Thomas was taking his turn to
ravage Jimmy’s open mouth when Jimmy panted, “I have lube and condoms, you
know,” against his face.


Carlos huffed out a quick breath.
“Yeah. Okay.” 


Thomas dipped down to kiss
Jimmy’s neck. Things had changed since they’d all been sitting in that booth
back at the restaurant, and changed even further since he and Carlos had
wrapped Jimmy up between them. For all of Thomas’s hesitation back at the
restaurant, this night wasn’t going to be complete without a good, team effort
fucking. If they didn’t do it now, take advantage of this odd moment outside of
time and consequences, Thomas was going to regret it.


“So who—”Jimmy started. 


Thomas reached back and pushed
Carlos’s face to Jimmy’s, silencing Jimmy with a proxy kiss. He didn’t want to
ruin the night’s atmosphere with negotiating and discussion. He wanted the
night to keep rolling, effortlessly onward. He reached down, slid his hand
around Jimmy’s thigh and pulled it toward himself, spreading Jimmy’s legs open.
On the other side of Jimmy’s body, Carlos did the same. 


Jimmy made a sound that was half
choking, half moaning, muffled under the press of Carlos’s lips.


“Yeah. Yeah. Okay. Good,” Jimmy
managed. He started to sit up. Thomas ducked out of his way, but Carlos caught
him in a kiss about halfway up and Jimmy pushed him away with a laugh. He
yanked open the sticky nightstand drawer, scrabbled around the Bible that had
been left in it and set a half used bottle of Astroglide and a few condoms on
the nightstand next to the alarm clock. He looked back at Thomas and Carlos.


Thomas couldn’t help but think
Jimmy looked happy. Not just relieved, or excited, but happy. Carlos snatched
the lube bottle and popped it open. Jimmy dropped back down onto the bed and
spread his legs wide in invitation.


“No,” Thomas said. “Not like
this.” He dropped down next to him. “Come here.”


He coaxed Jimmy up on top of him,
Jimmy’s head pressed to his shoulder. He snuck his knees up into the gap
between Jimmy’s legs and used his own legs to pull Jimmy’s wide. 


Jimmy groaned into his shoulder. 


“Yeah, just hold still,” Thomas
whispered. “We’re going to take such good care of you.” 


He indicated to Carlos that he
needed a pillow by waving at the stack and then pointing behind his back.
Carlos tossed it to him and he arranged it behind his head as best he could so
that he was sitting up far enough to watch Carlos work Jimmy open. 


Being a little more dominant this
time around was fun, Thomas had to admit. He didn’t vie for much control when
it was just him and Carlos. Maybe that was a habit built from the fact that,
over the course of their entire relationship, Carlos had always been the one
who guided him into a new experience. Kissing. Blow jobs. Sex. Spicy food. TV shows.
Moving from Android to iPhone. 


A spontaneous three-way. 


Carlos slid his fingers into
Jimmy’s ass. Jimmy’s whole body twitched and Thomas wrapped his arms around
him, pulling Jimmy tighter to his chest. Carlos kept going, pulsing back and
forth while Jimmy ground down against Thomas’s cock. It was hotter than he
expected it to be, holding Jimmy down while Carlos worked him open. Jimmy was jerking
in his arms and rutting down against the mattress while Thomas kissed his face
and stroked his back. The noises he made seemed so loud in the silent hotel
room. Carlos was staring at Jimmy’s ass with great concentration as he worked
his fingers back and forth, his arm moving in steady synchronicity with the
movement of Jimmy’s hips against Thomas’s body. Carlos flicked his gaze up to
Thomas’s face as he pushed in again and grinned as Jimmy’s entire body spasmed
hard against Thomas.


“Oh, god,” Jimmy managed. Carlos’s
arm pushed forward again and Jimmy cursed and shook again. 


“Fuck me,” Jimmy begged. “Come
on. Somebody fuck me.”


“Thomas?” Carlos asked, quirking
up an eyebrow and pushing his fingers inward again. Thomas squeezed Jimmy
harder as the other man’s body shuddered in his arms again. “Do the honors?”


Jimmy huffed out a laugh. Thomas
squeezed him tight, a hug rather than a restraint this time. 


“Yeah. Okay.” Thomas loosened his
hold on Jimmy and snatched a condom off the nightstand. Carlos pulled Jimmy’s
languid body up off of Thomas, holding him up under the arms like a child might
hold a pet that was too big for them to actually pick up. Thomas tore the
wrapper open and pulled the ring of latex out with a chuckle.


“It’s purple.” He held it up for
the other two men to see.


Jimmy shrugged as best he could
with Carlos holding him up under the armpits. “Surprise.”


Thomas pinched the tip and rolled
the condom carefully over his cock. He and Carlos didn’t use condoms all that
often anymore, just for things that required quick easy clean up. Thomas rolled
it on and stroked himself a little more than necessary under the pretense of
making sure it was secure. Jimmy was practically slavering as he watched and
Carlos’s expression wasn’t much more restrained. Thomas reveled in being the
focal point of their attention as he picked up the lube bottle and made a show
of getting himself wet. 


Carlos let go of Jimmy. Thomas
sat up and leaned back against the headboard.


“No,” Carlos said. “Come on.” He
crab-walked down to the foot of the bed, then slid his legs over the edge and
stood up. He waggled his eyebrows at them both in invitation. Jimmy followed
him, then Thomas. 


For the first time since they’d
all started this, Thomas let himself look into the suspiciously enormous mirror
that was placed directly in front of the room’s king sized bed, as though the
designer really had anticipated a certain level of debauchery from people who
had chosen Minneapolis as their destination.


The mirror’s heavy frame encompassed
the scene like it was an old picture, or a painting: Jimmy staring up, wide
eyed at Carlos while Thomas made himself comfortable at the edge of the bed.
They created an amusing gradient across the surface of the mirror: Carlos’s
cappuccino brown to Jimmy’s warm tan, to Jimmy’s pale freaking white. Carlos
pressed his cock to Jimmy’s lips and Jimmy took him in. Thomas grabbed his own
cock with one hand, caught Jimmy’s hip with the other and pulled him back and
down, setting his cock to Jimmy’s hole. 


Against the gray wallpaper, black
headboard and blindingly white sheets, and bordered by the mirror’s heavy
wooden frame, they almost looked like a significantly more pornographic version
of a painted-in Victorian tintype. Thomas laughed out loud at the thought.


“What are you laughing at?” Jimmy
asked. Mostly, he sounded horny, but there was an edge of indignation to it as
well.


Thomas leaned forward to kiss his
shoulder. “Nothing, Jimmy. Come on. Take my cock while you suck off my
boyfriend.”


Carlos stroked Jimmy’s face and
set his cock back to Jimmy’s mouth. “Yeah, make us both come again.”


Thomas couldn’t believe they were
really starting a third round. It had been a long time since he and Carlos enjoyed
a round of marathon sex, but the way Jimmy was whimpering and moaning as he
worked himself down onto Thomas’s cock was too hot to ignore. When Thomas
shifted forward just a little bit, it caused both other men to change their
positions just enough that Thomas could get the full view of Jimmy blowing Carlos.
Thomas looked down between his legs to watch Jimmy sliding Thomas’s cock deeper
and deeper inside himself.


Jimmy was tight and hot. Thomas
grabbed a handful of his round ass in each hand and squeezed. Jimmy rocked down
with a moan.


“Fuck!” Jimmy’s cry was muffled
as he tried to shout around Carlos’s cock. In the mirror, Thomas could see
Jimmy pull away, a line of saliva strung from his bottom lip to the head of
Carlos’s dick.


“I can’t… I can’t do both,” Jimmy
panted. “Let me just… I’m gonna….”


Carlos petted Jimmy’s hair while
he caught his breath. 


“Let me get Thomas in first,”
Jimmy finally huffed out.


Thomas stroked his sides. “Take
all the time you need.” He popped his chin up at Carlos. “Come here, baby,
don’t want to leave you out in the cold.”


Carlos crossed the few paces of
carpet between them, and leaned down to kiss Thomas blazingly. Jimmy moaned as
he bottomed out, and Thomas echoed at the feeling of his entire cock finally
sheathed in Jimmy’s perfect ass. Jimmy held still, adjusting. Thomas wrapped
his arm around Jimmy’s stomach and Carlos slipped his cock into Thomas’s eager
mouth. Thomas hummed happily. Every part of him felt good. Everyone around him
was groaning in pleasure. Jimmy threw his head back as he started to ride
Thomas’s cock. Carlos petted Thomas’s cheekbones and Thomas sucked his cock. 


“Carlos? Fuck my mouth,” Jimmy
panted. “Fuck my mouth while I ride your fiancé’s cock.”


Thomas looked up at Carlos,
grinned around his cock and winked at him as Carlos pulled away. 


Jimmy must have done this before.
He set a rhythm to please the man on each side way too easily. The slick,
slippery noises of both cocks sliding easily in and out of him underlaid
Jimmy’s moans, Carlos’s panting. Thomas slid his hand around Jimmy’s hip and
found his cock, as rock hard as it had been before. 


The sound Jimmy made as Thomas
started jacking him off was practically a scream. Carlos echoed immediately.


Thomas watched as Carlos wrapped
his hand around the back of Jimmy’s head, tightening his fingers in Jimmy’s
hair and pounding into Jimmy’s mouth. In the mirror, Thomas could see the look
of bliss on Jimmy’s face, eyes soft, lips tucked in as Carlos rocked his cock
in and out of Jimmy’s mouth, until Carlos screamed out. 


When he pulled his cock out this
time, a trail of white came with it. Come dribbled down Jimmy’s chin. Thomas
groaned at the sight, dropped his face down to Jimmy’s shoulder and fucking him
hard, wrenching Jimmy’s cock in his fist. 


“Uh, uh, uh,” Jimmy groaned
through tightly gritted teeth.


Thomas felt his balls tighten as
Jimmy ground back against him, felt that sting at the base of his spine. He
came inside Jimmy as Jimmy spilled over his hand, panting and swearing again. 


Thomas collapsed backward onto
the bed as he felt the last pulse of come pull out of him. Jimmy pulled off of
him. The sudden chill of the air against his cock didn’t quite manage to
startle him into moving. He was spent. The last of his energy, the last of his
arousal, it was all gone. He was back to zero. He didn’t even manage to pull
the condom off himself. Other hands did it. 


Warm moments passed while Thomas
recovered. The mattress shifted around him. The duvet smacked him in the face
as Carlos and Jimmy turned the blankets down. It pulled him out of his
afterglow haze enough to convince him to crawl up to the head of the bed and
slip under the covers with the other men.


“Guys?” Jimmy said quietly, as
Carlos pulled the covers up around all of them. “Thank you.”


“For what?” Thomas asked. 


“Tonight,” he sighed, nuzzling into
Thomas’s chest. “I really needed this.”


“Yeah,” Carlos said with a sigh.
“Us too.”


They fell asleep with the light
still on, tangled together warm and happy and satisfied under the covers.


****


 


An awful, siren-like sound with
an evil buzz underneath woke Thomas from the deepest sleep he’d experienced in
months. He shot up, trying to pin down the source of the noise with half-closed
eyes. A hand pitching forward from behind his head hit him in the face en route
to its destination–– the alarm clock on the nightstand. 


It took Thomas a second to
remember where he was and the heavy, double sided drapes coating everything in
nearly absolute darkness weren’t helping anything. 


The noise stopped. The body
behind him—Jimmy—slumped back down into the pillows. The edges of the furniture
started to materialize in Thomas’s vision. The dark frames around the black and
white abstract paintings hung on the grey wallpaper. The square, black, modern
nightstand. The small wall lamps above it that someone must have turned off in
the night. The expanse of the king sized bed around him. The smell of sheets
that weren’t his, and the remnant of the scent of sex and sweat in the air,
some of which was his. 


“Why is that your alarm?” Thomas
asked gruffly. “So loud.”


“I always set a backup,” Jimmy
answered. “Missing a flight into La Guardia is a freaking nightmare and I have
show tickets tonight.”


“What time is it?” Thomas asked,
rolling over to face the other two men. He almost laughed at how sore his back
and his glutes were. He must have really overdone it. He hadn’t been this sore
since he’d started taking over Kat’s classes when she got too pregnant for
Heated Vinyasa. 


“It’s one in the afternoon,”
Jimmy said with a yawn. “I figured that was the latest I could sleep and still
have time to grab a sandwich before I got on the train. Airport food is
expensive as hell.”


“Is Carlos still asleep?” Thomas
asked. 


“No, he’s not,” Carlos’s voice
rumbled from the other side of the bed. “He’s just not as jumpy as the two of
you are. Is it really one already?”


“Yeah,” Jimmy said. He started
working his way up to sitting. Thomas placed his palm against his stomach and
tried to push him back down. 


Jimmy resisted. “Mmnn, I don’t
think so, hot stuff. I’ve got half and hour to be cleaned, dressed, packed,
checked out and running toward the train, sandwich in hand.”


Thomas let his hand fall off of
Jimmy’s stomach. It wound up in Jimmy’s lap. Jimmy pushed it away with another
chuckle. “Nice try.”


Carlos and Thomas shuffled upward
reluctantly, stretching every muscle and twisting out every crick in their
necks, backs and shoulders. 


Jimmy ducked into the shower. 


“We probably should have thought
about waking up earlier if we wanted to clean up,” Carlos said with a yawn.


“Whatever. We won’t be the
smelliest people a downtown cabdriver has seen on a Saturday morning,” Thomas
replied.


“I’m not putting my suit back on
when I’m this gross,” Carlos said, sitting up and stretching wide. “Come on.”


Jimmy followed Carlos into the
bathroom. Jimmy had left the door unlocked. Reluctant to jump in the shower and
risk making him late for his flight, they grabbed washcloths off the towel
rack, poured hot water over from them in the sink and scrubbed themselves up. 


Jimmy came out into the main
room, towel around his waist as Thomas and Carlos got themselves back into
their suits and did their best to straighten their hair while Jimmy pulled his
suitcase out of the closet. He grabbed a pair of jeans and a long sleeved shirt
out of it, then scurried around the room, tossing things into it. A phone
charger, the lube, the extra condoms, his computer bag. 


He pulled his suit out of the
wardrobe and put his carefully folded clothes at the top of the suitcase, then
zipped up the bag and glanced around the room, as though ticking his way
through a mental checklist.


“Got everything?” Thomas asked. 


“Yes. I think so.” Jimmy’s tense,
focused expression calmed. “Umm… so…”


Thomas and Carlos both chuckled.
Thomas wondered what in the hell you were supposed to say in this situation.
He’d been depending on Jimmy knowing, since this had been his idea to begin
with. 


Jimmy grasped Thomas’s hand,
leaned forward and kissed him on the mouth, then did the same to Carlos.


“I umm, I had a really nice time
with you guys last night. I just, I really
needed that.” He pushed a hand into his pants pocket and pulled out his wallet.
“Given the whole Mary thing, I don’t ever want to be in the position where I’m
the extra person outside a real relationship.” He pulled a business card out of
his wallet and handed it to Thomas. “But if you two ever find yourselves in New
York, I’d love to put you up. Even if this,” ––he waved around the disheveled
hotel room. “Wasn’t on the menu.”


Thomas thanked him and the three
men walked down to the lobby. Jimmy checked himself out. They all kissed at the
doorway again. Jimmy left and Carlos asked the desk attendant to call a cab for
them. 


“Is wedding stuff back on the roster
now?” Thomas asked as he and Carlos walked back into their apartment. 


“I suppose,” Carlos said with a
yawn. “As long as breakfast is too.”


“There’s nothing in the house,”
Thomas told him.


“I’m ordering Chinese. I’m not
going grocery shopping right now. Don’t argue with me unless you’re either
planning to go instead, or are willing to carry me down the frozen food aisle
after my knees give out. Because they will. I am not kidding about this.”


“Moo Shu Pork,” Thomas answered.
“Extra pancakes.” Carlos gave him a thumbs up and pulled his phone out of his
pocket. They both headed into the bedroom and changed out of their suits and
into their jeans while Carlos ordered dinner: Thomas’s Moo Shu pork, a double
order of cream cheese wontons and Mock Duck Mai Fun for himself.


“Okay,” Carlos said, pulling a
light sweater over his head. “What wedding question did you have?”


“Should we invite Jimmy? Or would
that be awkward?”


Carlos set his hands at his hips
and looked up at the ceiling. “I don’t think I can answer that until I am full
of Mai Fun and cream cheese wontons.”


Thomas let it go. He called the
caterers back. It turned out they just needed to reschedule the tasting because
there had been a minor mishap with a vendor and they were out of about half the
things Carlos and Thomas had asked to taste. Carlos did dishes and put out cat
food. Chinese food arrived. Thomas dumped each of their orders onto separate
plates and split the wontons 60-40 between Carlos’s plate and his. They plopped
down on the couch and after some squabbling, put on Parks and Rec.


“Jimmy at the wedding,” Carlos
said, after he’d inhaled his fourth wonton. “I think it would be sweet to
offer.”


“Awkward at all?” Thomas asked. 


“Baby?” Carlos said, jamming
another wonton into his mouth and chewing it as best as he could manage before
continuing. “We’re eating take out and watching quirky comedy on our couch
right now, after a night of wanton sexual misadventure with the man. It’s not
awkward now, why would it be awkward if he sees us get married in three
months?”


“You’re not afraid of his whole
‘my open relationship broke my heart’ story?” Thomas asked. 


Carlos leaned forward and gave
him a salt- and MSG-flavored kiss. “We are not in an open relationship. You’re
mine. I’m yours. We made a decision to share each other with a handsome and
eager to please friend last night. I would not be opposed to doing that in the
future. Especially on vacation. But I want to stay just yours. And I want you
to stay just mine.”


“Good point,” Thomas said with a
yawn. “I’ll put him on the list.”


“What do you think about
his New York offer?” Carlos asked. 


Thomas bought himself time by
shoving and entire wonton in his mouth. “I think, if we ever wind up in New
York, it would be rude not to at least give him a call,” Thomas replied. He
grinned at his fiancé. “Maybe he’ll have a boyfriend next time and we can cross
all sorts of things off that list.”


Carlos laughed and kissed him
again.


They finished their lunch, and,
bursting with mediocre greasy goodness, fell asleep on the couch for the next
three hours, napping in each other’s arms. 


****


“What?” Carlos yelled at him. 


“I said it’s loud!” Thomas
repeated over the roar of cars and buses and people and the old-school 80’s
boom box a homeless man in a speedo was dancing to.


“Oh. Yeah. Really fucking loud.”


“Are you sure this is his
building?” Thomas asked. 


“Yes. Look at the numbers. Look
at the street sign. This is it.”


Thomas looked at the shining gold
numbers against the brick, then let his head loll back to gaze up at the high,
glass encased building.


“You’ve gotten snippier with me
since we got married, you know,” Thomas told Carlos, sticking his bottom lip
out at him. 


“No I haven’t. We’re both like
this when we fly. You know that.” Carlos grabbed his hand, the way he had been
doing for months, making sure their wedding rings touched before he kissed
Thomas quickly. “So… do we, like, hit a call button, or what?”


“No, here he comes,” Thomas
replied, pointing at the handsome brunet coming through the door. 


“I’m so glad to see you guys!”
Jimmy shouted, throwing his arms up as he raced down the front steps. He
scooped each of them into a hug. Thomas kissed his cheek as Jimmy pulled away. 


“Come in, come in!” Jimmy guided
them both up the steps and into the elevator. “I’m so excited you guys made it
out east!” He told them. “I’ve got a great weekend planned. Tonight, we’re
going to go see Wicked. This
afternoon, I thought we’d go to the park and then you guys can pick out a
restaurant, as long as it’s Italian. I can’t let two Minnesota boys leave New
York City without eating in an Italian restaurant.”


The elevator dinged open. Jimmy
grabbed both of their suitcases and wheeled them down the hallway, before
finally pausing in front of his apartment door and pulling out his key. “Also,
I figured you guys would at least want to go look at Times Square. Everybody
does.”


Carlos looked over at Thomas and
grinned as Jimmy tucked their suitcases into the hall closet. Thomas grinned
back. 


“That sounds like an awesome
plan, Jimmy,” Thomas told him. “Carlos, baby, what are you thinking? Times
Square or Central Park first?”


“Oh, Central Park,” Carlos said. “For
sure.”


“Perfect!” Jimmy told them,
tucking his scarf down into his jacket. “I’ll just––” 


Carlos stepped forward, grabbed
Jimmy’s scarf, and pulled it back out of his coat, which Thomas was already
unbuttoning. 


“We’ll go after,” Carlos told
Jimmy.


Jimmy gave them both an eager
grin. “After what?” he asked, with a cheeky smile.


“After we’re done,” Thomas said. 


Jimmy laughed as Thomas kissed
him. 


It was going to be a good
vacation.
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