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   Chapter One
 
    
 
   It’s a truth universally acknowledged, particularly in this city, that you don’t mess with the Delaney twins. Ever. If you know what’s good for you. I, however, am not known for my caution under duress and this, therefore, is the story of how I did the opposite.
 
   The Delaneys lived on the shady side of town. I don’t mean where the majority of the trees are. They’re not really park people. No, I mean on the shady side of the law. Here, if you wanted a dodgy deal, a hot gun or dirty money, the Delaneys were your first port of call. If you wanted to give an enemy a serious fright or get overdue money paid to you, the Delaneys were the people you see. Hell, if you even wanted to start a new, above-board business, you’d have to check with them first. Unless you wanted your windows smashed on your first week of trading and your potential customers never to show up.
 
   They were bad enemies to have, but loyal friends. Which meant that, at the end of one particular sultry August night, when their beloved cousin Brandon dumped me publicly and in no uncertain terms, and when I’d expressed my opinion equally publicly and in terms just as committed, I knew I was going to be in a damn sight of trouble.
 
   Not that the Delaneys had any kind of reputation for gay-bashing at all. No, quite the opposite, in fact. But when I’d poured a nearly full bottle of Dom Perignon from the next table over bloody Brandon’s head and told him—and the whole of Luigi’s restaurant—I was going straight to the police with what I knew or guessed at about his more dubious activities, and see him buggered good and proper, even I, in my understandable rage, could tell my prospects weren’t good.
 
   All the next day therefore, I was waiting. Not that I wasn’t still angry because I was. I thought Brandon and I had had something going. We’d been screwing for ten months, and serious about it for seven of those months. Which was pretty long-term by my standards. Especially as my parents had been tight-lipped about me seeing him at all because of the Delaney connection. The gay aspects of it didn’t worry them; my elder sister already had the grandchildren, thank God. But they’d been worried about me hobnobbing with dubious people, as they so succinctly put it. Naturally, at the time, I’d ignored their words of wisdom, but now, after realizing just quite what a little two-timing, lying shit Brandon actually was, I wished I’d paid more attention.
 
   I wished I didn’t have quite so much of a temper when wronged, too, but I couldn’t change what I’d done. So the day after I’d doused Brandon with the most expensive bottle of bubbly I could lay my hands on, I went to work. Like any other day. I worked in an art gallery, mainly number crunching and sending out boxes and boxes of marketing bumph, not to mention helping to hang pictures and handing out wine glasses at numerous functions. The gallery owner—a no-nonsense, elegant woman in her fifties called Melissa—knew her stuff and knew how to sweet-talk people into doing exactly what she wanted, too. We were all terrified of her. When Melissa walked in, you straightened your back and doubled your efforts. And then some. It was through her that I’d met Brandon—she and the Delaney twins seemed to have some kind of mutual understanding, and they’d never bothered us. Now I wished she hadn’t been quite so pally with the Delaneys after all.
 
   So, I spent all morning packing boxes and calming down and then all afternoon worrying and glancing at the door every time it opened. Retribution wouldn’t happen here, of course. I wasn’t stupid. Melissa would never stomach it. Besides, the Delaneys weren’t old-time gangsters. Then again, neither was anyone foolish enough to mess with them. Even though I’d never go to the police and didn’t know anything anyway, I’d said too much—and in public—for them to let it go. I briefly toyed with the idea of begging my boss for help and standing stark naked in the middle of Luigi’s with a huge sign on me reading: Please forgive me. I’m sorry. I’ll never do it again. Bearing in mind the fact I’d never be allowed back in to the scene of the crime anyway, that one was probably a no-hoper.
 
   With all this going through my head, I was pleased I was the only one in to work today. I wasn’t sure how I’d have coped with conversation of any sort. Plus being at work didn’t give me much of a chance to miss bloody Brandon too much, the tosser.
 
   Six P.M. came way, way too quickly, and when I’d done all I could to elongate the time before my inevitable kicking—God, I hoped whoever was tasked with my punishment wouldn’t be too mean and I wouldn’t be in the hospital too long—I finally locked up and started on the ten-minute walk for home. I was never any good with the concept of pain.
 
   I clocked the bloke following me almost at once. Medium height, dark-haired and well-built, and no doubt with muscles like rocks, which he was soon going to put to good use.
 
   Oh, God, this is it then, I thought. Prepare for the inevitable.
 
   Every step of the way I fully expected he was going to leap on me, drag me into some dark corner of the city streets and beat the life out of me. Though I hoped he might leave me with the odd breath. Just to keep going.
 
   It didn’t happen like that. Strangely. Still, he was probably just stretching out the tension until I was so terrified I’d be helping him to beat me up, but to be honest it was doing my head in, and by the time I got to the front door of my block of flats, I was shaking like Jackson Pollock after one whisky too many.
 
   It was then that a strong hand descended onto my shoulder and swung me round.
 
   “Okay, okay,” I began to say, or rather stammer. “It’s—it’s all my fault and I’m sorry. I’ll take my punishment, whatever way you want to dole it out. But, please, I…”
 
   But it wasn’t the man who’d been following me, and I shut up at once. And swallowed. “Oh. Where’s…”
 
   “He’s not here right now, Liam,” the Delaney twin said. “It’s just you, me, and my brother.”
 
   I blinked. A moment later and the mirror image of the man in front of me loomed up from the shadows near the hedge. Two tall, fair-haired and grim-looking men faced me down. I had no idea which was which—I’d never been able to tell. Not that it mattered, not now.
 
   “Let’s not forget this,” said the other twin. He put his hand into the pocket of his long dark coat and drew out something metallic. For a wild and very stupid moment, I thought it was a novelty cigarette case before sanity kicked in and I knew exactly what it was.
 
   Oh, God—a gun. That was all I needed. I began to shake then in truth. If I could have found the words I would have begged, but my mouth was dry and I couldn’t think straight. There I was, trapped like a rabbit in the spotlight and unable to run, unable even to move. All I could think of was the gun.
 
   Which right now was jammed against my face, cold and hard and terrible. I wanted to fall to my knees, but didn’t dare move. Apart from the shaking. There was no way I could control it. At last I found my voice.
 
   “Please, Mr. Delaney, please…” I whimpered, trying to move my mouth as little as possible. Would the gun go off if I spoke too much? I had no idea. I’d never even seen a gun this close. Let alone felt it. Brandon had never carried one. He’d carried a lot of other shit, but never a gun.
 
   The first twin swore. “For fuck’s sake, stop bloody shaking like a girl, would you? And keep your mouth shut. I can’t hear myself think.”
 
   I obeyed at once. I shut my mouth and tried to bring the trembling under control, but complying with his last command was harder. I hoped he realized I was making the effort.
 
   As I waited for whatever the hell was going to happen next, with the gun still pressing into my cheek, the first twin began to pace up and down. Two steps right and two steps left. The pathway wasn’t long. I hoped that wouldn’t upset him even more.
 
   “All right, the situation is this, Liam,” he said, as my eyes followed him back and forth, back and forth. “You’ve fucked up, big time, and neither my brother nor I take kindly to what you’ve done. We’re not vindictive people—oh, no, not at all—and we’ve been pleased to have you with us for a while. Almost a member of the family, you’ve been. It’s been good to see my cousin so happy. Family can be difficult, you know?”
 
   This seemed to demand an answer, so I nodded. As carefully as possible. Bearing in mind the gun. My small gesture seemed to satisfy him. Thank God.
 
   “Yes,” he continued, “family is hugely important. We have to support them, no matter what idiocy they come up with. Now, we’re the first to admit young Brandon’s never been the smoothest bullet in the barrel, but he’s one of us. So, when someone humiliates him in a public place, we just can’t let them get away with it. No matter what our private thoughts may be. We’ve got our reputations to uphold and a business to run. You fucked up, Liam, and you have to take what’s coming to you. Do you see?”
 
   I nodded again. This time it wasn’t enough, as Twin One grabbed me by the chin and shook me. “What’s the matter? Something happened to your tongue?”
 
   “N-no, Mr. Delaney,” I managed. “And y-yes, I do see. I fucked up and I need to take what’s coming. But, please, I’m sorry, I’m really sorry, believe me.”
 
   He stopped shaking me and smiled. Neither was particularly reassuring.
 
   “Too late, my friend,” he said, and this time his voice was a whisper, reeling me in. “Because you still need to learn what you can and can’t do when it comes to the Delaney twins. Now, because you’ve somehow managed to make Brandon happy for a while—longer than anyone else ever has with the mean bastard, I have to admit—my brother and I are going to give you a choice of punishment. What do you say?”
 
   He let me go and cocked one enquiring eyebrow at me. I swallowed again.
 
   “Very kind of you, Mr. Delaney,” I said, the words tumbling from my lips as if they couldn’t wait to get out. “That’s very kind of you both because I don’t deserve it. No way.”
 
   “You’re right there,” he replied. “So listen to me and listen well. Your choice is this: my brother tends to be a little trigger-happy and I’m willing to let him shoot your balls off right here and right now. Don’t worry. He won’t kill you. We’re not unreasonable men, and the hospital’s not far. You won’t die, though I wouldn’t bet on being a father any time soon. Not, of course, that you’re the sort of man to be concerned with family life.”
 
   He paused, and I felt my prick shrivel away to nothing. I hoped it wasn’t an omen. “Please, sir, Mr. Delaney, what’s the other choice?”
 
   My voice was a hell of a lot higher than I’d anticipated, though I was amazed I had the courage to speak at all. Quite honestly, I was desperate to move on, in case he decided to withdraw the alternative completely. I quite fancied keeping my balls intact for as long as possible.
 
   “The other choice?” he said at last, just as I could feel Twin Two easing the gun downward, in a direction I didn’t like to think about. “The other choice is you let the both of us fuck you. All night, for as long as we want to, in any way we want to. Until you don’t even know who you are and you’re as sore as a cold razor on a winter morning. What do you say to that then?”
 
   I stared at him, my mind flying off in all directions, hardly able even to think. “Um. Thank you, Mr. Delaney. I’ll take the sex. Please?”
 
   God, no choice there—terrible injury or rape. No choice at all. What the hell were they playing at? I hadn’t even realised they were gay. Maybe they weren’t and this was just some weird mind game.
 
   Twin Two spoke again. His voice was softer than his brother’s was, but twice as threatening. “This isn’t some game we’re playing with you. We mean it.”
 
   “Yes, yes, Mr. Delaney. I know. I see you’re totally serious. You’ve got the gun. Believe me. I’ll take the sex, thank you.”
 
   A short pause followed, during which I wondered just what the hell I’d asked for and—worse—whether they might change their minds and shoot me anyway.
 
   “Good,” said Twin One at last. “You’ve decided quickly. In which case, we’ll have time to eat.”
 
   “Eat?” I echoed him, my voice somewhere up on the high side of soprano.
 
   “Yes, eat,” he said, glaring at me. “As I keep telling you, we’re not uncivilized men. Now give me the gun, Johnny, and we can all get going.”
 
   Twin Two frowned, like he’d been promised a treat and then had it taken away from him, but he handed the gun over anyway. It was obvious Twin One was the man in charge. I was glad Johnny didn’t have the ability to kill me any more—not unless he could use his bare hands, of course. And I wouldn’t have put it past either of them really. Twin One—who I suppose would have to be Mark—pocketed the gun with a sigh and strode off down the path.
 
   Still trembling, I followed him. Johnny brought up the rear. I thought we must have looked quite out-of-place, the Delaney twins and me, there in the evening sunshine walking with purpose down the city street. We passed a couple of people, one of whom I recognized as a neighbour, but nobody spoke to us. I couldn’t blame them for that. Everyone knew about the Delaneys. I could only imagine my neighbour might already be preparing his statement to the police for when they found my body, but I could only hope it wouldn’t come to that. If it did, I hoped he might find something nice to say about me.
 
   At the end of the road, a black BMW drew up alongside us. When I glanced inside, I recognized the driver as the man who’d followed me from work. That would explain where he’d vanished to.
 
   “Get in,” Twin One—Mark—said as he opened the back door and gestured inside.
 
   I did so. Johnny slid in next to me. The seats were cream leather, and I could smell polish, something sharp and lemon. Mark got in the front. He turned around, then took out the gun and laid it for a moment across the back of the seat. I stared at it.
 
   “Look at me, Liam.”
 
   My gaze shot upward to his face.
 
   “Are you listening?” he said.
 
   Wordless, I nodded.
 
   “Good. I want you to know that just because I have the gun and my brother doesn’t, it doesn’t mean I won’t use it if I have to. What we’re going to do is this: we’re going to go to Luigi’s, where you made such a scene last night. We’re going to sit down, nice and polite, and then you’re going to apologize to Luigi in the way in which I tell you to do. Afterwards, if Luigi accepts your apology and if my brother and I are happy with how you’ve performed, we’ll eat. I mean, Johnny and I will eat, and you’ll watch us. If you’re very lucky, you might get the odd mouthful, but again it depends on whether you can behave properly.
 
   “When we’ve finished, we’ll go back to your flat. We’ll go into your bedroom, and if we still want to fuck you, then we will. If we don’t, or if we’re not happy with you in any way, then Johnny will shoot you. Where we promised he would. Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes, Mr. Delaney.” My voice was barely above a whisper, but he seemed to understand it well enough.
 
   He turned back around again and snapped a command. “Then let’s drive.”
 
   Our journey progressed in silence for a while. Through the gap in the seats, I could see the gun where it now lay on Mark’s lap. I tried not to look at it, instead staring at anything else I could focus on. The streetlights, other cars, even my own knees.
 
   A cool touch on my cheek almost made me jump. When I glanced to my left, I could see Johnny had eased over the seat so he was right next to me. Somehow, I hadn’t heard him. Now he was stroking my face, his finger moving across my skin. I tried to steady my breathing and, when he touched my mouth, I opened my lips and sucked his finger inside. His breath hitched.
 
   The driver said something I couldn’t hear, and Mark turned in the front seat towards us. I stared at him, all the time sucking Johnny’s finger. Another one joined it, and I sucked on that one, too. Mark’s lips opened slightly. After a few moments, Johnny removed his fingers and began trailing them down my neck, leaving a line of saliva dampening my skin. I stretched my head up to give him easier access. When he came to my top button, he began to undo it.
 
   “Leave him,” Mark said suddenly, his voice rough. “We’ll have time enough later, if we want to.”
 
   At once, Johnny obeyed and shifted back to his seat. I sat there, panting a little.
 
   “Yeah, Mr. Delaney,” I whispered, slow and soft. “You can have anything you want from me for as long as you want it. Do whatever you want to my body. How does that sound?”
 
   In all honesty, I couldn’t believe I’d spoken at all, let alone had the balls to tease them. Hell, at least I still had my balls. This was something to be grateful for.
 
   Johnny made a groaning noise and ran one hand through his hair, but Mark simply stared at me. I might have been wrong about this, but I thought he might not have known quite what to say. So I smiled at him and finished undoing my top button. I did it nice and slow, just how I’d spoken to them. Then another button and another, while he kept on looking. When I reached inside and pinched my left nipple, it was he who gasped. It broke the spell.
 
   “Jesus, Liam, do yourself up, would you?” he said, spinning around until he faced the front again. “We’re nearly at the bloody restaurant. What are you, some kind of man-whore?”
 
   “Maybe, when it comes to you, Mr. Delaney, maybe,” I whispered, but he made no reply. I wasn’t even sure he’d heard.
 
   So I did myself up, like he said, and I was as dapper and neat as a suit on a Monday morning by the time we arrived at Luigi’s.
 
   Luigi’s had always been a classy joint, until I brought its standards crashing down yesterday. Maybe it was why Brandon had chosen it as the place to dump me. He’d thought I wouldn’t make a fuss somewhere like that. Tosser. He’d have to rethink his assumption now. It was coming up to seven P.M. by the time we arrived, and so there weren’t many people eating yet; just a scattering of post-work groups and a couple of family outings. I hoped to God neither Delaney twin was planning to use the gun in here, not with children about. But they were a law unto themselves, so you never could tell. I thought I’d bloody well better make sure I was on my best behaviour so they didn’t want to.
 
   Mark pushed open the door and strode in like he owned the place. Probably he did, in a round-about way. I followed him, and Johnny was last. It seemed to be the order we’d taken up. Inside, the deep red carpet was a soothing base for the solid wooden tables and the soft glow of candles sending shadows and light flowing over the walls. The smell of warm bread with a faint hint of garlic filled the air. It was the perfect place to bring a date to, really, which was, I supposed, what we were. Kind of.
 
   I didn’t recognize the waiter who trotted over to the three of us, smiling, but I couldn’t help my sideways glance to the table in the corner where I’d made my feelings about Brandon’s announcement perfectly and utterly clear only a day ago. It all looked relatively unscathed. No wasted champagne and no sparkling slivers of glass.
 
   As he got closer, the waiter’s expression changed. I could almost follow his thought processes: Oh God, it’s the lunatic from last night. We can’t let him in. Should we call the police? And then, just as quickly: But he’s with the Delaney twins and we must be nice and sweet and offer appropriate discounts so we don’t wake up with broken kneecaps and horses’ heads on our pillows. I’d always thought the Italians were surprisingly open people. Must be all the pasta.
 
   By the time the wretched man arrived with us, his expression had been schooled into one of suitably bright hospitality. “Ah, Mr. Delaney and Mr. Delaney, how lovely to see you both tonight. And you have brought your…friend with you; how delightful. Can I offer you your usual table?”
 
   “Naturally,” Mark said, barely looking in his direction. “We expect nothing less.”
 
   “Yes, of course, of course,” the waiter said hastily, as he grabbed a sheaf of menus and trotted off. “Please, come this way.”
 
   The table he led us to was already occupied by a young couple, but they, like the crockery and glasses, were quickly cleared away. In no time at all, the three of us were ensconced in a prime position from which we could see the whole restaurant and the doorway. And everyone could see us. Fresh napkins, glasses and cutlery were brought and a wine list given to Mark. He frowned at the elegant black writing on its background of cream and handed it back almost at once.
 
   “The usual,” he said. “You know what food and drink we want.”
 
   “Yes, sir, certainly, sir. And what about…” The waiter turned to me, and I could see he was sweating.
 
   I smiled back at him and raised my shoulders in a slight shrug. God, I wished I was him.
 
   “Our friend will have nothing. At the moment,” Mark replied. Then, “Tell me, is Luigi here?”
 
   “Yes, sir. Of course. Shall I get him for you?”
 
   “Please do.”
 
   The waiter scuttled away, the relief of escape obvious from his rapidly disappearing back. A few moments later, a broad man with dark curly hair hurried over to our table. He wore a crisp suit and a rich red-and-gold waistcoat. It was the most stylish thing I’d seen in a long time. This had to be Luigi. I’d never met him, but his reputation as the best restaurateur in the city was second to none. Also he had a reputation as the best womanizer and party guy. When he saw the twins, he smiled, and shook hands with them both. The gesture looked genuine, but then again the waiter had warned him. The smile disappeared when he looked at me. It seemed to be becoming a habit, but not one I could blame anyone for.
 
   Luigi didn’t offer to shake my hand and looked like he might be about to say something. Mark got in there first.
 
   “Luigi,” he said, and the restaurant owner’s eyes instantly snapped to him. “Everyone—all of our associates—are very sorry to hear about the terrible scene in your fine establishment yesterday. My brother and I like to think we’re a close-knit community of business folk in this area and so we have taken it upon ourselves to bring the perpetrator along with us in order to offer you a heartfelt apology. Liam?”
 
   At the sound of my name, I jumped. “Yes, Mr. Delaney. Of course. Please, Mr. Luigi, I—”
 
   “On your knees, Liam.”
 
   “What?”
 
   He sighed. Stroked his hand down past his pocket where he had hidden the gun. “Ah, Liam, Liam, I had such high hopes for you. I think to show Luigi here just how sorry you really are, any apology would be better coming from a position of humility, don’t you?”
 
   My mouth was, by now, extraordinarily dry, but I managed to squeeze out some suitable response. “Y-yes, of course, Mr. Delaney. No-no problem.”
 
   Then, before Mark could decide he wanted a closer look at the ruddy gun, I slid out of my seat and fell to my knees before the astonished restaurateur. For good measure, I clasped my hands together in front of me and looked him right in the eye. The room became suddenly very quiet.
 
   “Please, Mr. Luigi,” I said, licking my lips in order to find some moisture. “Please, I behaved appallingly rudely yesterday and I upset both your customers and your staff. I want to say how very sorry I am and how terrible I feel about it today. More terrible than you can possibly imagine. There’s nothing I can do to change what happened, but I want you to take whatever money you need from me to help compensate for the damage, and I want you to know, more than anything, how much I regret my rudeness and how very sorry I am. I promise to behave myself in future. If you can find it in yourself to do so, please forgive me. I apologize to you from the bottom of my heart.”
 
   By the time I’d finished speaking, Luigi had turned pale, even in the candlelight, and his eyes were flicking from me to the twins and back again. Then again, I didn’t suppose he’d ever had one of his customers in this position before, at least not a male one and not in a public place. The situation must have bamboozled him so he didn’t know how to react at all.
 
   In the end, he simply nodded and bowed. “Thank you very much, Mr… Liam. That is a very gracious apology, and I am happy, for the sake of my valued business associates here, to accept it. You are welcome in my restaurant. Mr. Delaney and Mr. Delaney, your order will be with you very shortly.”
 
   Another bow and he had gone. I couldn’t help but be impressed. In his place, I wasn’t sure I would have had the sheer chutzpah for it. Still on my knees, I glanced at the twins to see what they wanted me to do now.
 
   Johnny was folding his napkin into a variety of shapes, but Mark was gazing straight at me.
 
   He snorted. “Not bad. Why don’t you get off your bloody knees then and sit properly at the table? Show us you know how to behave.”
 
   “Yes, Mr. Delaney.” I slid up onto the chair again, my heart pounding in my chest. There I waited, not interfering, not calling any undue attention to myself, and not looking anywhere but at the table, until the twins’ wine arrived, followed almost immediately by their meal.
 
   They both had the house pasta—chicken with wild field mushrooms. How I remembered it. I’d ordered it myself yesterday, but never got round to eating anything. Now it smelled delicious. Spices and garlic, mixed with the glorious scent of a fresh supply of ciabatta. The steam rose from the bread when Mark pulled it apart. I watched its journey from the plate to his lips.
 
   When he finished, he looked at me. “Do you want some food, Liam?”
 
   “Please, Mr. Delaney.”
 
   He nodded as if he’d expected it. “All right. Beg us for it then.”
 
   My heart rate went up double-time. I had no real idea what the hell was happening here, or what they wanted me to do, but I was ravenously hungry and, if tonight panned out anything like how they’d told me, I’d need all my strength and wits about me simply to get through it. Without another thought, I was down on my knees again between them, that rich red carpet feeling more of the weight of me than it had expected to this evening. Whatever happened, I was giving the clientele one hell of a show, though rather more measured than the one I’d given them yesterday.
 
   “Please, Mr. Delaney,” I whispered, hands clasped once more, and eyes darting first to one twin and then the other. “Please, I’m so hungry and the food you have looks so good. I really need to eat. Please, just one mouthful? That’s all I’m asking for. Just one, if you can spare it. Please, will you give me some food? I’m begging you. Please let me eat.”
 
   Mark looked across the table at Johnny, who shrugged and then nodded. As if by an agreed signal, Johnny then speared some pasta and chicken on his fork and held it out toward me. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. It tasted heavenly, though I was surprised I could taste anything at all. I chewed slowly, keeping my eyes shut. I only opened them again when I’d finished.
 
   “Thank you, Mr. Delaney,” I whispered.
 
   All through the meal, I knelt there between them, with either one or the other occasionally feeding me the odd mouthful. The final time, Mark fed me with a torn-off piece of ciabatta. When he placed it in my mouth, I wrapped my tongue around his fingers, just as I had with Johnny in the car. I licked him, tasting garlic on his skin.
 
   When, after a few moments, he pulled himself free, gently, I groaned. “You taste so good, Mr. Delaney. I’d love you to fuck my mouth. I bet you’d taste good then, too.”
 
   “Jesus.” This came from Johnny, the first time he’d spoken since we’d entered the restaurant. His knife fell onto the table with a clatter. “I can’t…”
 
   “Shut it, little brother. Don’t let him get to you. For God’s sake, Liam, sit at the table and keep your mouth shut while we’re eating. I’m sick of the sight of you.”
 
   Wordless, I obeyed. I said nothing more, but watched while they finished their pasta and drank the wine. They didn’t order coffee. And nobody asked about payment.
 
   At the car, Mark shoved me in the back and followed me inside, so Johnny had to make do with the front seat. I thought that was a little unfair as he was the one who most seemed to want a piece of me. And right now he was the one without the gun.
 
   Once we’d set off, Mark was all over me, touching my face, my back, my crotch. I spread my legs as wide as I could so he could do whatever he wanted. What he wanted was kissing. He thrust his tongue into my mouth so quickly I barely had time to draw breath. It wasn’t what I’d expected at all. The next moment he was tearing at my shirt buttons and pulling at the hairs on my chest, tweaking my nipple, making me groan and cry out, though he swallowed up the sound of it.
 
   Then, just as suddenly as he’d started it, he pulled away again. I was gasping, spread-eagled like a pro on the posh leather seats, while the driver stared at me in his rear view mirror and Johnny stared at me from the corner of his headrest.
 
   Mark snorted. “God, Liam, you’re such a whore. Brandon was right about you.”
 
   I thought this was a little near the bone, under the circumstances, especially as he’d jumped me, and anyway he was planning to get his fill of me later on—I hoped—but I didn’t argue. Hell, I was learning fast.
 
   Instead, I skittered closer to him and laid my hand on his leg.
 
   “You bet, Mr. Delaney,” I whispered. “I’m always a whore where you and your brother are concerned.”
 
   He didn’t respond to that; he didn’t even look at me. However, all the way back home, he let me stroke his prick through his upmarket trousers. If I was going to get raped—which was infinitely preferable to getting shot after all—I’d do my level best to make sure I got some kind of fun out of it.
 
   At home, Johnny got out first and came around to my side of the car. Mark pushed me out and got out himself. By the time he was standing next to me, the gun was in full view once more. I supposed he didn’t want me to try to run. Hell, I didn’t have the courage to run. I was planning to do exactly what he said every step of the way. Mark tapped the roof twice and the car rolled away.
 
   “Get inside.” He gestured with the gun at my front door, and I reached for my keys. “No funny business.”
 
   “No, sir, Mr. Delaney, no funny business at all. You got it.”
 
   My hands had begun to shake again so it took me a while to open the door, but neither twin commented. Mark simply laid the gun against the back of my neck, a gesture that made the rest of my body want to shake, too, but I tried to quell it. I led them through the shared hallway in silence and up to my flat.
 
   This is it then, I thought. This was where I got buggered. I had to get buggered, if I didn’t want to die. And there was only one way I knew to be sure of a chance at that.
 
   I walked to my bedroom, the two of them close behind. Inside, I closed the door behind the three of us and looked directly at Mark. I swallowed before speaking.
 
   “You’ve got the gun,” I said. “You can do whatever you like with me. But I thought that, after such a romantic dinner and an evening of being so considerate toward someone you’ve every intention of buggering anyway, you might like to try this.”
 
   Then, trying to ignore Mark and the gun, I knelt in front of Johnny, leant forward and undid his zipper with my teeth. It was something my first boyfriend had taught me. I always knew it would come in handy one day. By the time I’d nuzzled down his briefs, his cock was already at half-mast and, with a moan, I wrapped my lips around it and began to suck and lick it as if my life depended on it. It no doubt did. I heard a muffled gasp from Mark behind me. I think it might have been enjoyment. I hoped so.
 
   Funnily enough, he wasn’t the only one enjoying it. I took great pride in the fact I gave a damn good blowjob. It was something I’d always loved to do. Johnny appeared to be having a fun time as well. His legs were buckling and, by the time I’d swallowed down the length of him and tasted his explosion in my mouth, he had all but collapsed onto the bed.
 
   “Jesus,” he said, “that was…”
 
   “Good,” I whispered. “I know. Do you want more?”
 
   When he blinked at me, I licked my lips clean of his cum, but let some of it remain on my face. I’d always thought it was sexier.
 
   “Why don’t you fuck me now?” I whispered, half-turning and bringing Mark in on my question. “Like you want to. That would really teach me a lesson, wouldn’t it?”
 
   This was too much for him.
 
   “Stop screwing with us and get undressed,” Mark snarled at me, his face flushed and his hand still clutching the gun. “Now.”
 
   I obeyed. No more flirting, no more teasing them. I stood up and undressed as quickly as I could. I didn’t mind them seeing my body. I’d always been proud of the shape I was in. My hands still shook a little, but I couldn’t help it and, in any case, it was hardly surprising. When I was completely naked, I looked him right in the eye.
 
   “How would you like me?” I asked him.
 
   Mark tossed the gun to the edge of the room. My eye followed it. I was glad to see it go.
 
   “Forget the gun, Liam. Look at me.”
 
   Again, I obeyed him, without question. He took a couple of paces to stand in front of me, and my cock was instantly rock-hard. God, that was another surprise. I supposed this was at the very least going to be sex under duress. I’d never expected to have a hard-on, too.
 
   “This isn’t about the gun,” he continued, his voice lowering so he was whispering to me. Hell, it was almost romantic. “Not any more. This is about me, my brother and you. Okay?”
 
   Wordless, I nodded.
 
   “Get on the bed then. All fours.”
 
   I did so. Johnny shuffled backwards, toward the headboard, to allow me room. His cock nudged the side of my face. I opened my mouth and took it in again. It seemed like the natural thing to do. Behind me, the bed creaked as Mark leant against it. I heard the sound of him undoing his zipper and opening my bedside cabinet drawer. Then a satisfied sigh. The next moment, fingers, slick with gel, pushed into me. I would have gasped at their coldness, but my mouth was rather full at the time and there was no room for anything to escape but a muffled squeak. I’d never been at my most dignified during sex. Then again, who is?
 
   Still, the sheer courtesy of Mark’s actions all but undid me. I’d assumed he’d go for the wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am approach. I’d never imagined he’d try to make it easier. After a few moments, the fingers withdrew, and I heard the sound of him tearing open a packet. Then I felt the warmth of his hands on my legs positioning me, and the feel of his sheathed cockhead lining up against my arsehole.
 
   “Okay, I’m ready. Let’s fuck him,” he whispered. “Both ends. You fuck his mouth, Johnny, and I’ll fuck his arse.”
 
   Then he pushed inside me. At the same time, Johnny groaned and began slamming his cock into my mouth, making my jaw ache. Mark followed suit at my other end and, for long moments, the only sensations I had were of being between the two of them, caught, ravaged, and well and truly plundered.
 
   God, how I loved it. It was bloody fantastic.
 
   Then they began to shout. All sorts of words.
 
   “Jesus, I love you.”
 
   “Baby, I…”
 
   “I’ve always wanted this…”
 
   “Oh, God, yes, but I never…”
 
   “…thought we could…”
 
   “…actually do it.”
 
   The last words they shouted were in unison. Another wave of warm spunk filled my mouth and, at the same time, I felt Mark shudder and collapse against me. The weight of him drove me down just as I reached my own orgasm and I twisted sideways, pumping my load onto the sheets. He came with me and nestled me with surprising gentleness onto the bed. Johnny turned to follow us, his cock still filling my mouth. I pushed back a little so I could hang on to the feel of his brother inside me for as long as possible and kept on licking that glorious mouthful.
 
   For a while, all three of us just lay there. The twins caught their breath, while I thought about the things they’d said to each other during the threesome fuck. Well, I supposed that was the city for you. We were full of mysteries. Buggery and group sex in these mean streets. Around here, people probably saw it as a good evening out. Nobody would even think twice about it.
 
   Finally, Johnny slipped from my mouth, and Mark slipped from my arse. Hell, but I really missed the feeling of being full to the brim with them both. It felt empty without them. I was sore and aching, but utterly and strangely satisfied.
 
   Neither of them said anything about what they’d shouted, and I thought it would be best for my health and safety, too, if I kept quiet about it. All things considered. Every family had its secrets after all.
 
   Not too much later, they swapped positions and did me again. Johnny was gentler in my arse than he’d been in my mouth, and even Mark took it a little easier as well. I wasn’t complaining. I didn’t really want to end up in hospital trying to explain how the hell I’d got there, plus I wanted to be able to sit down the next day. At some point. And chew food properly.
 
   Mark even touched my cock and let me come all over his hand, whilst Johnny stroked my back and murmured words I couldn’t hear against my neck.
 
   Then we did it again, same way around. As we lay there afterwards, I shuffled sideways so I was on my back between them both. Then I reached out and eased Mark’s mouth down to mine. He seemed to like kissing. I hoped he wouldn’t object to what I had in mind. I opened my lips as wide as possible and his tongue filled me. At the same time, I reached up to Johnny and eased him closer to me as well. I opened my mouth even wider and brought him down so the three of us were kissing, the twins’ tongues exploring me together. One of them groaned, maybe both. I couldn’t tell.
 
   I could feel Mark trembling where I held him. I wondered if they’d ever touched each other like this before, or if this was their first time. It was certainly mine. Like this. And, hell, but it was messy. Saliva dripped down my chin. After a while, I couldn’t tell where my mouth ended and theirs began. It made me feel bloody good, though, the three of us kissing, in bed. Fucking and kissing. Sweaty and hot. I didn’t think I could ever get enough of it.
 
   Eventually, though, the kissing stopped, and they cuddled me for maybe another ten minutes or so. After that, I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I remembered was the early morning light beating its way into my eyes. I blinked until I was able to focus and then became utterly and incredibly still. Mark was sitting on the bed, fully dressed, with Johnny lurking behind him. On Mark’s lap lay the gun. It was pointing at me.
 
   A long, long moment went by. Then Mark began to talk. Not looking at me, but simply speaking, almost as if to himself.
 
   “Very nice, Liam. Very enjoyable. And I think I speak for my brother as well.” Johnny nodded, but Mark paid him no attention. “I think we both had the best evening with you that we’ve ever had with anyone. I trust you understand. And we’re men of our word, as I’m sure you know. Yesterday, you chose to have sex with us and we promised if it was good enough, then we wouldn’t shoot you. I think I can safely say you passed the test. With flying colors.”
 
   I let out the breath I was holding, and Mark glanced at me and smiled briefly.
 
   “Yes, with flying colours,” he went on, picking up the gun and turning it over and over in his hand. “But it might be that some things, some private things, were revealed last night in the heat of the moment, which it would be better by far in the cold light of day for you to forget. Because neither Johnny nor I would want to have to go back on our promise. Do you understand, Liam?”
 
   “Yes, Mr. Delaney, I understand perfectly well and, believe me, you can rely on me,” I said, nodding my head with vigor. “You can rely on me totally. I’m the soul of absolute discretion. I promise you.”
 
   Mark gazed at me then, his eyes seeming to pierce mine and to search out all my secrets in an instance. He nodded and put the gun down on my bedside cabinet. “Good, because both Johnny and I were hoping you’d see things sensibly. We’ll be on our way then, and leave you to recover. But there is one thing I’d like you to know before we depart.”
 
   “What’s that, Mr. Delaney?”
 
   He shrugged. “We both think Brandon’s a fool. You’re well rid of him.”
 
   And then they were gone. I could hear the heavy tread of their feet making their way toward my front door. I collapsed back onto the bed, thanking all the gods I knew and some I didn’t that I’d come out of this whole thing in one piece.
 
   Then I saw the gun. Bloody hell, it was the last thing I wanted in the flat.
 
   “Mr. Delaney, wait! Please!” I yelled, springing out of bed as naked as the day I was born and edging round the wretched weapon as if it might go off all on its own. Hell, from the little I knew about guns, it might well do, and the Delaneys would have the last laugh in the end. Goddammit.
 
   The footsteps stopped and then came back. Just one set this time. Mark opened the door and stared at me as I hopped round the cabinet gesturing and whimpering. “The gun, sir, you’ve forgotten the gun…”
 
   As I blinked at him, a slow smile spread over his face.
 
   “Keep it,” he said, “as a memento.”
 
   “But, Mr, Delaney, I…”
 
   He swore softly. “Bloody civilians. For God’s sake, Liam, it’s not loaded. It’s not even a bloody gun. It’s a replica. Your boss—the lovely Melissa—can be very persuasive on her employees’ behalf. Don’t forget to thank her when she next pops by the gallery.”
 
   As I stared at him, unable to speak at all, he began to laugh. Deeply and from the belly, as if watching me was the funniest thing he’d seen in years. Perhaps it was. The sound of it echoed through my bedroom and onto the landing. It brought Johnny back into the room and, when he saw me, he began to laugh as well.
 
   Just what I needed—two hysterical twins and one naked idiot. Correction: one naked, loved-up and thoroughly, satisfyingly buggered idiot.
 
   But it wasn’t quite over yet. When the laughter died away, I smiled, too. I picked up the gun and held it out to Mark. Before he took it, I spoke, no more than a whisper really.
 
   “If it’s worthless,” I said, “it does you no harm carrying it around, does it, Mr. Delaney? Unless, of course…”
 
   “Unless?” One eyebrow went up and he cocked his head at me. I couldn’t ever be sure, but I thought Johnny might have winked, too.
 
   “Unless you want to leave it here, sir, so you can come back and claim your property whenever you feel the need? And anything else you might feel like claiming as well. After all, it’s a shame to waste a good set-up, isn’t it? Mr. Delaney, sir? Milk it for all you can get is what I say.”
 
   The twins looked at each other for a few moments. Johnny nodded. Then Mark nodded. I took the gun back, placed it carefully in the drawer. And then? Well, then we all began to laugh.
 
   And that, so you see, is how I messed with the Delaney twins and lived.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Call me Liam. Not because I’m chasing a whale, but mainly because it’s my name, so it makes sense if you need to attract my attention. But also call me Liam because these days, only a few short weeks after being fixed up, fooled and generally fabulously fucked by the Delaneys, I suddenly found people ’round here didn’t seem to need to ask what my surname was.
 
   This was both a bad and a good thing. By nature, I preferred to keep my head down, in all senses of the phrase, but since I’d found myself in the spotlight of those Delaney twins, keeping a low profile hadn’t been a viable option on any level.
 
   Take last night for instance. What a night. I don’t think I’ll ever forget it. I’d worked late at the gallery and didn’t get home till gone seven, my head spinning with picture orders and the new invoice system. An artistic life is so glamorous, you know. Letting myself into the flat, I realized, not for the first time, how empty it was and glanced at the phone. No messages, damn it.
 
   Shrugging off the disappointment and in an effort to prevent my memory from dwelling over matters it was probably wisest to leave behind, I started heating up the stew I’d made the day before. I opened the fridge to see if I had any lager left. I hadn’t. I swore softly and was calculating if I had the energy to nip to the supermarket to get some when my mobile rang.
 
   I was so eager to get to the damn thing to see who might be calling—and more importantly if it might be them—that it slipped out of my grasp and spun across the kitchen floor. Never one to let dignity get in the way of desire, I leapt after it, banging my elbow on the nearest cupboard, and sliding to a halt near the oven.
 
   I answered it on the third ring. “Hello?”
 
   “Ah, Liam.”
 
   The voice of Mark Delaney entered my ear like a warm breeze on a summer day, or would have done if I’d been at all poetical. As it was, I found myself blushing and remembering the shape of his cock inside me. His brother’s, too. “Mr. Delaney, sir.”
 
   “I trust you have a free evening tonight?”
 
   Sitting up, I leant against the oven. Thankfully, it wasn’t on. “For you, Mr. Delaney, my evening is whatever you want it to be.”
 
   I thought he gasped, but I couldn’t be sure, and when he spoke, his tone was crisp. “Good. There’s a car outside your flat. Get into it.”
 
   “Yes, Mr. Delaney,” I started to say, but he’d already ended the call.
 
   Heart beating fast and cock not that far behind, I switched off the stew, shoved a lid on it and sprinted out into the hallway. Did I have time for a shower or shave? Probably not, as when the Delaneys said jump, you jumped. Don’t even bother asking how high—if it’s wrong, they’ll tell you. I did manage a quick check in the mirror, though, and allocated myself no more than two seconds to smooth down my hair and give myself a thumbs-up. Yes. My evening had definitely taken a turn for the better.
 
   Outside, a black car lurked, glimmering under the streetlight and, when the driver saw me, he got out and waved at the passenger seat. No words needed. I opened the door and slid in, breathing in the smell of leather and money. The driver got back in, still silent, and clicked his seatbelt into place. I didn’t recognize him from before.
 
   “Hello,” I said. “I’m Liam—”
 
   “I know who you are.” The man cut across my attempts at the kind of social niceties I was sure my mother would be proud of. “I’m not here to talk. The bosses want you there like yesterday, so I’m going to have to put my foot down. I’m glad you were quick, though, as any more messing around and I would have had to come in and get you.”
 
   For a man who didn’t talk, he got a lot across. One swift glance over at him showed me the shape of the gun under his jacket, so I was glad he hadn’t had to make that house call. Thank God my responses were pretty sharpish.
 
   Seeing I probably wasn’t going to get any more conversation, I relaxed back into the leather, closed my eyes and tried not to get too excited about what the Delaneys might have in store for me. In truth, I hadn’t been entirely sure they would even bother contacting me again after they’d given me their unique brand of personal punishment, no matter what Mark had said when he’d left in the morning, but I was bloody glad they had.
 
   Something inside told me that, even though we’d only had one night of sex, whatever it was we’d started wasn’t over yet. Neither had I any idea how long this whole threesome thing might last and, if it did, just how the hell I was ever going to broach it with my parents, but I was determined to enjoy whatever happened while I could. Never say never, eh?
 
   All these deep philosophical thoughts drifted through my gay-guy head as Mr. Silent drove, completely speechless now, through the town centre and out toward where the posh, rich and/or criminal people lived. Completely the other side of town from me. I gazed out the window and watched the shapes of the houses in the darkness become taller and grander, gaining front lawns, gates and lines of trees as we drove on. I swear, even the way the people walked out here was different, more measured and more in control. I wondered what they’d think of me.
 
   Finally, my wordless chauffeur turned into the massive gates of the Delaney residence, and no there wasn’t any other way to describe it. They were both living proof of the indisputable fact that crime paid. I knew very well I was playing with fire, but hell who doesn’t like to live dangerously every now and again. Anyway, I had no choice: the twins had called, and I’d jumped to it. Bearing in mind our last encounter, I’d be a hundred times more of an idiot than I actually was if I didn’t jump to it.
 
   The car glided to a halt, and the chauffeur leapt out. Assuming this was a sign I was supposed to be super-fast, I leapt out, too. Too damn quickly as it happened because the handle of my door caught the unfortunate driver right in the gut and he fell to the ground with a groan.
 
   The next second, two men rose from the undergrowth and hunkered down on the driveway next to the car, brandishing what had to be guns in my direction. “Freeze!”
 
   I froze, from instinct putting my hands up in the air and from terror gabbling like a child. “Hello, you must be security. Nice work. I’m not doing anything. I just got out of the car, that’s all. I didn’t mean to hurt anyone, please believe me.”
 
   “Shut up and turn around. Put your hands behind your head and lean against the car.”
 
   I obeyed at once, hoping I wasn’t going to be killed before I managed to see even one twin. They wouldn’t be happy about that, I could tell. One of the security team frisked me down, finding nothing, of course, apart from a cock the size of a walnut—well, I was more than nervous by then—as the driver staggered to his feet.
 
   “I don’t think he meant it, guys. He just got out of the car, that’s all.”
 
   “I don’t know,” the nearest guard snapped, giving me a quick push and placing the gun next to my cheek. What was it with the Delaneys and guns anyway? “He looked pretty mean to me.”
 
   “What’s going on here?” A soft voice from the direction of the house made everyone stop what he was doing instantly. The chauffeur stood up straight and might even have saluted, but I couldn’t be sure, and the two security guards half turned so they were facing the voice, but still covering me. Just in case I did something stupid, I guess, which, on recent experience, was probably a wise move. The one with the gun pressed against my cheek shuffled his feet.
 
   “Your visitor tried to attack Benjy, Mr. Delaney, sir,” the guard mumbled.
 
   Benjy must be the chauffeur. It wasn’t a name I would have associated with him, but I thought it best not to laugh.
 
   The Delaney twin, whichever one it was, sighed. “I think that’s highly unlikely. Let him go. Turn ’round, Liam.”
 
   The gun disappeared, an act that went partway to steadying my breathing, and I slowly turned to face the man I’d come to see, or one of them anyway. I didn’t expect to recognize which it was, but I knew at once it was Johnny. This made sense, of course, as if Mark had heard a disturbance, he was too important to investigate himself; he’d send Johnny. But I couldn’t be sure of that until I’d seen him. Now I had, I wanted nothing more than to wrap myself round those lean but muscular legs, undo his zipper and bury my nose deep into his groin, and maybe hope Mark might come out to see that kind of disturbance anyway. God knows what that would do to the chauffeur and the ultra-keen guards, but what did I care? Johnny was here, and I was safe.
 
   “Hello, Mr. Delaney,” I whispered as he took the two or three paces needed to come face to face with me. “I came as quickly as I could. I was so keen to see you and your brother, in fact, that I accidentally knocked over your driver with the door. Sorry about that.”
 
   He shrugged. “No need to apologise. Come in.”
 
   Then, with no more words and a mere couple of jerks of his head, he dismissed the guards, propelled the unfortunately named Benjy back into the kick-ass car and began to lead me up into the house. It must be nice, I thought, to have so much personal power that you didn’t even need to speak. Would I could learn some of that talent, which would at the very least please my father.
 
   On the way up to the mansion, as we passed a water feature, a summer house and a half-naked statue of some Greek god or other, I couldn’t help but check out Johnny’s arse. I hadn’t really had the opportunity before and, believe me, it was well worth the checking. So much so when he stopped at the front door, I careened into him and all but knocked him over, too. God, I was classy tonight. Same as any other night then.
 
   “Sorry, Mr. Delaney,” I stammered as he grabbed at the doorframe in order to stay upright. “I wasn’t looking where I was going. I was too busy checking you out and…”
 
   I shut up. Even I knew when I’d gone too far and was busy digging my own grave with the nearest spade.
 
   “Sorry,” I squeaked again, head bowed.
 
   To my surprise, Johnny didn’t lash out or call the guards back, guns at the ready for some serious whipping. Instead, I felt the coolness of his finger under my chin as he lifted up my head.
 
   “Always nice to be checked out,” he said. “You nervous?”
 
   Unable to say anything at all, I swallowed and nodded.
 
   “Good,” he said. “Mark likes that. But there’s no need. Just stay calm.”
 
   With that, he let me go, swung around and strode into the house. I followed him, unwilling to let him out of my sight in case anything worse happened to me. I found myself in a hallway you could put two of my flats in and still have room for a neighborhood party. The walls were lined with antique mirrors and pictures of reclining nudes, some male and some female. The carpet was a deep blue and the walls the softest yellow. I was outclassed by some miles here. If I hadn’t known it before, it was obvious now that being a professional criminal was definitely a good career choice; they should offer it in schools.
 
   A click of the fingers told me Johnny was waiting and I hurried to catch up. He stopped at one of the doorways, which was decorated in carved gold creatures that might have been serpents or dolphins, but I didn’t have time for an accurate identification, and then he announced me as if I were a local dignitary expected for a late supper. As if.
 
   “Liam has arrived,” he said.
 
   Telling myself I was a good Irish lad way back somewhere and therefore had no need to be overawed by anything, I stepped into the elegant living room when Johnny waved me on. It was at least three times the length of mine and twice as wide. Instead of my half-price paint mahogany walls and thin cotton curtains, the Delaneys’ place was all cream with gold accessories and the curtains were the richest velvet I’d ever seen. Gold, of course. The whole effect was as if I’d stumbled upon royalty at play, an effect they no doubt wanted to achieve. If the Delaneys had set out to overawe me, hell, it was working.
 
   I could see someone I didn’t know sitting on one of the cream leather armchairs…a tall man in his late forties, I reckoned, with receding brown hair and long, elegant fingers. He was dressed in a suit and looking hopeful but wary. I couldn’t really blame him. Next to him, Mark had his back to me and was busy mixing drinks—whisky and soda I thought.
 
   The moment I saw him with his brother, the effect of both of them together made my cock twitch into action. It was Pavlov’s dogs all over again, except I was taller and trying not to pant. If I had been a dog, I would have been yelping, rubbing his ankles and rolling over for a tickle. Not a good look all around really.
 
   Mark turned and nodded when he saw me. “Liam, good you could come quickly. We were in need of your company.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I replied, my eyes fixed on him as Johnny took one of the drinks from his brother and handed it to me. The touch of his hand on mine made me feel warm inside and less out of place. “Thank you, sir.”
 
   “Because what we need more than anything is an evening’s entertainment,” Mark continued. “Our business associate here, Mr. Buchanan, is keen to see what we can offer to interest him, and we thought of you at once. Do you think you can do that, Liam? Can you entertain us?”
 
   Well, I was no Jude Law, but I could probably out-drama-queen Graham Norton on a good day. I stretched out so everyone could get a good view of the shape of me, especially what I kept in my trousers, and gave them a slow smile. “Oh, yes, Mr. Delaney, sir. I’ve got an A-star in entertainment and I’ve had no complaints up until now. What would you like?”
 
   His eyes clouded over, and I saw him swallow. “We’d like you to undress.”
 
   As before, when he’d last given me this command, I obeyed. This time, Johnny took each of my discarded items and placed them with care on a nearby table. When I handed him my briefs, he smiled, let them fall onto the table and ran one finger down my chest. I gasped as he tweaked my nipple, and my cock stiffened in response. I hoped whatever happened and whatever sort of entertainment they wanted for their guest tonight, it would end with Johnny and Mark both fucking me. It’s what I wanted more than anything. It was why I’d come. I didn’t much mind right now who else joined in, but that’s how I wanted to end the evening. Then again, class and me had never really mixed. I never knew how to do stylish.
 
   When Johnny stepped away, I missed his touch like crazy, but blinked and stared at Mark. Was he going to touch me, too? God, I hoped so, as I knew I needed it. Having Johnny without Mark, or Mark without Johnny just didn’t seem right, which probably only showed what a confused moralist I was turning out to be. They didn’t teach you this kind of thing in citizenship lessons at school. Perhaps they should.
 
   Keeping my gaze on Mark, I stroked my cock slowly and watched a droplet of sweat ease down his face.
 
   “God, that feels good,” I whispered. “Wish it was you doing it, though, Mr. Delaney. Wouldn’t you like to touch me like your brother has?”
 
   To my surprise, Mark didn’t respond in the way I thought he would. Instead, he glanced at his visitor, who surely must have been getting an eyeful of my prized assets ’round about now, and strode again to the drinks cabinet. There he poured a whisky and downed it in one. I knew better than to comment on that and simply waited.
 
   “No, that isn’t the question. The actual question is this,” said Mark after he’d wiped his mouth dry. “Do you think you can keep us all entertained, Liam? Because none of us like to be bored.”
 
   “Oh, yes, sir, no question about it. Entertainment is my middle name, if I had one.”
 
   Johnny snorted and a flicker passed across Mark’s face that might have been amusement, or might have been wind. I couldn’t be sure, though, of course, all of us had passed beyond childhood. Way beyond.
 
   “All right, then turn ’round to the wall and spread your legs. As I’ve already said, Mr. Buchanan here would like to be entertained as part of the deal we’ve just shaken on. So, Liam, show us what you can do.”
 
   Then he winked at me, I could have sworn it, though the gesture had gone as soon as I thought I’d seen it. Whether it was real or not, it had the effect, strangely, of making me feel safe, God knows why. After all, the Delaneys were the most dangerous people I knew, but, when I mulled it over a little more, I hadn’t come to much harm whilst in their care, and had indeed had a hell of a lot of fun. If I was going to be part of their business package for this hotshot client, then so be it. More than anything, I liked the idea of the twins watching this Mr. Buchanan and me together. Hell, I loved the idea. Bring it on.
 
   I turned ’round, spread my arms and legs and leant against the wall as instructed. A moment later, I felt a finger ease down my back.
 
   “You were right,” Mr. Buchanan whispered. “He is very beautiful. And sparky, too, if I’m not mistaken. I like that. And I can do whatever I want with him?”
 
   “Use a condom and lube,” Johnny said with a growl. “And you can’t hurt him.”
 
   That was the most impassioned sentence I thought I’d ever heard from Johnny, and it made me smile.
 
   “My brother’s right,” Mark warned. “Injury is out of the question and if that happens, all bets are off. Liam belongs to us.”
 
   “Agreed,” said Mr. Buchanan. “Besides, punishment isn’t my thing.”
 
   After that, he didn’t do any more talking and had no need to. He massaged my shoulders and bit me, gently, on the back of my neck, sucking and nibbling at my skin there. One of the twins, I wasn’t sure which, gasped and I heard the distinct sound of a zipper being undone. Someone was keen to see Mr. Buchanan get his rocks off, or to see me fucked. One of the two, maybe both.
 
   Slowly Mr. Buchanan ran his fingers down my spine, and I found myself relaxing into his touch. My cock was at half-mast and my enthusiasm for group sex, and now voyeurism was starting to amaze me. I’d never realized I was, at heart, quite so modern and I thanked God I’d argued so publicly with my ex, the Delaneys’ cousin, if it ultimately brought me this much sheer fun.
 
   I closed my eyes as Mr. Buchanan followed up his massage of my back with the warmth of his tongue on my skin, and I spread my legs a little more widely to allow him access to all areas. He licked and nibbled his blissful way down my spine, pausing to pay attention to each vertebra. He felt like a lover rather than a one-night stand; it was nice. What felt even better was the fact I was letting him kiss and suck me in obedience to Mark’s command and not because I’d chosen to let him. I wasn’t sure what that made me, but now wasn’t the time to mull it over, particularly as ’round about then my brain disappeared entirely into my balls and I couldn’t have recited my two times table if someone had paid me to do it.
 
   After a while, he started to knead my buttocks and slip his fingers through to my balls, and I couldn’t help but groan. My eyes flashed open and I turned my head to catch sight of Mark sitting, legs wide, on the nearest cream leather chair. His zipper was open and his cock fully erect. He was stroking it whilst watching me and, for some reason, this was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen in my life. My cock lurched upward and a few drops of cum spilt from my tip. I began to pant.
 
   “Liam…”
 
   It was only a whisper, from the other side of me, but when I turned to the sound of my name, I saw Johnny, closer than I’d imagined him. He wasn’t undressed, but I could see through his cotton trousers how hard he was. I longed to touch him, but I was afraid of losing my balance and, besides, I didn’t want to touch one twin without touching the other, too. That felt wrong, as somehow I needed them both.
 
   “Liam,” Johnny said again in nothing more than a whisper, “you’re beautiful.”
 
   He trailed his hand down my face as he spoke, and I took his finger inside my mouth and kissed and licked it. Not wanting Mark to be left out, I turned my head so I could gaze at him as I wrapped my tongue round his brother’s finger, and I tried to show him with my eyes exactly how hot he was. It seemed to work, too, as he increased the speed of his strokes to his cock. God, I could be good sometimes, especially when thrown in at the deep end, as it were.
 
   Speaking of which, Mr. Buchanan had now reached the bottom of my spine, and I heard the soft thud of his knees as he landed on the carpet. I wasn’t quite sure what I’d anticipated him doing, but I felt my cheeks being opened and then the warmth and wetness of his tongue circling my hole.
 
   Crying out, I lost my balance and almost fell, but Johnny held me in his grip. I was shaking with the ripples of pleasure spreading out from my arse and all through my body. At the same time, my cock was so hard it actually hurt. It had been so long since anyone had done this to me and, in fact, it had only ever been twice. The first time was with my second boyfriend and it took me precisely three seconds to come, and the last time, I was so drunk I fell asleep and the boyfriend (the same one) dumped me. Really, I should be ashamed.
 
   Anyway, in the here and now, I was sure I was going to come at any moment, and Mr. Buchanan hadn’t even stuck his tongue inside; he was only licking my rim. If the Delaneys were hell-bent on making me into some kind of hooker for their favored business associates, I certainly wasn’t acting in any way near professional, but, thank God, they didn’t seem to mind.
 
   Johnny grabbed my chin and turned me to face him. By this time, I was gasping and moaning and couldn’t even speak, had I wanted to. Especially as Mr. Buchanan had just pushed his tongue inside me. Really, it was a miracle I was still conscious. The Delaneys certainly knew how to party.
 
   “You’re so sexy,” Johnny whispered, “when you’re out of control like this.”
 
   With that, he pushed me away from the wall a little and then, like Mr. Buchanan, he slid to his knees, but this time in front of me and took my cock slowly into his mouth. It felt beyond incredible. At the same time, from the side where I couldn’t see him, Mark cried out, and I felt the splatter of his cum at my waist. It wasn’t going to take me long to join him, I could see that.
 
   Just as I did, shooting my load between his twin’s lips, Mark stood up and twisted around so he was almost in front of me. Without a word, he kissed me, thrusting his tongue deep inside my mouth in much the same way as Mr. Buchanan was thrusting his tongue deep inside my arse. I’d always loved being filled up and being tongue-fucked twice was definitely going to be high on my list of Must-Do-Again positions. I hoped Mr. Buchanan would be suitably inspired to do more business with the twins, as often as possible. As long as they were there. I didn’t much fancy it without them.
 
   At last, when I’d finished, and the three men had stopped their delicious usage of my body, I sank to my knees, trembling. The Delaneys were nothing if not unpredictable, that was for sure.
 
   So was their guest. Mr. Buchanan recovered first and eased me onto all fours in front of the chair Mark had just vacated.
 
   “You taste wonderful,” he whispered, his voice throaty and low. “Now let’s see what the main course is like.”
 
   It was pretty damn good, all in all, and I was starting to think of myself as a type of connoisseur, at least in matters involving those tantalizing twins. Mr. Buchanan fucked me twice, the first time quick and rough, but not too rough, though I was glad Mark and Johnny were there to see fair play. Play being the operative word. The second time was longer and more enjoyable, for all of us. Mr. Buchanan filled up my arse, while I sucked at both the twins’ dicks as if I couldn’t get enough of them. Which really I couldn’t. It was just a shame that I couldn’t quite manage to suck both of them at the same time, but I made every effort trying, which they seemed to appreciate. Who wouldn’t have?
 
   Afterward, Johnny fetched more drinks, including a beer for me, which I thought was a nice touch especially as I hadn’t had a chance to taste the first drink and I preferred beer anyway. Then again the Delaneys didn’t seem to be men to forgo the little courtesies under any circumstances. Criminal masterminds or not. I noticed it was Finnegan’s, my favorite, and wondered how the hell he’d known and also how the hell he’d got hold of some.
 
   “Thank you, sir,” I said, and he smiled.
 
   While everyone else put their clothes back on—though, actually, Mr. Buchanan hadn’t removed many of his in the first place—I waited to see what the next instruction might be. Odd how that didn’t feel as strange as I thought it would.
 
   Finally, the Delaneys and their guest sat down in the leather chairs. I took up a standing position between Mark and Johnny, and gasped as Mark reached out and gave my cock a firm stroke.
 
   “You’re certainly entertaining, Liam,” he said. “I think our guest found that most satisfactory.”
 
   “Thank you,” I managed to stutter, as Mr. Buchanan nodded his approval.
 
   “Good,” Mark said, continuing to play with my cock, almost absently. “Then I think we can come to some sensible arrangement in terms of our business, don’t you? You supply us with what we want on a fortnightly basis and, if it’s top quality merchandise, you can have Liam to play with on a monthly basis for an evening, though he can’t stay overnight with you. However, Johnny, or one of our other close associates, will accompany him to ensure you treat our boy well and that he gets home safely. Agreed?”
 
   “Agreed,” said Mr. Buchanan, licking his lips and casting me lascivious glances over his whisky and soda. “It’s been a pleasure doing business with you, Mark, and will, I anticipate, continue to be so.”
 
   “But, Mr. Delaney, sir…” I began to protest, letting my mouth run away with me before my brain was fully alert, as usual. I stopped at once when I saw Mark’s frown.
 
   “What is it?” he said with a growl, dropping my more-than-half-erect cock. “Did I give you permission to speak?”
 
   “No, sir,” I said, still holding his gaze, “but you didn’t give me orders not to, sir.”
 
   To my left, Johnny made a noise that might have been a chuckle, swiftly stifled, but I couldn’t be sure. “He’s right, Mark. Let him speak.”
 
   My eyes widened as I caught the look Mark gave his twin, but after a couple of heart-stopping moments, he shrugged. “All right, if that’s what you suggest. I’m not a cruel man, after all. Say what you want to, Liam, but make it quick.”
 
   I gave Johnny a grateful look. “Yes, sir, thank you, sir. You know I want to make you happy in any way I can, but if I’m going to be your whore, I want to be your whore and not just anyone’s. I-I really love being at your command, both of you, I mean, and that’s all I wanted to say, Mr. Delaney, sir.”
 
   Mark said nothing for a long moment. Too long really, as I wanted nothing more than to collapse to my knees and beg him to forgive me or run from the room entirely to avoid his evident displeasure. However, a light touch on my left leg and the feel of gentle fingers on my skin told me that Johnny, at least, might be minded to protect me. Up to a point, of course.
 
   Mr. Buchanan gave a sudden snort of laughter. “You certainly know how to pick your toys, Mark! I like a whore with attitude. It’s far more entertaining than one without.”
 
   Without warning, Mark shot to his feet and strode over to where his guest sat. He leant over the unfortunate Mr. Buchanan and, with a jerky movement, grabbed his whisky and soda and slammed it down on the table.
 
   “Liam is not a whore,” he said, his tone nothing but whispers and menace, “whatever he may say about himself. And, if you wish to have a long and healthy life, then you’ll never say that word about him again, in my hearing or outside it. Do you understand?”
 
   Sweat dripping down his face, Mr. Buchanan nodded. I saw he was trembling, but couldn’t in any way blame him. Frankly, so was I.
 
   “Good,” Mark spoke after a tense silence. “And, by the way, until we’ve known each other for a while and you’ve acted nice and polite as I’ve said, then it’s ‘Mr. Delaney’ to you. Understood?”
 
   Again, the unfortunate Mr. Buchanan nodded. Even I was almost feeling sorry for him by now…almost being the operative word. He’d had his fun, after all.
 
   Mr. Buchanan stayed for another half-hour or so while the Delaneys finished their business. Occasionally, he would risk the odd glance at me, but I didn’t respond in any way. I simply stayed exactly where I was and kept my attention on the twins. I knew what was good for me. I was still mulling over their offer of me as entertainment to their new business associate and wondering where that left me.
 
   Finally, their guest departed and, as they were seeing him off the premises, I gathered the dirty glasses and slotted them into the dishwasher. I had no idea whether that was what the twins wanted, but I thought I might as well make myself useful while I waited.
 
   There was still something to say about my planned encounters with Mr. Buchanan. I just had to make some kind of sense out of it all. Funny how everything since I’d met the Delaneys seemed to be rushing ahead at the speed of sound, but I was, on the whole, enjoying the ride too much to want to get off or at least not for long. Never mind how entertaining I might be, the Delaneys were pretty entertaining all by themselves.
 
   A few moments later, the twins returned. Mark nodded approvingly when he saw what I was up to.
 
   “Nice work,” he said. “I’m sure your support helped seal us the deal, too, Liam. I knew you’d be the clincher.”
 
   This was it then; time for me to make my stand. I coughed. “Mr. Delaney, sir.”
 
   “Yes?” Mark ran his hand casually over my arse as he leaned across me to switch the kettle on. The fact the contact made my cock stiffen again wasn’t going to make the next few moments any easier, but, hell, it couldn’t be helped.
 
   “Like I said, I don’t want to be your man-whore, sir,” I said in double-quick time, the words spilling out of my mouth like I was spitting bullets. I hoped it wouldn’t actually come to that. “I mean, actually I do, if you’re asking. I want to be your man-whore, yours and the other Mr. Delaney’s, sir. I don’t want to be anyone else’s. Not even if it’s your best business associate ever because it just wouldn’t feel right, sir.
 
   “I don’t mind the odd one-off, like tonight, not if you stay in the same room, and someone else doing it to me gets you both going, too. That’s not what I mean. I just want to be your fuck-toy exclusively. I don’t like the thought of anyone else’s cocks but yours, not on a regular basis. Hope you don’t mind me saying so, but I thought you ought to know. Seeing as I belong to you, sirs.”
 
   Around about then I ran out of words, which was probably a good thing, as Mark was staring at me as if he was about to rip me apart with his teeth and use my skin to line his curtains. Though he didn’t really strike me as a man who cared much about curtains. I did the only thing I could think of to do. I sank to my knees in front of him and bowed my head.
 
   “Forgive me for speaking out of turn, Mr. Delaney, sir,” I whispered, “but I wanted you to know the truth.”
 
   His shadow loomed over me, and I began to tremble.
 
   “You dare question my decisions?” he said, his voice a quiet dagger-point of warning that didn’t make my trembling any less. “You think you might actually have any kind of say about what we do in our business?”
 
   “Mark…”
 
   Johnny’s calm tones cut through Mark’s rising anger and the scene being played out between us.
 
   Mark cursed. “What?”
 
   “You’re in charge, you know that,” Johnny said, softly so I had to concentrate to hear at all. “You’ve always been the decision-maker, but I don’t think that’s what Liam meant. He’s not questioning your rule. Nobody is.”
 
   “Oh, really? Just what the hell is he doing then?”
 
   With my head bowed, I couldn’t see what was going on, but a shadow moved, and I felt a hand on my shoulder. I knew it was Johnny’s and felt my eyes well up. God, crying would be embarrassing, so I tried my best to blink the tears away.
 
   When Johnny spoke, it was with a slight quaver in his voice, but I couldn’t blame him as Mark could be scary. “Actually, I think Liam has just given us both a nice compliment, hasn’t he?”
 
   A short pause, during which I could swear I heard Mark’s thought processes working.
 
   “A compliment?” he growled, but I could tell he was listening, rather than simply being angry with me.
 
   Thank God for that, as the last thing I wanted to do was to rile him. He might be tempted to bring a real gun to our next encounter, and I wasn’t sure I could handle that; I’d already been a complete wimp with a make-believe gun, though, of course, I hadn’t known it wasn’t real at the time.
 
   “Yes,” said Johnny, batting on my side with rather more confidence now, and thank God someone was. “Liam’s just told us how much he likes us both and that he’d like to entertain us on an exclusive basis. Isn’t that what you’ve always been after, Mark? You’ve been telling me for a while how fed up you are with all the casual boyfriends you have.”
 
   He was? This time, I couldn’t help it. My head jerked up and I stared directly up at Mark, who was looking distinctly uncomfortable.
 
   He flicked a glance at me and then gave his twin a stare that could have been counted as a weapon of mass destruction, should any of those still be in existence at all.
 
   “That was a secret,” he hissed, and I could sense his temper rising again.
 
   I didn’t want him to lash out at Johnny, who appeared to be the only person standing between me and an unpleasant punishment. Besides, if the Delaneys fought amongst themselves, it would be a disaster; nobody else in our town was strong enough to keep the rest of the criminals under control. They had to keep their united front if we law-abiding citizens were to sleep easy in our beds.
 
   With all that in mind, I stumbled forth into the fray again. Once an idiot, always an idiot, eh?
 
   “It still is a secret, Mr. Delaney, sir,” I stuttered. “Telling me is like telling yourself. I belong to you, don’t I? Or I’d like to, if you let me. Anyway, someone who looks like you or the other Mr. Delaney is always going to have a queue of blokes lining up between here and the next town just for a chance of you getting into their pants, so you were definitely doing those casual boyfriends a favor, no question. Sorry if I’m speaking out of turn, sir.”
 
   Then I shut up. My mother always said it would be a miracle if I learnt to keep my mouth closed, so maybe I was learning something after all. She might even be proud, though less so if she knew I was kneeling naked at the feet of a man who had the power to make me disappear if he wanted to.
 
   “Is that so, Liam?” Mark’s tone was calmer now, and I felt my shoulders relax just a little. “You reckon there’s a line of men out there eager to leap into the clutches of a pair of criminals like us?”
 
   “If they’ve got any sense, sir. I mean look at the two of you: you’re seriously hot. And you’re twins, too. God, it’s like gay heaven. And, hey, everyone loves a bad boy, don’t they?”
 
   A strange noise assaulted my ears and I glanced up, wondering what on earth was happening. To my surprise, Mark’s face was screwed up and a peculiar hissing sound was coming out of his lips. My first assumption was he was having some kind of fit, and I wondered how up-to-date my first aid skills might be, but then I realized he was laughing.
 
   Johnny patted my arm and moved off to lean against one of the kitchen cupboards. It looked like the danger was over for the time being. I waited, still kneeling, until Mark wiped his hand over his face and gained the equilibrium I was used to again.
 
   “Get up, Liam,” he said at last.
 
   I obeyed at once, making a mental note to practice my kneeling-to-standing skills so I might look less clumsy one day. Then, head bowed—my, but how I was learning—I waited for whatever Mark would do next.
 
   It shouldn’t have surprised me, but it did. He grabbed my head in both hands and kissed me. Instinctively, I opened my mouth wide and sucked in his tongue, grinding my now definitely awake cock against his abdomen. God, but he was seriously sexy, him and Johnny both, and I couldn’t help but moan in appreciation of his touch.
 
   Behind me, I felt Johnny’s lips nibbling at my neck and groaned again. Without warning, Mark broke the contact and spun me around, lurching me against the sink.
 
   “Lean over and spread your legs,” he commanded, and I was obeying before he’d even finished his sentence.
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “You’re a challenge, Liam, but an interesting one,” Mark said, as Johnny slipped his finger into my mouth.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I mumbled, forming the words around Johnny’s finger. With his other hand, he began stroking my hair.
 
   “Now you know you need punishment, don’t you, for speaking out of turn?”
 
   “Yes, sir, I need to be punished for that, sir.”
 
   “Good. I’m glad you understand, but because your heart’s somehow in the right place, I’ll make sure it doesn’t hurt as much as it could do. Agreed?”
 
   “Yes, sir, anything you say, sir. Always.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   From behind, I heard the sound of a zip being undone and then a condom being opened. God knows where he got it from, but then I suppose gangsters have to be ready for any circumstances. This time there was no spitting, however, and no question of lube. A few seconds later, Mark’s sheathed cock was poking at my arsehole. Thank goodness, there was still some lube left in my arse from earlier on, but it was still going to be one hell of an almost dry fuck. If anything was going to teach me a lesson, this would.
 
   “Easy, baby,” Johnny murmured. “Relax yourself; it’s going to happen anyway.”
 
   Soothed by the touch of Johnny’s hand stroking my hair, I tried to obey him and breathe normally as Mark pushed his way determinedly inside me. It was certainly painful, beyond what I’d imagined, though not as bad as it could have been and maybe Mark knew that. Who could tell? I cried out, even as Johnny hushed me.
 
   “Please, please…” I begged them both, my heartbeat rising and crying out again.
 
   Mark paused in his assault and, though my arse felt as if it was burning up or being split with the size of him, the relief of not being pushed to the sink with his thrusting cock brought fresh tears to my eyes. Johnny wiped my tears away, murmuring low words I couldn’t take in, as if he were soothing a child.
 
   A shape at the corner of my eye and then Mark was whispering in my ear. “Accept it, Liam. Accept it if you really want to belong to us alone.”
 
   There were a few moments when all I could hear was my own harsh breathing and all I could feel was the burgeoning pain. Then I cleared my throat. The pain clarified what I wanted, that was for sure, and what I wanted was to be with them more than I wanted to be safe.
 
   “Yes,” I panted out. “Yes, I accept it. I accept you, both of you. Fuck me, Mr. Delaney, sir. Fuck me good, but please, I want the other Mr. Delaney’s tongue in my mouth. I want to be touched by you both.”
 
   Mark kissed my ear and began to grind his way into me again, just as Johnny’s tongue opened my lips and filled me there, too, taking some of the edge of pain away. I couldn’t help myself, though, and I made a hell of a lot of noise, all the time yelling and sobbing, my voice muffled from being filled with Johnny’s tongue. I have to admit, however, I loved it, too. I wanted to be punished by these two more than I wanted to be loved by anyone else in the whole damn world.
 
   It didn’t take Mark long to come, which was probably a good thing as I had no idea how much more of the combination of pain and deep pleasure I could actually take. Hell, it had been a long day, and you never knew what the twins would get up to next. I’d try to be better prepared next time.
 
   As Mark withdrew from my body, the pain of that making me cry out one more time, I started to collapse, but Johnny caught me and laid me gently on the floor, my legs akimbo and cock still shamefully erect. My whole body was shaking.
 
   “Mark, cushions, please?” he said.
 
   Mark fetched them, which was possibly the first time I’d known him do what his brother suggested, and laid them under my arse, an act I was ridiculously grateful for.
 
   “Thank you, thank you, sir,” I mumbled, my head resting on Johnny’s thigh.
 
   Mark laid his hand on my belly, and my skittering heart began to ease its rapid pace. I was so glad he was here that I couldn’t stop looking at him, could never get enough of them both, come what may.
 
   “Do you understand why you’ve been punished?” he asked at last, but this time the anger had gone from his tone.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said quietly. “I shouldn’t have questioned you, no matter what. I’m truly sorry. Thank you for punishing me. I hope you still found me entertaining this evening, sirs, in spite of my mistakes.”
 
   “Always,” Johnny said with a smile, his hand caressing my cheek. I smiled up at him, but it was Mark who drew my attention with his words.
 
   “You, Liam,” he said, “are one of the most entertaining men we’ve ever met, I have to say. So entertaining I think we might even take your suggestion and keep you to ourselves. We can find other forms of entertainment for Mr. Buchanan. After all, if you can accept you’ve been wrong with such grace, then so can we. In the meantime…”
 
   “Somebody looks as if he still needs some relief,” Johnny finished with a sly grin on his face, “and…”
 
   “Never let it be said that the Delaney brothers can’t give a reward where it might be due.”
 
   With that, Mark leant down and wrapped his gloriously warm lips over my unexpectedly hard cock, swallowing me right down to the root. This time the cries that came from my mouth weren’t anything to do with agony, and the Delaneys’ reward was certainly—what can I say?—quick in coming. Gazing up into Johnny’s face with joy while I shot my load down Mark’s throat and knowing I was satisfactory entertainment for these fascinating and difficult twins was for now happiness enough for me.
 
   And something told me there was much more to come. One thing I’d certainly learned was how much I was looking forward to our next encounter, and neither had I any intention of letting the twins leave it quite such a long time again.
 
   Next time, I told myself, next time there’d be much more to play for, whether or not the Delaneys realized it yet. Oh, yes, I simply couldn’t wait for them to see that entertainment, of whatever sort, was nothing more than the beginning for us all.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Three
 
    
 
   One week after my last encounter with the Delaney twins, I made up my mind I was going to make whatever was going on among the three of us stick. I think I’d known how I saw it for a while, but it was the first time I’d admitted to myself I might quite like them and me, whatever that meant, to be more than simply entertainment.
 
   I was probably screwed before I even finished thinking the thought. Hell, my pleasant middle-class, middle-grade background hadn’t prepared me in any way for wanting to make a go of it, at least for now, with two blokes rather than one and really, for this, I blamed my parents. I’d had a sheltered upbringing. They hadn’t explained how to handle a threesome in sex education lessons at my school, or maybe I’d been sick on that day and had missed it. I wouldn’t have been surprised.
 
   It was crazy, though, wasn’t it? The Delaneys were gangsters in all but name, they did God knows what with drugs and threats and dirty dealings, and they had beautiful men at their beck and call if they wanted them, I was sure of it. So what the hell were they doing with me? And, more importantly, just what was it that kept me so fascinated, fleeced and…well…fucked when it came to the tasty twins? What did it really say about me?
 
   All these deep questions were crowding through my inadequate male brain as I was supposed to be packaging up the latest painting for one of Melissa’s top-notch customers at the gallery. Struggling with philosophy must have been the reason why I didn’t hear the gallery door open or the tap-tap of kitten heels on wood, or even feel the blast of early autumn air from the outside, until the woman herself was upon me.
 
   “Liam? Just what on earth are you doing down there?”
 
   “What? Oh, yes, well, hello, Melissa, I didn’t hear you come in,” I gabbled inanely for a while as I scrabbled around the floor gathering up brown tape and ribbon. Melissa always preferred it when I used ribbon as part of the wrapping. She thought it looked elegant.
 
   “So I see,” she said, depositing her Prada handbag on the office table and slipping off her red Blahniks. “But what I really need to know is just what the hell you think you’re doing to that Lily Cooper?”
 
   Lily Cooper was Melissa’s top artist and the one currently in demand everywhere. She painted abstract wave-like shapes in blue and green mainly and in tiny separate patterns across the canvas. I always thought she was a cross between Bridget Riley and Rothko, but happier. Melissa, however, tended to snort when I let this little gem out, so I didn’t say it much to gallery visitors, at least when the boss was in. I knew what was best for me, on the whole.
 
   Right now, what was best for me was taking a very good look at Lily’s latest offering and seeing what Melissa meant. It didn’t take long to see the problem. To my surprise, small wads of brown tape were dotted across the top of the picture frame as if someone had tried to give it a not very professional hairdo. I must have done it without realizing whilst trying to “think things through,” which just goes to show no man should be allowed to do this without medical assistance on standby.
 
   “God, sorry, Melissa.” I stuttered a totally inadequate response, whilst vainly trying to unleash the balls of tape from their temporary home. “I must’ve been distracted. I’ll make sure everything’s okay before I send it off, I swear it, and at least I haven’t messed up the painting itself…”
 
   I trailed off. Melissa didn’t take kindly to excuses. Right now, she was staring at me and frowning. I sat on my heels and gazed back at her.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said, more simply this time. “I wasn’t concentrating properly. I promise you I’ll make sure it’s perfect for the client, just how you like it.”
 
   My boss pursed her lips and nodded, accepting my statement for what it was, but I thought the storm clouds might just have eased a little. Thank goodness, as Melissa in full fury was an experience I’d much rather avoid if I could help it.
 
   She tapped her perfectly manicured fingers on the desk.
 
   “You’re an idiot, Liam,” she said, “but you’re a hard worker and you’re usually much better than this. Come into my office now and tell me what the hell is wrong with you.”
 
   Without waiting to see if I would follow—though I’d be a fool to dare otherwise—Melissa picked up her handbag and shoes and padded her way across the main office, out into the reception area and into her own suite of rooms. I made a slight detour to lock the entrance and switch the sign around, as she liked privacy for her little chats with me, of which there were many. Then I hurried to her office for what would no doubt be a severe dressing-down.
 
   To my surprise, it wasn’t as bad as I’d feared.
 
   “What’s on your mind, Liam?” she said, never one to linger before getting right to the heart of the matter. “Spit it out.”
 
   There were probably at least a hundred things I could have said possibly more suitable for a boss-employee conversation, but what came out was certainly the truth. And how many times does a bloke actually admit that?
 
   “It’s the Delaney twins,” I said. “I’m involved with them, I think.”
 
   Melissa laughed. “You think? I’ll have you know the hot gossip about your goings-on—and I mean that in the grossest sense of the word—with the Delaneys is the topic of choice in every hair salon, every boutique and every bar in town, my dear. Involved is, as far as I understand, a definite understatement.”
 
   I had the grace to blush. “That’s not what I meant, Melissa. I meant I’m involved, I think, not just involved.”
 
   She blinked at me and her laugh vanished from her face. “Explain.”
 
   I wasn’t sure what the right words were for saying something like this to your boss, so I decided simply to tell it as I saw it.
 
   “It’s not just a quick fuck,” I said, “or rather quick fucks as obviously there are two of them rather than just one…not like other blokes I’ve had in the past, who only came in ones, as it were. At least I don’t think it’s like this. Because I really like them, you see, I mean really like them.
 
   “God knows this probably isn’t supposed to happen, but I like how they make me feel, and the whole danger thing? Well, it’s hot, isn’t it? But they’re not bad to me, not terribly bad anyway, and, hell, they know how to give a bloke a good time. But the thing is, you know them a damn sight better than I do, so I need you to tell me: how do I keep them interested and how do I get them to see me as more than a good quality fuck? I need to know, Melissa.”
 
   By the time I’d finished, my boss’s eyes were so wide I could probably have used them as dinner plates if I was so inclined. She snorted and flapped her hand across her face, as if to cool down.
 
   “God, Liam, too much information. Far too much information.”
 
   “Sorry,” I said, “but I couldn’t think of any other way of putting it.”
 
   She sighed and rose to her feet in order to open the window. I was glad she did, as the breeze helped to cool me down, too, in all sorts of ways.
 
   She paced up and down next to the desk for a few moments, and I could tell she was thinking. Whether it was how to solve my problem or how to get rid of a possibly insane employee, I couldn’t tell. I just hoped it was the former, as I definitely needed the job.
 
   Finally, she came to a halt and fixed her deep green eyes on me.
 
   “Well,” she said slowly, “funnily enough there might be something you can do to impress the Delaneys, but you’ll need to be smart, subtle and quick. Do you think you can do any of those, Liam?”
 
   “I’ve no idea,” I said with admirable honesty, but not much sense, which probably put me out of the running for all three categories. “But I’ll have a go if you think it might help.”
 
   She sat back down and drummed her fingernails briefly on the desk. “Well, it’s like this…”
 
   As Melissa explained the darker dealings of the Delaney brothers, something I hadn’t realized she was quite so privy to, I was sure my eyes became wider and my expression more disbelieving. Certainly, she kept giving me contemplative glances as she continued to speak, but must have found something in my face that encouraged her to go on.
 
   What she told me was this: whilst my favorite twins had been involved in local and not-so-local organized crime for generations—it was a family tradition, when all was said and done—their main interest had been in the usual: drugs, extortion, debt-collecting, fraud, prostitution and so on. The sort of activity everyone knew about and most turned a blind eye to. Recently, however, they’d been making plans to expand their operations and had carried out some initial research into the many possibilities of art fraud.
 
   “Art fraud?” I interrupted the boss in mid-flow, a cardinal sin which caused her to give me the evil eye, but I couldn’t help myself. “Isn’t it a bit risky? I mean, I know you’re friendly with the Delaneys, and believe me I know I’ve every reason to be grateful for it. But this is your business, Melissa, so don’t you want it to be above board?”
 
   The evil eye became even more evil, if this was possible.
 
   “Believe me, Liam,” she said crisply, “my business is as above board as it needs to be, and I’ll thank you not to say anything else, if you want to keep on being part of it.”
 
   “Yes, ma’am,” I said, resisting the urge to salute, but sitting straighter in my seat anyway. You never knew how angry Melissa might get, but obviously today she had other things on her mind.
 
   “And if we want to keep on being a business,” she mused, turning to gaze out the window, “then we have to achieve a fine balancing act between being suitably legal and letting the Delaneys get what they want.”
 
   “Oh, yes,” I said with rather more enthusiasm than was strictly necessary. “Because letting the Delaneys get what they want is always a good thing.”
 
   “Indeed. But passing swiftly on from that, Liam, this is the plan.”
 
   It didn’t take long for her to tell me. It sounded more than a little underhanded to me, but my mother prided herself on having brought me up in as correct a fashion as possible. It wasn’t her fault I was taking a walk on the shadowy side now and, hell, the Delaneys were worth it. Time to show them what I was made of then, and how wise they’d be to hang on to me.
 
   “So, Liam?” Melissa prompted me when she’d finished.
 
   I grinned at her, knowing exactly what my answer would be.
 
   “I’ll do it,” I said. “You can rely on me, boss.”
 
   *          *          *
 
   Never let it be said the Delaneys did anything simply or by halves. Two nights after my conversation with Melissa, I made the call to them that would start everything off. It was the first time I’d made contact with them to start something off, as before, they’d either found me or called me with their requirements. And this time it wasn’t to do with sex either, which was a novelty. Still, with my plans dovetailing with Melissa’s, I was hoping sex wouldn’t be entirely off the agenda either. It was all, as they say, to play for.
 
   I used the number Johnny had given me, and he answered at once. “Delaney here.”
 
   His voice made my cock stiffen, and I wondered briefly if he and his brother might be up to phone sex at some point, but now probably wasn’t the moment to ask. I pushed down my libido, literally, and focused on the matter in hand, as it were.
 
   “Mr. Delaney, sir,” I said, my voice croaking, so I had to clear my throat to carry on, “it’s Liam.”
 
   “Ah, Liam.” Johnny’s tones flowed over me like honey over a rock on a warm summer day, or would have done if I’d been in the least way poetical. “Good to hear you. We’ve missed you, my brother and I.”
 
   I grabbed the nearest chair at that point and had to sit down before I fell down. Lucky then I was in the living room and not the kitchen where chairs were rather scarce.
 
   “I miss you, too, Johnny,” I said with a gulp, “and your brother as well. I’d love to see you both right now.”
 
   “Really?” He practically purred, and I could sense his smile.
 
   Weird how Johnny seemed to be more flirtatious on the phone than he was when you actually met him. Maybe it was because he wasn’t with his twin, letting Mark do the talking, but what the heck did I know? I was a loved-up receptionist, not a psychiatrist.
 
   A list of acts I could perform or let them perform on me the moment I did see the twins filled my head, but I managed to squash them down. Unlike my mind-of-its-own cock, which was in overdrive right now, but it couldn’t be helped. I had to remember Melissa’s parting shot: business before pleasure.
 
   “Yes, really,” I managed to say, “but there’s something I need to discuss with you first, Mr. Delaney, if it’s alright.”
 
   A pause followed, then, “Go ahead, Liam.”
 
   “I’ve been talking with Melissa,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I would ever be in real life. “We’re keen to help you with your new art project, assuming you’re still interested in branching out in that direction, sir. Seeing as we’re the best gallery in town and you’re the best…well…business consultants, Melissa thought it would be good to join forces in the way you outlined to her.”
 
   “I see,” Johnny said slowly. “That’s good to hear, Liam, and very interesting indeed. I’ll put you on to Mark. He’ll have the final say, of course.”
 
   “Of course,” I echoed and then waited as Johnny put the phone on hold, presumably in order to tell Mark how things were.
 
   After a while, the sound came back.
 
   “Liam,” a different voice said and, without thinking, I sat up even straighter.
 
   Funny how Mark had the same effect on me as Melissa did. No wonder they got on so well.
 
   “Mr. Delaney, sir,” I replied.
 
   “My brother tells me you’re willing to help us in our new artistic ventures,” Mark said.
 
   I couldn’t help but smile. “Mr. Delaney, I’m willing to help you in any ventures you and your brother might want. Anything at all. You only have to say the word, sir.”
 
   Again, I heard a small gasp at the end of the line, which was exactly the response I’d been hoping for. Or would have been if I hadn’t actually been trying to focus on business. Funny how sex always got in the way when it came to the Delaneys…every time.
 
   “Good.” Mark’s tone was crisp, and I could only be impressed at his powers of recovery. “In that case, be in the gallery at eleven-thirty tonight. Make sure Melissa’s there, too. Then, do everything we say and you’ll find it’ll be worth your while, Liam. Understood?”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   And that, as they say, was that.
 
   *          *          *
 
   I was at the gallery by eleven. The last thing I wanted to do was risk being late, but Melissa was already there. Not that I could see her from the outside as all the hall lights were out, but the alarm wasn’t primed, and when I stepped into the hallway, I could see a faint glimmer from under her office door.
 
   I knocked softly on the polished wood.
 
   “Come in, Liam,” she called out.
 
   God, but I wished I had her confidence, as I would definitely have checked who it was first.
 
   “Good,” she said when I walked in. “You’re early. Are you ready?”
 
   Wordless, I nodded. This was it then. We were really going to do something underhand and not strictly legal. Actually, not legal at all, when I came to think of it. Funny how excited I felt. Perhaps I was an artful dodger after all. I’d make the Delaneys proud of me yet.
 
   Melissa took out a flashlight and switched off the room light. The glow made everything look faintly sinister.
 
   “We’re going to need light in the gallery, aren’t we?” I whispered.
 
   “Yes, at some stage. I know that,” she retorted. “I’m not an idiot. And why are you whispering? Nobody’s here but us. I’ve turned off the lights because I don’t want people to see us from the street, but there’s no way they can hear us, not with the door shut.”
 
   A pause, then, “You did shut the door, didn’t you, Liam?”
 
   “Of course, I did,” I replied, unable to lift my voice above a whisper no matter what she said. There was something about the whole occasion that warranted secrecy and, anyway, I was rather enjoying it. “I’m not an idiot either.”
 
   She grimaced and didn’t bother to reply. Instead she clip-clipped her way across the hall and into the largest room of her beloved gallery. I followed as closely as I could without actually falling over her feet. I didn’t want to miss anything. On the way, I checked I had indeed shut the door. I had.
 
   In the gallery, I stared at the farthest wall as Melissa highlighted each picture with her flashlight. Amongst the collection, there were a couple of Lily Coopers, alongside an abstract watercolor of chimneys against a silver sun. It definitely wasn’t the moon, as the artist had been categorical about that. Painters could be strange sometimes.
 
   “There’s no telling which one it is,” Melissa said, “until we see the picture the Delaneys are bringing with them. I just hope it’s not a Cooper.”
 
   “No, me, too,” I said and would have added more, but at that moment, the front door clicked open, and we heard the sound of footsteps, at least two pair, in the hallway. The Delaneys had arrived.
 
   Mark swept in, all blond hair and muscle, followed almost immediately by Johnny, who, of course, was equally all blond hair and muscle. Behind them were two henchmen, both carrying flashlights. I recognized one of them as Benjy, the chauffeur who’d driven me to the Delaney mansion for the sex party. I’d best keep away from him. I didn’t want to cause any more damage.
 
   “’Evening, Melissa,” Mark said, giving her a brief but friendly kiss on the cheek. “Thank you for helping us with our business ventures. We won’t forget it.”
 
   Then, much to my surprise under the circumstances, Mark grabbed me, tilted back my head and thrust his tongue into my mouth. I staggered and almost fell, but he held me steady in his arms. God, it felt nice. He tasted of brandy and something uniquely himself. I’d temporarily forgotten how bloody good Mark was at kissing and how much he enjoyed it. Tonight, it was just what I needed to take my mind off the criminal activity Melissa and I were about to take part in. Sex could be an instant lift, as it were.
 
   By the time Mark let me go, Melissa was humming tunelessly and playing with making patterns on the walls with her flashlight, and the two henchman were shuffling their feet and staring at the carpet.
 
   Mark smiled. “Good to see you, Liam.”
 
   That was without a doubt the understatement of the day. All he had to do, really all anyone had to do, was cast their gaze southward and they’d see how good I thought it was to see them. Next time I took part in a little dodgy dealing, I promised myself I’d wear a stronger pair of briefs.
 
   Nothing much I could do but smile back at the elder twin and then make sure I didn’t forget the younger one. Taking the few steps I needed to get to Johnny, I took him in my arms and kissed him, too. He groaned and rubbed his crotch against mine, which didn’t need much encouragement by then.
 
   Finally, when Mark coughed behind us, I let him go.
 
   “Mr. Delaneys, sirs,” I said, “never let it be said I want anyone to feel left out.”
 
   Johnny punched me on the arm, but in a friendly way, and Mark gave a short bark of laughter.
 
   “Come on then,” he said. “Let’s do our business and then we can think about pleasure.”
 
   Mark nodded at Benjy, who brought out a parcel I hadn’t seen from behind him. A rolled-up package wrapped in brown paper and string, it might as well have had the words Piece of Fraudulent Artwork emblazoned across it. I couldn’t help chuckling. It looked like the henchman had copied it from some B Movie from the Hollywood years.
 
   “What’s the matter, Liam?” Johnny asked, and I shut up at once, and all the quicker when Mark gave me one of his glances.
 
   “Nothing, sir,” I said.
 
   “In that case, keep quiet,” Mark said.
 
   Wise advice indeed.
 
   So Melissa and I watched as the two retainers unwrapped the parcel and unrolled what was, at first glance, a vintage Cooper in the trademark shades of blue and green. Wavy, too. In fact, it was almost the exact replica of Lily’s highest priced painting currently in pride of place in the main gallery, damn it.
 
   “Oh,” said Melissa, as she peered closer. “My best artist.”
 
   I felt my skin grow cold. I’d never imagined the Delaneys might want to start their new line in art fraud at the top, though I supposed, with their reputations, I should have been warned. They didn’t get where they were today by being cautious. But I couldn’t help myself—I hunkered down and stared at the picture, my heart beating fast. Benjy muttered something under his breath, but luckily didn’t go for his gun at my daring. The last thing we wanted was a shoot-out at the gallery, especially as we were all trying so hard to go unnoticed.
 
   “What are you doing?” Mark said, his tones clipped. “We need to get that on display, hide the real McCoy and do the deal. Our client will be here soon, and we’ll all make a good profit. What could be better?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I stuttered a reply, eyes still scanning the painting for easy errors. Damn it, but there were none. “I’m checking it is all.”
 
   Mark swore softly. “Melissa can do that, Liam. You make yourself useful and see there’s nobody outside.”
 
   I sprang up, making sure the picture was safely back in Benjy’s hands and began to trot obediently over to the window.
 
   “No,” Mark and Johnny said together, before Mark continued with, “Have some subtlety, for God’s sake. You don’t want to make it obvious you’re looking.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I replied and sidled up the last few paces, as if stalking a potential customer. Outside, I couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. Just a couple of lads having a smoke under the farthest lamppost and a man with a briefcase striding past them.
 
   Oh, hang on, though. Men with briefcases didn’t usually stride anywhere in this part of town, and certainly not at this time of night.
 
   “There’s someone odd out there,” I said, though, in all honesty, he probably wasn’t as odd as the group of us in here, and Johnny was beside me in an instant.
 
   His hand on my shoulder steadied me, and I felt his breath against my cheek as he pulled me back out of sight. He peered outside for a moment and then turned back to Mark, his hand still on my shoulder.
 
   “It’s our contact,” he said. “He’s early.”
 
   Mark swore softly and made a quick gesture toward the copy painting.
 
   “Will it pass muster?” he said, glance darting between my boss and me.
 
   “Yes, sir, I think so,” I said, and Melissa nodded.
 
   Everything then happened at double-quick speed.
 
   The two henchmen jogged out of the room and down the corridor toward the front door with all the elegance and finesse of a herd of marauding elephants, even though there were only two of them. Mark and Melissa, followed closely by Johnny, who was holding the copy painting clutched to his chest, headed to the gallery wall, the dazzling path of their flashlights lighting the way for them. I brought up the rear. Always play to your strengths is what I say.
 
   As quickly as she could, Melissa snatched the real Lily Cooper off the wall and laid it on the floor, muttering under her breath as she struggled with the frame.
 
   “Here, let me,” I said. “I’m a highly skilled professional, don’t you know.”
 
   All that training in making sure customers didn’t stalk out of the gallery because they couldn’t get the painting they wanted in the frame they desired in the two minutes they’d allocated for the sale finally came in handy. I completed the task in barely a matter of seconds.
 
   Johnny whistled. “Impressive, Liam.”
 
   I couldn’t help but blush as I glanced up at him. “I aim to please, Mr. Delaney, sir.”
 
   “Cut the chat, the two of you,” Mark snapped, his hand on my shoulder bringing all flirtation to an instant close. “Our man is on his way.”
 
   Sure enough, I heard the sound of the front door opening and the henchmen making growling noises, which could have been polite greetings or the warning grunts of wild animals about to attack. It was hard to tell, but I couldn’t imagine it would be the latter. The Delaneys wouldn’t want blood on Melissa’s carpet.
 
   I gave the real Cooper picture to my boss, who rolled it up smartly and tap-tapped her way across the floor toward the set of three nude statues. In the murky glimmer of the flashlights, they looked ghostly and hardly there at all, but they were joined at the base. Handy, indeed, as Melissa dropped the canvas behind them and then eased it deeper into the shadows with her foot. Nobody who wasn’t looking deliberately would see it.
 
   While she did that, I replaced the copy picture on the wall in its new frame, with Mark’s help. Then, as the twins strode over toward the approaching sound of voices coming up the corridor, I switched on a couple of the wall lamps, angling them away from the windows so they’d be less likely to be spotted from the outside.
 
   “What are you doing?” My boss practically hissed the words. “Aren’t we supposed to be subtle?”
 
   “I am being subtle,” I whispered back my reply. “We don’t want to look like we’ve anything to hide, do we?”
 
   The twins must have thought the same as, just before our visitor entered the room, I got the tail-end of a brief smile from Johnny and a nod from Mark. Result.
 
   “Mr. Sheridan,” Mark said, his tone of voice a statement rather than a greeting, “we’ve managed to procure the piece you requested.”
 
   Mr. Sheridan? That just had to be an assumed name, surely? Luckily, I managed to turn my laugh into a cough. Once again, now wasn’t the time for jokes. Still, my sudden outbreak of throat clearing unfortunately had the result of bringing Mr. Sheridan’s attention to me, not an outcome I thought I wanted on any level.
 
   “Who’s this?” He fixed me with the kind of look that would have turned a lesser man to jelly, so thank goodness the low light levels weakened the effect.
 
   “This,” said Mark in a tone outclassing Mr. Sheridan’s glances by several streets, “is a close associate of ours. My brother and I trust him implicitly, so I’ll thank you to be civil. Also he works here and is the right-hand man of the gallery owner.”
 
   Mark waved his hand at various points in order to make brief introductions, but I just stared at him. He trusted me. Implicitly. He and Johnny trusted me implicitly, and weren’t afraid to say so, no matter who they were trying to impress or make new business deals with. God, I didn’t think any of my past boyfriends had ever expressed such loyalty so openly, no matter how long I’d known them. Hell only knew what kind of relationship category the Delaneys and I fell into, if we fell into any, but already I knew how damn good it felt. I didn’t want to lose it.
 
   “Understood,” Mr. Sheridan replied. “I’m grateful for the explanation. Now, let’s see the painting. I don’t want to waste any more time.”
 
   “Certainly,” Melissa said. “This is it. The best Lily Cooper I have.”
 
   “I see,” said Mr. Sheridan. “Give me some more light, if you may.”
 
   Mark nodded at me, and I angled the nearest lamp so as much light as possible fell on the painting in question. At the same time, the two henchmen trotted across to the window and lined themselves up against it. The width they were, I didn’t think anyone from outside would be able to notice anything untoward. The twins certainly chose their bodyguards well.
 
   Mr. Sheridan stared at the painting as if he was going to start licking it at any moment, and I glanced across at Melissa. God knows what she’d do if he did. No matter what sort of scam she was willing to take part in for the Delaneys’ sake and no matter that this painting wasn’t even real, there was no way my boss was anything but utterly committed to her artists. If Mr. Sheridan so much as breathed on the picture in the wrong way, I doubted he’d have many more breaths left in his body afterward.
 
   Just as Melissa took a step forward, and I braced myself for the fray, Mr. Sheridan let out a small sigh, but luckily for him it wasn’t in the direction of the painting.
 
   “Yes,” he said. “That’s good. I can recognize her work anywhere. Lily Cooper is going to be big. Very big one day.”
 
   “So she is,” Melissa said, and I could tell she wanted to add more, but Mark interrupted.
 
   “The important question is how much you’re willing to pay to have this picture for your own exclusive enjoyment, Mr. Sheridan,” he said.
 
   “Your reputation doesn’t do you justice, Mr. Delaney,” Mr. Sheridan replied. “I was told you don’t make small talk, and you certainly don’t. That suits me very well indeed.”
 
   That I could only agree with, as I had to say it more than suited me, too. So I kept quiet as Melissa passed the false Lily Cooper over to Mr. Sheridan. And I continued to watch in silence as Mr. Sheridan handed over more money to Mark than I was sure I’d seen in my entire lifetime, and as Mark handed a not insubstantial amount of said cash to Melissa. After giving it a thorough once-through, of course.
 
   What surprised me and loosened my tongue was the fact Mark then walked over to me and began counting out some more of the money.
 
   “Mr. Delaney, sir,” I stammered. “Really, there’s no need.”
 
   He stopped counting under his breath and gave me a sharp glance. Next to him, Johnny sighed. “Just take the cash, Liam. We can discuss it later.”
 
   I blinked, several conflicting ideas fighting for supremacy in my head. And as there wasn’t a lot of space there, it didn’t take long. “Yes, sir.”
 
   So I took the money Mark gave me and tried to stuff it into my pockets. Not a great plan when you were wearing jeans. Melissa tutted. “Give it to me. I’ll keep it for you until tomorrow.”
 
   “No, really, thanks, boss. That’s fine,” I replied, shoving the rest of the bloody money down my shirt and hoping I wouldn’t look too shapeless on the walk home.
 
   Five minutes after that, Mr. Sheridan had gone, taking his new and not-quite-what-he-suspected acquisition with him, and I was reinstating the real Lily Cooper back where it belonged in a frame it hadn’t anticipated wearing. Lord, but this wheeler-dealing lifestyle was exhausting. It was astonishing how good it looked on the Delaneys. If it had been me doing this all the time, I’m sure I’d have been a shadow of my former self by now.
 
   “Right,” said Mark when Johnny had given him the nod Mr. Sheridan was properly gone. “That’s done then. Thank you, Melissa and Liam, for your help with this new venture. I hope you enjoy your well-earned profits.”
 
   It sounded like a dismissal, not something I had any notion of accepting, not without a fight anyway. So, as Melissa adjusted her beloved Cooper so it was perfectly aligned with the wall, I made my move.
 
   “Mr. Delaney, sir,” I said. “Mr. Delaney, haven’t you and your brother, the other Mr. Delaney, forgotten something?”
 
   Mark frowned. “What’s that?”
 
   Taking a deep breath, I strolled up to Mark. I didn’t hurry, but I wasn’t dawdling either. I stopped when I was close enough to smell the herbal traces of his aftershave. God, how I liked a bloke who cared about grooming, even while committing a crime. It definitely showed class and I was always a pushover for class, even with danger.
 
   Slowly, I undid the top button of my shirt, then I reached over and kissed him. His tongue filled my mouth at once, and I felt him slide his fingers across my chest, undoing the second and third buttons as well. Even in front of my boss, it felt good, though I did rather hope Mark wouldn’t expect me to go all the way with her in the room.
 
   Luckily, it appeared he didn’t. After a few moments, Mark pushed me away just a little, whilst still keeping his grip on my shirt.
 
   “What are you after, Liam?” he said, his voice rougher than usual.
 
   I smiled. “Isn’t it obvious, sir? I just thought that now you and your brother have done the deal, you might want to indulge in a celebration. If you see what I mean, sir.”
 
   Johnny laughed, and Mark pulled me closer again, but gently.
 
   “Oh yes,” he whispered. “We know exactly what you mean. And we think it’s a very, very good idea.”
 
   Melissa made a noise like an angry bird about to defend its nest, to the death if need be, all henchmen be damned, but Johnny was quick to reassure her.
 
   “You know you’re important to us, Melissa,” he said. “Whatever we do, nothing here in your gallery will be damaged. Trust us. We’ve never let you down.”
 
   I heard her sigh, but I couldn’t see her, as the only object in my vision right then was Mark. But I tried to send all my most reassuring vibes her way. It must have worked as she turned on her heel—I caught the swing of her hair in the corner of my eye—and began tap-tapping toward the door.
 
   “No, that’s true, you never have,” she said. “Liam, you have the key. For God’s sake, lock up when you’re done. And clean up, too.”
 
   “Yes, ma’am,” I replied and then she was gone. Hell, I’d always admired a woman who made a swift exit. I just hoped the henchmen weren’t going to be far behind her, as, when it came to the Delaneys, I was about done with an audience.
 
   Mark must have caught the direction of my thought and been minded to care about it, too, as he made a dismissive gesture with his head, without even taking his eyes from mine.
 
   “Go and wait in the car,” he said with a growl to his two bodyguards. “Johnny and I will join you when we’re good and ready. Now move it.”
 
   They did, but with not a tenth of the elegance Melissa could call on. Then, thank God, as my cock was seriously dying for attention right then, the Delaneys and I were alone.
 
   I didn’t mess about, but took hold of Mark’s hand as I wound my arm round Johnny’s waist.
 
   “Do you want to come and see my office?” I asked them in what I hoped were my best seductive tones. “I think you’ll like it there.”
 
   Then, without waiting for a response, I tugged them gently in the direction I wanted to go. Yes, I knew they were in charge, come what may, but, hell, what relationship didn’t benefit from stirring up the power balance now and again? I did think for a heart-stopping moment that Mark might object, but Johnny stepped eagerly alongside me, the both of us pulling his more reluctant brother after us.
 
   I liked to think I could guarantee he wouldn’t be quite so reluctant for long, though.
 
   Luckily, I knew the gallery layout even in the dark and it didn’t take long to reach my office, such as it was. Once inside, I made sure the blinds were secure, switched on the light, swept several piles of paperwork off my desk—some things were definitely more important than keeping the records up to date—and laid down on it with what I hoped was a fluid and elegant motion, but which, if I were being honest, was probably more of a frantic scrabble.
 
   “Alright,” I said, still using my would-be seductive voice, “now you’ve tied up the art deal, do you think you can manage to tie me up, too?”
 
   Okay, not the greatest pun in the world, but it was the middle of the night and I was doing my best. Johnny leant over and kissed me.
 
   “What with?” he murmured against my lips.
 
   I didn’t need to reply as his twin had already found the supply of packaging ribbon under the desk. I just hoped Melissa would forgive me the use of it, just this once.
 
   Mark dangled the ribbon so both of us could see it. He smiled. “Take off Liam’s clothes, Johnny. Slowly so he knows we’re going to have a lot of fun with him tonight. After business comes pleasure, after all.”
 
   Johnny nodded and began to undo the rest of my shirt buttons. His hand on my skin was warm and soothing, something I was coming to expect from him. I groaned, and Mark grabbed my hair so my groan turned to a startled gasp. He leant in.
 
   “No noise, Liam,” he said. “Whatever happens, you’ve got to be silent. Understood?”
 
   Yes, sir, I mouthed at him, unable to nod and uncertain when exactly he expected his ruling to begin. He seemed satisfied with my response and let me go. My heart was beating fast and I couldn’t take my eyes from him, all the time feeling Johnny’s fingers stroking my chest and stomach as he unpeeled my shirt from me. The money spilled out across the floor, but, by that stage, nobody cared. The combination of Mark’s gaze and Johnny’s touch was electric.
 
   For Johnny to remove my shirt entirely, I had to half sit up. As I did so, Mark’s lips met mine and his tongue filled my mouth again. I was desperate to groan my pleasure out, but forced it down and contented myself with touching whatever part of his body I could find whilst my arms were still free. He hadn’t said I couldn’t touch, so I was going to make the most of that allowance.
 
   As Johnny’s ministrations moved to my jeans and pants, I had to bite my lip and think of Melissa’s tax returns to avoid any verbal embarrassment. I swore he took several hours to release my cock from its prison and it sprang out like a greyhound let loose on the track after he’d finally got my zipper down.
 
   “God, you’re beautiful,” he whispered. “Mark and I are so lucky.”
 
   Then he licked my cock from base to tip, slowly and luxuriantly, and I had to stuff my fingers in my mouth to swallow down any sound.
 
   Mark didn’t allow that for long. He took the ribbon and tied it round one wrist and then another, before stretching out my arms and securing them to the table legs. The grain of the wood pressed into my back, which wasn’t uncomfortable, but it limited my movement and made me aware of how vulnerable I was. That feeling wasn’t unpleasant either and as long as I kept looking at him, the anticipation outweighed the uncertainty.
 
   “You’re doing very well, Liam,” he said, with an unexpected caress across my cheek and chin. “I’m very proud of you. We both are.”
 
   His words brought a ridiculous grin to my face, which I couldn’t seem to suppress. God, I must have looked stupid, grinning like an idiot whilst flat-out and butt-naked across a desk, but neither of the twins seemed to mind. Mark pinched my nipples, bringing both of them instantly to a hard nub, and played with my chest and stomach for a while, as Johnny continued to give my cock his full and delicious attention.
 
   When I was beginning to think it couldn’t get any better, whilst at the same time wanting more, much more, Mark’s fingers left me, and I almost groaned at the terrible lack of contact. Then I heard the sound of a zipper being undone. I turned my head and saw Mark easing down his trousers. He glanced at Johnny, still busy with my cock.
 
   “Did you remember the condom and lube like I said?” he asked.
 
   Johnny paused just long enough to answer. “Of course.”
 
   “Good,” said Mark. “Then put them on and fuck him. I want to watch you do it.”
 
   Hell, that sounded fantastic. They’d better hurry up, though, as right then I was absolutely dying to come. There was no way I could make this game last for much longer. I wondered if Mark was only going to watch, but I didn’t have to wait to find out.
 
   “Keep your head turned toward me, Liam,” he commanded, and I felt my heart pounding so hard in my chest that surely he must have heard it, must have known the effect they were having on me.
 
   Without any more ado, Mark took hold of my head and pushed his cock right into my mouth and as far down my throat as he could get himself. The sudden shock of it made me want to gag, but I hung on, made myself accept it, took him in willingly and gratefully. With my hands tied, he had complete control over me, and how fast or how slowly he fucked my mouth. I gave him that control, yielding my throat to him or indeed any other part of my body he might want to have.
 
   At the same time, Johnny undid his zipper and slicked himself up with the condom. Then he lifted my legs, placed himself against my arse, and pushed himself inside, too. I wanted to moan, cry out, scream even, until the pain gave way to pleasure, but I had to remember to obey Mark, and in any case I couldn’t make any sound as he was filling me up totally. I just had to lie there and take it. God, it was bliss. The best way to end a day at the office I’d ever experienced, that was for certain. I didn’t think Melissa would agree to let me be fucked like this on her premises every night so I was determined to make the most of it.
 
   “Focus, Liam, focus,” Mark said with a growl as both he and his brother continued to thrust their ways into me. “I want you to give it to us, to Johnny and me. I want you to come for us, but remember: no sound. Come for us, Liam. Come for us quietly. You can do it.”
 
   In all honesty, I didn’t know if I could or not. I’d never come quietly for anyone. When I shot my load, it had always been an automatic reaction to yell or groan, but I wanted to obey him. I wanted to bring him pleasure any way I could, more than anything. So, my pulse way off the scale by now, I gazed up at him, taking the confidence that I could do anything he wanted me to by the look in his eye, and then Johnny hit my sweet spot and I was coming.
 
   I used Mark’s cock in my mouth to hold back my shouts and moans, swallowing them down with his cum as my own hot spunk shot out of me over and over again, splattering my load over the desk and the floor and the shelf and Johnny, until the intense joy of it all overtook me. I felt as if I was flying through sunlight into the best and richest orgasm I’d ever had.
 
   I might even have fainted—I don’t know—though that would have been stupid for a bloke. But when next I was fully aware of anything outside my own body’s happiness, I was lying on the desk with Mark’s spunk sticky and warm over my face and chest, and with the feel of Johnny’s cock slowly withdrawing from inside my arse.
 
   I desperately wanted to talk, to tell them what that had meant to me, but I didn’t know how long the requirement to be silent would last. When I looked at Mark, he was nodding.
 
   “Well done, Liam,” he said, his voice more than shaky, but still with that unmistakable note of command in it that I was coming to rely on. “Well done. You should be proud of yourself for that. You can talk now, if you wish.”
 
   “Thank you, thank you, sirs,” I said, the words spilling out from my mouth almost as quickly as cum had exploded from my cock a few moments before. And nearly as out of control, too, as what I said next surprised even myself, but, God, I couldn’t help but say it.
 
   “I love you,” I said, not fully able to judge the consequences of what was coming right out of my guts then, but realizing, astonishingly, how fitting it felt. “I love you. I love both of you, sirs.”
 
   And then, while I was still panting and trying to bring my blissful trembling under control, both the brothers became very, very still. Which was around about when I realized just how crazy I was being.
 
   “Sorry, sirs,” I whispered. “I didn’t mean to say that. It was stupid and not true, of course. Why would it be? It was sex speaking, that’s all. Just forget it. Please, sirs?”
 
   I wasn’t sure if my gabbling was making things any better and, besides, I couldn’t imagine I was at my finest trying to explain myself whilst tied to a desk and splattered with cum. Mark must have thought the same as he shushed me with a mere click of his fingers.
 
   “Shut up,” he said, not looking at me, even though I was turning my head back and forth to try to follow his sudden pacing gait across my office floor. “Johnny, untie him so he can get dressed. Then we can leave.”
 
   “Mark, wait,” Johnny said quietly, his fingers cool against my arm. “Don’t you think there’s more for us to say than that now?”
 
   Mark cursed under his breath and banged his fist down on the desk, rather too near my arse than I would have liked, but there was no way I dared to object. Not when he was frowning and looking as if he’d love nothing more than to cut out my tongue and use it to stir his morning coffee. Hell, I’d do that for him myself, as long as it could be left in my mouth where it was meant to be. He only had to ask. Mark was in no mood for coffee, though.
 
   “That’s the second time you’ve questioned me where Liam is concerned, little brother,” he said, spitting out the words as if they were bullets. Thank God, they weren’t. “When did this change suddenly happen? And when will you get it into your head that what’s good for you, what’s good for us all, is to let me do the thinking?”
 
   “For God’s sake,” Johnny spat back, his sudden anger making me jump. Hell, I’d never seen him angry before. I was quite impressed. “Yes, you do the thinking, and that’s how our business runs. But to make the right decisions, you need to understand all the facts and deal with them. You’re not even trying to do that, are you?”
 
   The two brothers faced off over my prostrate body, panting hard and glaring at each other as if each were the other’s own worst enemy. This wasn’t my idea of pillow talk, not that any of us were big fans of that anyway. Even so, I had to do something to break the tension before they got out any other concealed weapons, apart from their cocks, and it had to be fast.
 
   “Please,” I began with a stutter, “please, sirs, would you both find it easier if I got up?”
 
   The twins stared down at me as if they’d forgotten I was there entirely. My mother always said that if I learned to blend into the background a bit more, I’d be a happier and more fulfilled individual. Right now, she might have been right. This time, though, I got away with it, as Mark muttered something under his breath and gestured at Johnny to undo the ribbons round my wrists. Which was a good thing as my arms were definitely starting to feel the pressure.
 
   It struck me then that if the three of us survived the next few minutes, let alone hours, we might be well advised to get some professional advice about knots, not to mention how to do the whole role-play thing properly. I didn’t have any prior experience of all this stuff, and I suspected the twins didn’t either. Though, bloody hell, we were all of us enjoying it. No complaints there.
 
   When I was free, I eased myself off the table, then I began quietly picking up my clothes and putting them back on, whilst the twins fastened their zippers and smoothed down their hair.
 
   I could still feel the tension in the room, however, and glanced at Johnny. He shook his head ever so slightly and nodded at Mark. I knew exactly what he meant, and he was right. Mark was in charge of both of us and, now Johnny had had his say, it was up to his brother to make any decisions. Any more gabbling from me wouldn’t help.
 
   Finally, Mark broke the silence.
 
   “Alright,” he said, “I’m not an unreasonable man. Perhaps the three of us do need to talk. As long as I do most of the talking and the two of you do most of the listening, okay?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said automatically, while Johnny waved his hand in what I imagined must be a gesture of agreement.
 
   “Good,” Mark said, his gaze fixing on mine as if he’d never let me go, and I could tell you that definitely felt weird. “Now, Liam, let’s get this straight once and for all. I know what you said was nothing but sex talking, and what you need to know is that the Delaneys don’t do love, under any circumstances. But Johnny and I have been discussing you, and the upshot is he and I might want more than just sex from you.”
 
   I blinked at him.
 
   “Oh,” I said, my mind desperately scrambling for what this new addition to the conversation might mean, if it didn’t mean the soppy stuff. “I see. Well, I’m not sure how capable I am of doing more with your…business activities, though, I suppose, I’ve not done too badly tonight, but if that’s what you want, sirs, then I’ll certainly give it a go. As long as you don’t get my boss too heavily involved because she’s straight as an arrow and, even though she’s let you do a dodgy deal this once, I don’t think you should ask her a second time. Sirs, please?”
 
   There I went again, all words and no sense of self-preservation. Would I ever learn? Oh, I was really asking for trouble tonight. While Johnny merely blinked, Mark’s expression clouded over and he grabbed me by the shirt collar and gave me a quick shake.
 
   “Never,” he said, “never let me hear you refer to our business as dodgy dealings, if you want to live a long life as a happy and healthy man. Understood?”
 
   “Yes, sir, of course, sir. I’m sorry. Me and my mouth, eh.”
 
   “Yes,” Mark said, closing his eyes briefly and letting me go. “You and your mouth. But it’s not what we meant. Yes, you’ve done well tonight, and we’re grateful to you and Melissa, but our business ethic is not to use an amateur, however talented, after something has begun. There’s a county full of professionals willing to jump to whatever demand we might make once they see we’re serious.”
 
   I nodded. “Yes, sir.”
 
   “And in any case,” Mark continued, “what we actually want from you, Liam, as my brother and I have discussed is…is…”
 
   “Is walks along the beach, romantic dinners in town, and evenings spent in just talking,” Johnny finished his brother’s sentence when Mark didn’t seem capable of doing it himself.
 
   Even so, it made no sense. This town was at least thirty miles from a beach, and the Delaneys didn’t seem the talking types, never mind romance.
 
   “What?” I said stupidly. “Don’t you like fucking me?”
 
   “Oh, for God’s sake,” Mark said with a groan. “I tell you, Johnny, the boy is impossible. Sexier than hell, yes, but impossible. Maybe we should just forget it and stick to what we know best, which is fucking, not dating.”
 
   Mark began pacing around the office again as Johnny and I watched him. Finally, Johnny shrugged, grabbed the nearest chair and sat down, pulling me into his lap as he did so. The chair being positioned as it was, Mark had no option but to stop his pacing and came to an abrupt halt near my desk. There he brought his clenched fist crashing down upon it for a second time.
 
   I hoped he hadn’t cracked the wood too severely because I’d never hear the end of it from Melissa if he had.
 
   “Please, sir,” I said, making sure my eyes were cast down. Sitting on Johnny’s lap meant I couldn’t kneel, but I wanted Mark to know I felt like I was kneeling to him. Though, actually, I always felt that, and was thoroughly enjoying it, too. “Please, Mr. Delaney sir, may I speak?”
 
   Mark made a hissing noise through his teeth. If I’d dared to glance upward, I was sure he’d be glaring at me. “Why the hell should I allow it when whatever you say deliberately twists what I say and doesn’t answer the question?”
 
   That seemed unfair, but before I could reply, Johnny spoke.
 
   “Give Liam a chance.” His fingers were rubbing my neck in a way that made me shiver. “All we’ve done is fuck him. We haven’t exactly made it clear that we might want anything else, have we? Anyway, you’re not the easiest person to be with, Mark.”
 
   “Nonsense!” was his twin’s reply. “I’m the least complicated man on the planet.”
 
   Johnny grunted at this, and I felt the intake of air as Mark seemed set to respond. Before the brothers came near to blows again, I leapt in with my own words of wisdom, such as they were.
 
   “Sorry for talking again, sirs,” I said as quickly as possible, “but I hate to see you argue. And sorry for being stupid earlier. I hadn’t realized you felt that way about how things might be, that’s all. I was trying to make you see I could do more than just fucking by being helpful to your business deals, too. I didn’t know you might want that yourselves. The not just fucking thing, I mean. Because, if so, then that’s nice. Sirs.”
 
   As soon as I’d reached the end of the muddle I was obviously making of all this, I shut up. God, relationships could be hell, even with one person. With two, they were hell frozen over. Twice.
 
   However, it might actually have worked, whatever it was I was saying, as, even without looking up to check, I could feel the tension in the air ease down a notch or two. Now I’d probably get a bit of a slapping rather than having my balls cut off with my own scissors. If I was lucky anyway.
 
   “Okay,” said Johnny, cutting in before either Mark or I could upset the tentative standoff. “What I suggest, with Mark’s permission, is this: let’s date for six weeks and see how it works out. How does that sound?”
 
   Mark harrumphed, an expression of emotional commitment I hoped I’d be allowed to get used to. Actually, it might have been a yes, but I didn’t want to count on it. I shifted ever so slightly closer to Johnny, just in case it all started to kick off again at any point.
 
   Mark cleared his throat. “Liam!”
 
   “Yes, sir.” I snapped to attention, even while remaining on Johnny’s lap. God, I could be good sometimes.
 
   “Are you listening?”
 
   “Yes, sir!”
 
   “In that case,” Mark said with a growl and fixing me with the kind of stare that could kill at fifty paces, maybe less, “you will at no point during the next six weeks see my brother and me as anything less than hard-nosed, kick-ass gangsters with the ability to wipe you or anyone else we choose out of existence or run you out of town if we decide to. Understood?”
 
   “Yes, sir, of course, sir.” That went without saying. I knew the Delaneys’ reputation and I knew as well that they’d earned it. “Understood.”
 
   Something in Mark’s face softened then, and I thought he might actually be smiling, though, as he usually looked grim, it was hard to tell, frankly. Then he leaned forward and stroked my cheek, and I could tell then that, yes, he was smiling, thank God.
 
   “Okay, Liam,” he said. “If that’s understood, then let’s give whatever the three of us have some kind of chance. It might not be what anyone would call normal, but neither Johnny nor I have ever let being different bother us. So, from now on, the three of us are dating.”
 
   “Yes, sirs,” I said putting one hand on Johnny’s crotch and reaching out with the other to undo Mark’s shirt. “In that case, please may we start now?”
 
   And I’m pleased to say the answer to that wasn’t in the negative either. The next six weeks were going to be one hell of a ride because, whatever else I was, I was determined to be the best damn date they’d ever had in their lives.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Four
 
    
 
   “What film did you say this was?” A low voice growled in my ear as a warm tongue licked my lobe.
 
   Mark, the elder of the Delaney twins, was as skilled at multi-tasking as he was at everything else, so it took me a couple of moments to realize it wasn’t just love talk—sorry, dating talk—and he did actually want to know what we were seeing.
 
   Johnny withdrew his finger from my mouth, kindly giving me a fighting chance at a reply.
 
   “Four Weddings and a Funeral,” I managed to gasp, no mean feat as by now Johnny had turned his attention to my cock. “It’s a classic.”
 
   We were sitting in the town’s best, and indeed only, retro cinema, a 1920s’ style building that had originally started out as a whorehouse, but had been taken over ten years ago by an ex-priest, who reckoned films were better for men’s souls. God knows where he was now, but the Delaneys and I were making a damn good attempt at combining the two pastimes.
 
   Half an hour ago, when we’d sauntered into the dimly-lit room, punctuated here and there by nameless darker shadows, Mark had chosen a double-seater in the back row, ripped out the dividing arm on the next door seat without even drawing breath and gestured for me to sit between the twins, all barriers taken care of.
 
   I did love a decisive bloke. And two of them were even better. By the time the film had started, I was all but sitting on Mark’s lap, with Johnny’s hands soothing my neck and chest. God, how I loved their attention, and I hoped I was giving as good back, too. I didn’t have favorites. When we’d started making out, there’d been a few murmurs from the people around us, but a quick glance and a couple of words from Mark nipped it in the bud. One bloke even went so far as to start an apology.
 
   “Mr. Delaney, sir, s-so sorry, I didn’t realize it was you…” He would have said more, too, but Mark simply gestured at the door, and the unfortunate man at once got up and scuttled out.
 
   Johnny whispered in my ear. “We don’t go socializing much.”
 
   “So I see,” I whispered back, which were all the words I could manage before Mark captured my mouth again.
 
   Now I couldn’t actually remember when the adverts had stopped and the film started. Not that I needed to watch it as I’d already watched it five times and even had it on DVD. What can I say? I was a sucker for Hugh Grant and thought John Hannah was hot, too. But when Johnny and Mark had agreed we’d have a six-week dating trial, I thought this was as good a place to start as any.
 
   “Too much wedding talk for me,” Mark said in answer to my remark about the film title. “When do the funerals start? Are there any fights?”
 
   Johnny paused in his ministrations to my cock, sad to say, in order to reply. “It’s not a crime film, Mark. We’re dating here, like we agreed. We’re not trying to put the thumbscrews on a dodgy customer.”
 
   “I know that,” was the furious response, said with gritted teeth, so thank God he wasn’t the one looking after my cock. “I’m not a great one for romance, that’s all.”
 
   “But, Mr. Delaney, sir,” I butted in before the argument became more serious, “you’re a great one for everything. You both are. Anyway, there’s no need to watch the film, is there? I’m sure you can think of something else for me to do.”
 
   With that, I kissed them both. I was beginning to love this whole three-way kissing thing, and they were certainly keen. I could feel the intensity of Mark’s concentration as he drove his tongue deep into my mouth, and the gentler warmth of Johnny’s caresses. The kiss went on for a while, lucky me, and I’m convinced we were a long way past the film’s first wedding by the time the encounter turned more serious. About time it did, too, as I was desperate for more by then, and Mark knew it.
 
   “Get on your knees,” he said. I obeyed at once, thanking God I wasn’t a big-built bloke. The space between cinema seats wasn’t exactly roomy at the best of times and I could have done without the last person’s leftovers making my jeans feel sticky, but, hey, I wasn’t complaining. I just hoped it was nothing more potent than beer.
 
   I thought I’d be sucking Mark off, but, to my surprise, he slipped over Johnny’s lap and shoved his twin closer to where I knelt.
 
   “Go on then,” Mark said, his voice all but drowning out whatever Hugh Grant was saying on the big screen. “I want to watch you do my brother.”
 
   All around us nobody stirred and I heard no murmurs of dissent. People might have been turning around and straining to see what was going on, but from my position, I couldn’t see anything.
 
   Well, nothing apart from Johnny’s zipper, that is. I smiled up at the Delaneys. Sod the film. This might just be my best date ever.
 
   “Yes, sirs,” I replied.
 
   Unlike our first encounter, I didn’t bother with my trick of undoing his fly with my teeth. In the dim lighting, God knows what damage I might cause and I didn’t want any of us to end up in casualty. Instead, I decided to use my hands, drawing a gentle finger down the outline of his cock where I could feel it under his cotton trousers. Johnny shifted and took a sharp intake of breath.
 
   “Slowly, Liam,” he whispered. “Please.”
 
   “Yes, Mr. Delaney,” I said. “Anything you and your brother want, I’ll give you. You know that.”
 
   Mark stroked my hair, and I swore I could feel the warm glow of his approval through my skin. I twisted around and kissed his hand briefly before turning my attentions back to Johnny. He opened his legs wider, and I shuffled even closer, if that were possible. As Hugh Grant bumbled along behind me, I undid Johnny’s zipper and felt his cock straining for release against the pressure of my hand. He gasped, and I couldn’t help but smile. I hoped he wasn’t reacting to the film as, more than anything, I wanted his attention on me. Both their attentions.
 
   I undid his belt and slipped the material of his pants down his hips. He lifted himself up from the seat for a moment and I pulled his trousers down. Now, I had full access. If it had been my choice alone—and partly due to the fact I was giving him head in the middle of a not entirely empty cinema—I’d have taken him all in at once and sucked his way to heaven, hoping no-one else would notice. But Johnny had asked for slow, and slow was what I’d give him. Mark would have to keep the crowds at bay and I was more than sure he was up to the job.
 
   So I began to lick and kiss the top of Johnny’s legs, catching his warm scent and brushing my lips across his pubic hair. Thank God, neither of the twins bothered with body shaving as I always enjoyed a little down amongst the dynamite.
 
   Johnny groaned, and Mark gave a low chuckle. I must be doing something right then, so I kept on doing it. After a while, Johnny shifted, thrusting his erect cock nearer my mouth, but I didn’t touch it. Not just then. Instead, I blew gently along the length of him until I reached the head and down the other side. When I looked up, I could just see by the light from the screen that Johnny’s eyes were closed and his lips were trembling.
 
   How I loved a man who knew how to make a good time last. Nearly as much as I loved a man who knew what he wanted and got it. I really was one hell of a lucky guy.
 
   Just as Johnny had had about as much as I guessed he could take of my teasing, I leaned in closer and touched his balls and the base of his cock with my tongue.
 
   He hissed a response through clenched teeth. “Liam.”
 
   The sound of Johnny’s pleasure and the fact it was me, and nobody else, who was giving it to him made me want to give him more, so I took one of his balls into my mouth and licked it until he was all but gasping. Then I gave the same treatment to the other.
 
   “Liam, touch me. I…” Johnny’s voice was hoarse and suddenly cut off, as if he had wanted to say more, but couldn’t find the words.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I whispered. “Anything you want, always.”
 
   Then I cast aside all determination to be slow and wrapped my lips around Johnny’s dripping cock. At the same time, I felt Mark bury his hand in my hair, and shivered at the connection with him, too. How I needed them both.
 
   A few moments later and Johnny came, filling my mouth with salt and warmth, his hoarse groan echoing in the film’s unexpected silence. I hoped any voyeurs we had were enjoying it, but, hell, they couldn’t hope to enjoy themselves as much as me. No way.
 
   The moment his brother reached his climax, Mark began to stroke my head, easing his fingers through my hair and down onto my neck.
 
   “I love to see you lose it,” he whispered, keeping his eyes fixed on his twin, but his touch on me. “Thank you, Liam.”
 
   I didn’t think Mark had ever thanked me before, although Johnny had, I was almost sure of it. Hearing these words brought a flush of heat to my skin, and I twisted my head and kissed his hand as I rested my head against Johnny’s groin.
 
   God, but I loved a night out at the cinema. Dating them was a thousand times better than dating their cousin. Right now, I wasn’t even sure I could remember his name. Mark and Johnny were more than enough to fill my world and more.
 
   We stayed in the same position for a while until Johnny took pity on my discomfort and pulled me upward onto his lap. For the Delaneys, I could have stayed on my knees and crushed between their legs and the back of the next row of seats for hours if they wanted me to, but, their happiness aside, my own legs were glad of the respite. Johnny didn’t bother to cover himself up, but placed me over his lap and began to kiss and stroke me, running his hand inside my shirt and touching my chest and nipples.
 
   A moment or two later, Johnny’s tongue disappeared from my lips. I didn’t have any time to complain, though, as Mark’s tongue at once replaced it. I could feel my heart pounding as I sucked on him, pushing as close as I could get to him, whilst not losing contact with his brother. Mark chuckled, the sound of it echoing through my mouth, and it made me kiss and clutch him with more vigor. All thoughts of anyone watching us were meaningless.
 
   Hell, let them watch. I’d show them how to make two men very happy. They might even learn something.
 
   “You seem to want to be kissed a lot,” Mark whispered, drawing away from me so he could get the words out.
 
   I leaned after him. “Yes, please, Mr. Delaney, sir. Please, I just want to be close to you, master.”
 
   My final word slipped out without me thinking much about it, though I’d been reading up on what submitting to someone meant. But I heard Mark’s gasp, felt the renewed touch of his hand on my face, and then the shape of his fingers in my mouth.
 
   “Master?” he queried, but I could tell he wasn’t cross.
 
   “Yes, you,” I babbled a reply as he withdrew to allow me to answer. “You, both of you. My masters. Want your tongues again, both of them, please.”
 
   “I love to hear you beg,” Mark said, and the next second his tongue was plunging into my mouth again, accompanied in a heartbeat by Johnny’s. They filled me up, stretched my lips wide, and I opened myself up to them as much as I could. Once more, it felt like flying.
 
   Before I could even think about what they might want to do to me next, Mark had half pushed me off Johnny’s lap and was pulling down my trousers. I scrabbled to help him, but he slapped my hand away.
 
   “Leave it.”
 
   He only stopped kissing me long enough for that one command before his lips were fastened to mine and Johnny’s once more. Thank God. Then Mark tore at my briefs; I felt the seam go and the next minute his fingers, still wet from my mouth, were burrowing their way into my arse, as if seeking for unknown treasure.
 
   It felt so good I almost came there and then, on Johnny’s lap. I had to focus on the art gallery’s tax returns in order to keep my spunk to myself for a while longer. But if Mark kept on playing my arse like a piano, then, tax returns or no tax returns, I couldn’t be held responsible for the state of the cinema seats. Not to mention Johnny’s stomach.
 
   I couldn’t help but groan and, at once, Mark broke the kiss, easing my head to one side so Johnny had to stop kissing me, too. My lips were warm and wet from their saliva.
 
   “What do you want?” Mark asked me, his voice a steady rock to lean on as I trembled between the need to come and the desire to hang on to this experience as long as I could.
 
   God, what a question. Poised on the brink of orgasm, I still had enough sense, just, to know how best I should answer. Really, my mother would be proud of my lightning responses, though possibly not of the situation I was in whilst using them. It was always hard to tell with parents.
 
   “Want…to please you,” I managed to stammer out, whilst gazing at Mark as if I could hang on to sanity from the power of his gaze alone. And, with the Delaney twins, I no doubt could. They could do whatever they wanted to. “That more than anything, please.”
 
   Mark chuckled.
 
   “Always happy to help a lover,” he said. “Especially one with a good idea.”
 
   Then, before I could understand what he was doing, he’d lifted me up and pulled down my briefs. As Johnny held me and whispered soothing words in my ear, I heard the sound of a wrapper tearing and then Mark spitting. The next moment, his sheathed cock, damp with his saliva, nudged at my hole, demanding entry.
 
   I gave it. More than willingly. Mark’s cock pushed into me, no holds barred, and filled me up in an instant. I cried out and thought I was going to come, but Johnny gripped my cock and held me off.
 
   “Hush there,” Johnny whispered, his breath drifting over my face as I moaned and hissed. “Take it easy. No need to rush. We’re dating now, Liam, so we want you to have a good time, too.”
 
   I wasn’t sure Mark had grasped this concept but, hell, I wasn’t complaining. He continued to thrust himself inside me, stretching me and pounding at me until I wanted to give him, and Johnny, everything I had in the world and more. In the dark shelter of the cinema, I could feel Mark’s warm hardness inside me, the grip of Johnny’s hand on my cock, both of them holding me secure, even while their touches on and inside my body were driving me wild. I could hear their gasps and murmured reassurances set against my own harsh panting.
 
   The next moment, I was over the edge and my cum shot out in hot streams. Behind me, Mark shuddered, and moaned his own release into the popcorn-scented air. Johnny continued to stroke me until my orgasm faded, leaving me spent and shaking on his lap.
 
   Just then, Four Weddings and a Funeral reached its own special climax, and Andie MacDowell was left with Hugh Grant on a windswept street looking into her happy marriage-free future. I couldn’t have cared less. There was a long pause while the twins and I recovered from our encounter, and our fellow cinema-goers gathered their belongings.
 
   “Sorry,” I managed to pant. “Sorry we didn’t get to see the film, like we wanted to.”
 
   As the lights came up and people began filing past us, studiously ignoring the post-coital pattern of our bodies and talking amongst themselves, Johnny grinned at me, but it was left to Mark to have the last word.
 
   “Film? What film?” he said.
 
   *          *          *
 
   So, our dating experiment had started, as it were, with a bang. And Johnny was the first to continue it more fully. The sound of my doorbell a couple of days later on a Saturday afternoon brought me clattering down the hallway, my hair still damp from the very late shower I’d just taken.
 
   “Coming!” I yelled as the bell rang again. When I opened up, it was Johnny. He was dressed in what my mother might have called his Sunday best and carrying a bouquet of orange and yellow flowers. They weren’t from any garage around here, or any garage at all.
 
   I swallowed. “Hello, Mr. Delaney, sir,” I said.
 
   He smiled. “Thought we’d surprise you. We’re going for a drive. Have you got a vase?”
 
   I had no idea, but Johnny didn’t look as if he’d consider abandoning his gift to its fate, so upstairs in my kitchen I scrabbled around the cupboards in an attempt to find something suitable. Nothing came to hand, apart from an old bottle of aspirin last opened by some previous owner in 1985 and two dead spiders. I wasn’t really one for domestics.
 
   Johnny sighed. “Don’t you have anything you can use?”
 
   I blushed and shook my head. “Sorry, Mr. Delaney. Nobody’s ever bought me flowers before.”
 
   He raised his eyebrows, a gesture which reminded me more of his brother than him. Then he settled the bouquet on one of the work surfaces, came up really close so I could smell his aftershave, took my head in his hands and kissed me. Johnny had never kissed me like this before, not when we were on our own, and maybe not even when there were three of us. He kissed me like he was really thinking about me, and not just about our bodies and how they were together. His lips were soft and warm. He didn’t use any tongue, but it was okay. I didn’t want him to stop.
 
   Halfway through, I felt fingers stroking the back of my neck. For a moment, I couldn’t see how Johnny could be doing that as he was still holding my head steady in his hands, but then I realized Mark had come in. I hadn’t even heard his footsteps. I froze for a few heartbeats and whimpered into Johnny’s mouth, but Mark murmured reassurances, and I relaxed into his touch, whilst continuing to kiss Johnny.
 
   If this was what getting flowers gave me, then I certainly wasn’t complaining. Then Mark began to speak, softly but in a tone that brooked no disagreement.
 
   “Light kissing is alright,” he said, “if there’s only two of us together and not three. But nothing more than that, ever, without the three of us. Do you understand, Liam?”
 
   I broke away from Johnny and dropped to my knees, Mark’s hand still gripping the back of my neck, harder now.
 
   “I understand, sir. Please forgive me for not asking about it before. I’m sorry, and thank you for explaining it. I needed to know.”
 
   For a long moment, I held my breath, dreading Mark’s disapproval and yet so very grateful I had his full attention, and Johnny’s, too, that I could hardly believe it. The grip on my neck softened and Mark gave a low chuckle.
 
   “Good, Liam,” he said. “Very good. I like a man who’s open to being taught. That I can use.”
 
   The thought of Mark using me, in any fashion, made me shiver, but not in a bad way. However, I couldn’t let my head take me into my own private fantasy as he had more to tell me.
 
   “Because you didn’t wait to find out what the boundaries were,” he said, “I’m going to have to discipline you. So you’ll remember the lesson.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I replied at once. “Thank you, sir.”
 
   Before I could find out exactly what Mark’s punishment might be, Johnny stepped in.
 
   “Wait, Mark,” he said. “There’s something you should know.”
 
   Mark and I both looked at him, and Johnny sighed.
 
   “I kissed Liam,” he said. “He didn’t have a choice. So now I know the rules, too. But this is a date. We’re supposed to be going out and having fun, finding out about each other. That’s what we decided on, wasn’t it?”
 
   He looked like he might have more to say, but Mark gave him that look—the one which always shut the two of us up—and Johnny fell silent at once.
 
   “Punishment can be fun,” Mark said, his voice nothing more than a growl, and I couldn’t help but agree. “Whoever it’s for.”
 
   Johnny nodded. “Yes, you’re right, but punishment deferred is even better. We’re on a date, Mark. A real one where we can’t get sidetracked this time. And I’ve bought flowers. Why change the plan you decided on?”
 
   A few seconds ticked by when maybe it could have gone either way, but, to be honest, I didn’t know which option I liked best anyway. Sexual punishment versus a date with the twins followed by sexual punishment. As Melissa liked to say, it was a win-win situation.
 
   In the end, Johnny got his way, though, naturally, it was Mark who made the final decision.
 
   “Alright,” he said, breaking the silence. “Date now and punishment later. But no more questions about what we’re doing unless I give permission. Understood?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said immediately, and looked up to see Johnny nodding.
 
   “Good,” said Mark. “In that case, get those flowers in the sink as I’m sure Liam’s not got anything useful like a vase, and get in the car. Now.”
 
   I trotted downstairs and through the hallway after the twins, making a mental note to buy as many vases as I could tomorrow, and the three of us got into the waiting car. This time I didn’t recognize the chauffeur.
 
   Once installed, Mark in the front and Johnny and I in the back, the engine purred to life and we were off. I wanted to ask where we were going, but thought it wasn’t my place. If the brothers wanted to tell me before we arrived, that was up to them. I was beginning to learn when I could push it and when I couldn’t. My mother, I was sure of it, would be proud. She’d always doubted I had any manners.
 
   After a while, the houses and shops thinned out. I could see the beginnings of the park, and, beyond that, pastureland stretching out almost as far as the horizon. Where I lived was nothing if not flat. Mind you, the colors of the skies at dusk were fantastic and Melissa was always wishing someone would paint them for the gallery, although, so far, nobody had.
 
   So I thought the twins might be taking me to the park, but the chauffeur kept right on going, and Mark turned round to me.
 
   “Johnny said you’d like a surprise, and we can guarantee we’re taking you somewhere you’ve not been before,” he said.
 
   “Thank you, sirs. I really appreciate it. Both of you are too good to me.”
 
   “Maybe,” said Mark with a shrug, but Johnny put his hand on my knee.
 
   I opened my legs just like the first time they’d taken me out, hoping he might want to explore further. But he only shook his head and kept his hand where it was. They, or at least Johnny, were obviously pretty serious about the dating experience.
 
   We drove for a further ten minutes or so and then, just as I was starting to think they might have kidnapped me and if so how I could work it so they kept me as long as possible, the car turned off the road down a narrow, tree-lined track. At the end of it, the lane opened out into a large field surrounded by a hedge. In the distance, I could see horses and, beyond them, a flock of sheep.
 
   The car turned right and parked under the trees. Johnny nudged me.
 
   “Go on, Liam, get out,” he said, and I obeyed at once, trotting around to the other side like an eager puppy to join the twins. Hell, I didn’t like anything at all coming between us, not even some very classy metal and leather. What we could do in that car… Maybe one day, if my luck was in. I wouldn’t even mind cleaning up afterward. It would be a pleasure.
 
   Without speaking, Mark and Johnny began walking along the line of trees toward the field of horses and, once again, I hurried to follow them, my heart beating fast. The small path we were on swung to the left with the woods, and it was then I saw it: a picnic table covered with a soft pink tablecloth and three matching chairs. The silver cutlery and crystal glasses glittered in the sun, and I couldn’t help but blink.
 
   Johnny touched my arm. “Do you like it?”
 
   I couldn’t speak, so I just nodded. This was because right then I couldn’t think of anything suitable to say, as nobody in my entire life had ever arranged a picnic for me.
 
   Mark tutted at my silence, and I found my voice at once.
 
   “Thank you so much, sirs. This is lovely. Far more than I expected. Thank you.”
 
   Due to the strange lump in my throat, my words came out mumbled, and Johnny drew me over to the nearest chair and sat me down. This was a good thing as, at that precise moment, I had no decision-making ability, and the last thing I wanted to do was to rile Mark. Though, on second thought, I was sure any extra punishment meted out would be both long and delicious.
 
   As I attempted to gather together what little sense I had, the driver unloaded the picnic from the boot and set it, according to Mark’s instructions, onto and around the table.
 
   They’d not stinted, so they must have had a good month with the gangster business. I was obviously in the wrong profession, as there was no way I could afford any of this on my salary. Because the Delaneys produced four bottles of Moët champagne, half a crate of my favorite beer, a salmon, a box of what turned out to be quails’ eggs, then sliced meats, assorted breads, three different types of salad, a dish of real butter, a fruit bowl and two local cheeses.
 
   Once this great feast was set out before me, I gulped and wondered who else they might be inviting, but Mark spoke, solving the mystery. “This should be enough for the three of us. Pedro is eating his own lunch by himself.”
 
   He jerked his head at the driver, who obediently jogged away toward where he’d left the car. I watched him go for a moment, but then felt Mark’s hand on my arm, bringing my attention back to him. Not that it had really been anywhere else but with him and Johnny.
 
   “Forget the chauffeur,” he whispered with just that delicious hint of threat. “I want you to focus on my brother and me, and nobody else.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said, lowering my gaze from his and allowing my lips to brush against his hand as he let me go. “Always. You know that, sir.”
 
   He leaned forward, lifting my head so I was looking straight into his eyes again. Johnny’s shadow appeared at my side, and I moved my leg closer to his so we were almost touching.
 
   “Good,” Mark said. “Just as long as we’re clear on that, Liam.”
 
   I opened my mouth to reply, but Johnny beat me to it.
 
   “Play nice, big brother,” he said. “It’s a date, remember?”
 
   Mark frowned and looked set once more to argue the question, but then, in one of those sudden changes of mood I was getting used to, laughed. “Okay, you win, for now. I did promise after all. So. Food and talk first—a real date, as we agreed—and then something more physical later. I have plans for you and I won’t be sidetracked from them.”
 
   Johnny and I nodded in agreement before grinning at each other. Mark sighed and began opening the champagne. I couldn’t help but admire the strength in his arms as he twisted the bottle just enough to release the cork and then poured three generous glasses.
 
   “Champagne acceptable or would you like beer?”
 
   Mark’s question brought me back to reality and I crossed my legs. Though he must surely have seen how excited I was. “Yes, sir, thank you. Champagne is lovely.”
 
   It was, too. An explosion of chilled nectar on my tongue and I was moaning.
 
   Johnny nudged me. “Go easy on the noises, Liam, or I might not be able to keep my brother or myself to plan.”
 
   I blushed. “Sorry, sir.”
 
   He shrugged the apology away, and I busied myself by filling the twins’ plates with whatever they wanted. Mark went for the meat and bread, whilst Johnny and I were obviously salmon and quails’ eggs men. Our food choices no doubt explained everything about us, and they were absolutely bloody delicious. Praise God for caterers.
 
   Still I wanted to know more. A lot more. And it looked like it would have to be me who started things off, at least if we were going to do this right.
 
   So, as Johnny took another long swig of the champagne, I cleared my throat. “Excuse me, sirs, but may I ask you both a question?”
 
   Mark nodded and waved one hand in what I hoped was a gesture of assent, while Johnny looked at me and smiled.
 
   “The thing is, sirs,” I said, “I really like you both very much and I want to learn more about you, in the way people do when they go on dates. However, I understand it’s difficult because there’s a lot you can’t tell me, and it doesn’t matter. I just don’t want to upset either of you if I ask the wrong questions, sirs.”
 
   I had to pause then as I’d managed to say almost all my little speech in one breath and I needed air.
 
   Mark frowned, a forkful of sliced meats pausing on its journey to his mouth. If forks had feelings, it would probably get impatient pretty soon. He had one hell of a mouth. While Mark and his cutlery paused, it was left to his brother to answer.
 
   “Don’t worry,” Johnny said with a shrug. “If there’s something you want to ask, ask it, if that’s okay with Mark. If it’s not what we want to answer, then we won’t. Simple.”
 
   He glanced at his brother to confirm his words and, after a second or two, Mark nodded assent.
 
   “Go ahead, Liam,” he murmured, putting down his fork. “Ask away.”
 
   So many questions I could put to these two men who, entirely unexpectedly, I was beginning to love. We’d started out with sex, rough sex, which had been a revelation to me, and to them, too, I thought. Now I wanted to know a hell of a lot more, starting from the beginning.
 
   “What was it like for you,” I said, “when you were growing up? Did you always know you were going to be…the businessmen you are because of your family?”
 
   Mark grunted and leaned back in his chair, giving me an assessing look. “What you mean to ask is: did we always know we were going to be criminals because we come from a long line of them?”
 
   I swallowed and, once again, came out with the truth when maybe I shouldn’t have. “Yes, sir. But I didn’t want to put it like that as this is a date and I didn’t want to upset you. Sir.”
 
   Actually, I didn’t want to upset Mark at any point. Pushing him enough to get the punishment I was coming to enjoy so much was a different matter—that was pretty damn good.
 
   At my words, Johnny laughed. “You’ve got a point there. So the answer is one for my brother, if he wants to give it.”
 
   Mark glanced between Johnny and me.
 
   “You really want to know?” he asked me.
 
   I slipped off my chair and knelt at his side, not daring to touch him, but wanting nothing more than to be closer, a damn sight closer, to them both.
 
   “Yes, I want to know,” I said. “Please, sir. You and your brother are coming to mean the world to me and there isn’t anything about you I wouldn’t want to know. I swear it.”
 
   With that, I laid my head on his leg and his skin warmed my cheek. He shifted, and I felt the hardness of his cock through the cotton fabric.
 
   “Liam…” Mark whispered in a way that made me feel safe and laid his hand on my hair, his fingers brushing through the strands. The gesture was becoming familiar now. “That’s…that’s…”
 
   “That’s very generous of you,” Johnny interrupted, his voice nearer to us than I’d thought he was. “That’s what my brother is trying to say.”
 
   “Yes, indeed,” Mark said, clearing his throat before speaking. “Sit up, Liam, and I’ll tell you what you want to know.”
 
   Johnny squeezed my shoulder as I sat again, and I managed to stroke his fingers before he moved away. My cock was hard, too, by then, but I ignored it. More than anything, I wanted to hear Mark speak.
 
   “Johnny and I always knew what kind of family we were born into,” he began. “Our parents, especially our father, never tried to deceive us, not even when we were very young. We knew where the money came from and how it got there. It never concerned us—we knew how to look after ourselves. If other boys tried to fight us at school, they never tried again. And none of those boys have been successful in this town or anywhere else they think they can escape to. I don’t forget any insult to me or my family and I’ve made sure of it. I always will.”
 
   I had no trouble believing it. The Delaneys’ reputation for keeping a long memory of wrongs was legendary. I was only glad they’d forgiven me my initial slur on their cousin, my ex. But, hell, it was how I’d got to know them and I’d do the whole thing over again without a second thought if it brought me into their orbit and kept me there.
 
   “So,” Mark continued, a far-away look filling his eyes, “we knew who we were and we were proud of it. We still are. Because you see, Liam, there are always going to be criminals. That’ll never change. What’s important is having the right criminals. Only then does everyone know where they are and how much, if anything, they can get away with. That’s what our father taught us, and it was a lesson well learnt. He was a good father, and Johnny and I will always miss him.”
 
   I was sure this was true. I felt the same about my own father, who was still alive. Even in spite of the fact he had spent all my teenage years causing me the maximum embarrassment possible and, when drunk at parties, tended to tell anyone who’d listen how glad he was my boyhood bowel problems had finally cleared up. I’d been a delicate child. However, unlike the Delaneys, I’d never had my father beaten to within an inch of his life before fatally feeding him poisonous mushrooms in order to get my hands on his cash. Hell, my father never had any cash, and I was no good with fungi.
 
   Anyway, Mark’s sentiments simply proved the undying—unlike their father—strength of filial affection.
 
   “And the truth of the matter is…” Mark continued, laying his hand on my knee in order to emphasize the point. “The truth of the matter is we make this town run like clockwork, and everyone benefits. Everyone decent, that is. The nastier criminal classes do what they’re told; the police do what they’re told. Hell, even the lawyers know which side their bread is buttered on, although they’re always rather easier to persuade than the police and the thugs.
 
   “So, we’re proud of the good we do this town and beyond, and like to think of it as our civic duty. Wherever there’s a Delaney presence, people like you, Liam, and the lovely Melissa will be able to sleep safe in their beds at night. And that’s the way we intend to keep it.”
 
   Johnny nodded his agreement, and I could only concur. Although I did hope there might be some room for a frisson of danger in my bed tonight. The best dates always ended up there, didn’t they?
 
   “But how about you?” Johnny asked, refilling my champagne glass and giving me a gentle nudge. “Mark’s told you something about how we’ve come to where we are. What about you? That’s what I’d really like to know.”
 
   I blinked at him. He sounded as if he meant it and something in his sincerity made me feel shaky inside, in a good way.
 
   “You know all there is to know already, don’t you, sirs?” I asked. “You’d have checked me out when your cousin first started seeing me. Nothing’s changed since then.”
 
   To my surprise, Johnny grabbed my shoulders and gave me a quick shake.
 
   “On the contrary,” he said. “Everything’s changed.”
 
   I thought he might say more, but a slight snarl from Mark, his hand still on my knee, made Johnny let go. We all knew who decided on any punishment given out around here. I couldn’t stop looking at Johnny, though. I’d never seen him so angry.
 
   “I’m sorry if I upset you, sir,” I said. I wanted to kneel, but Mark held me in my place. “But I don’t know what you mean. I’m sorry.”
 
   Johnny looked at Mark, who sighed and gave a small nod. Johnny smiled.
 
   “Look,” Johnny said. “You’re right, Liam. We checked you out at the very beginning. We liked what we saw, and we continued to like it. Brandon’s family and that’s the most important thing, but we were glad when you split up. It gave us a chance to…”
 
   “To screw you over to see how you could take it,” said Mark, tightening his grip on my leg until I was sure I’d have the bruises for a lifetime, and thank God for it. “And fuck your brains out when we were satisfied you could. And to go on fucking them out, too. Over and over again, until you don’t know where you end and we begin. Understood?”
 
   I knelt at once. “Yes, master. I understand perfectly. Thank you.”
 
   Goodness only knows what I might have done then. But Johnny, who surely must have been taking his courage into both hands and a couple of extra containers, too, in order to complete what he wanted to say, was still speaking.
 
   “To get to know you better, which we’d both been wanting to do for a while,” he finished quietly. “We’d be very happy to hear your story the way you see it, Liam. Not how we discovered it. That’s what dating is for.”
 
   After my masters fell silent, I found I didn’t know what to say either. It struck me their words, said in their own particular ways, might have been the most romantic declarations I’d ever hear from any man. These might be the nearest admissions of affection I’d receive from the Delaney twins, certainly, and they were more than enough for me. So I answered in the only way I knew how.
 
   “I love you both, too, masters,” I said. “Very much.”
 
   Then I told them, kneeling in front of them both and feeling the softness of the late afternoon breeze drifting against my skin, about how I came to be working at Melissa’s gallery.
 
   “My father used to be an artist,” I said. “He still paints, but he doesn’t do anything professionally any more. I imagine you know all this, but I suppose what you don’t know is how he used to let me watch him paint when I was younger. I loved it. I loved how the colors and shapes, the shadow and the light would all come together and eventually the picture would be something I recognized. Every so often, he even let me put some paint on the canvas while he watched me. I loved that. He never told any of the galleries or the buyers that some of the painting was mine, but I don’t suppose it mattered. The only person apart from the two of us who knew was my mother. And now you.”
 
   “Do you paint for yourself?” Johnny asked, running his fingers down my cheek and making me shudder.
 
   I swallowed and, after a small hesitation I prayed he wouldn’t notice, answered him. “No, sir. I can’t paint. I take after my mother there. Neither of us can do it, but we love looking at it. She always used to take me to galleries. It’s because of my father and her that I ended up working with Melissa.”
 
   There was a pause before Mark spoke.
 
   “You enjoy your job,” he said, a statement rather than a question, but I answered him anyway.
 
   “Yes, master. I love it. You never know what’s going to happen next and what you might see. I wouldn’t change it for anything.”
 
   “Good,” he said. “That’s how Johnny and I think about our own work. We have more in common than you realize.”
 
   “And it’s how we think about you,” Johnny whispered.
 
   I couldn’t take any more. Sod the dating game. I wanted them to fuck me. No, because that wasn’t true either, was it? I wanted both, the dating and the fucking.
 
   “Please,” I said, “please, believe me. I love dating you. This picnic is fantastic. I swear it, masters. Thank you for all your care and attention. I’m having a wonderful time. But if you don’t screw me soon, I swear I’ll go mad. I’m begging you, sirs. Please.”
 
   Mark stood. “Get up, Liam.”
 
   I obeyed as quickly as I could, Johnny helping me. My legs were shaking with need and my cock was pressed achingly tight against my trousers.
 
   “Take off your clothes,” Mark continued. “I want to see you naked. Do it now.”
 
   He needn’t have told me twice. Already I was unbuttoning my shirt, eyes fixed on his and wanting only to do whatever he or Johnny ordered. Always wanting only that.
 
   “We were on a date, Mark,” Johnny said.
 
   Mark clicked his fingers in dismissal. “We still are. And now it’s a naked date.”
 
   I almost laughed, but didn’t know if Mark was trying to be funny or not. I could never quite tell with him, but I liked that, too. It made it more dangerous, sexier. Risking a glance at Johnny, I could see his head was lowered and he was shaking slightly. When he lifted his head again, however, his expression was as neutral as stone. I took my cue from him, kept silent and carried on undressing.
 
   When I was finally naked, my clothes scattered around me, Mark nodded. “That’s better.”
 
   It certainly was. Being naked in front of the Delaneys in any circumstances felt like the best place to me, never mind who else saw. I suppose the driver could have been getting an eyeful if he was of a mind to watch.
 
   The same thought must have occurred to Mark as well, but for different reasons.
 
   “Get in the car,” he said. “We’re driving home—your home. That’s where this date should go next.”
 
   I couldn’t agree more. I had no trouble widening my understanding of what dating meant. I liked to think I was an open-minded kind of bloke. At the car, Mark gestured to Johnny to take the passenger seat, while he and I got in the back. The driver finished off his sandwich, wiped his fingers and glanced in the rear-view mirror. And glanced again.
 
   “Just drive, Pedro,” Mark said. “That’s what I pay you for. To Liam’s home.”
 
   “Yes, sir.” As Pedro fired up the car, I settled back onto the leather seat and waited for Mark to make his move.
 
   I didn’t have to wait long. He was on me like a tiger spotting a juicy young deer at the watering hole. How I do love nature programs, though I had to admit I was far more enthusiastic than the deer might have been. Mark pulled me onto his lap and began kissing me, thrusting his tongue as deep inside my mouth as he could go. The buttons of his shirt dug into my chest and his zipper pushed into my groin, but none of it mattered. All I cared about was getting as close to him as he’d let me and giving him as much pleasure as he could take. I hoped Johnny was watching.
 
   Mark suddenly stopped kissing me, and I gasped out my disappointment, desperately wanting more. His eyes glittered and he gave me a slow smile.
 
   “I’m going to touch you,” he said. “On your cock. But you’re not allowed to come. This is your punishment, Liam, as I promised. Plus I want you nice and hard for when we get back. If you give in and come, then there’s no reward for you. Understood?”
 
   “Y-yes, sir,” I managed to choke out and then his hand gripped me, good and strong, and it took all my concentration not to plunge over the edge then and there.
 
   He began stroking me up and down, slowly at first and then faster, and I had to close my eyes, trying to breathe steadily and distance myself from what he was doing to me. An impossible task, made even more impossible by a sudden pinch to my right nipple.
 
   “Look at me, Liam. I didn’t tell you to look away.”
 
   “Yes, master. I’m sorry.”
 
   I opened my eyes.
 
   “You, me and Johnny,” Mark whispered. “Whenever we’re like this, you do only what I say. No more and no less.”
 
   I couldn’t help shuddering. “Yes, master. I so want to obey you. It’s…it’s just…”
 
   “It’s a struggle. Yes, I can see. But how can it be such a struggle? If you were fully obeying us, then you wouldn’t be thinking of your own enjoyment. You’d be thinking only of ours. Me pumping you over and over, and Johnny watching. That’s what we both want, Liam. We don’t want you to come, but you want to so much, don’t you? Do you really want to spoil our happiness by taking your own first?”
 
   I gasped and cried out, a long, low moan of complete frustration, which took me even more over the edge than I thought I could go without reaching the point of no return. I was being expertly pleasured, but at the same time Mark’s words was stripping me of all my pretence, piece by piece.
 
   “No,” I managed to reply at last, my voice rough and throaty. “Your happiness is everything to me, masters. It’s everything, I promise you.”
 
   Mark gripped me even more firmly. “Then fight your need to come, Liam. Fight it. Don’t let it defeat you.”
 
   His eyes held me and gave me confidence I could obey him, just as they had back at the gallery when the twins had pushed me to my breaking point and beyond. I’d done it then and I could do it now. For them.
 
   So I fought my rising orgasm, just as he’d asked me to. I stared deep into my elder master’s eyes and pushed back against the delicious pleasure his hands were giving me. I was breathing hard, struggling for air and sanity, whilst my skin burned with delight. As pre-cum oozed insistently from my cock, Johnny’s cool fingers on my shoulder gave me another point of reference to cling to, and I groaned out my thankfulness to him, though I didn’t know if he understood my wild words.
 
   I had no idea how long the battle lasted. I was only aware of the faint rocking of the car beneath us and the fast disappearing countryside beyond the window as the houses crowded in once more. The touch of the twins’ fingers both sent me to ecstasy and grounded me so I could somehow managed to resist it.
 
   When the car finally halted, I was all but broken.
 
   “He won’t hang on much longer,” Johnny warned.
 
   “I know that,” Mark spat back. “Get out of the car, Liam.”
 
   I needed their help to do it. When I was outside, still naked, unable to stand and my cock throbbing for release, Johnny helped me toward my front door. Just at that moment, my next-door neighbor chose to leave his house for his usual early evening walk to the pub. His eyes widened as he stared at the three of us.
 
   “’Evening,” said Johnny. “Nice night.”
 
   Struck dumb, all my neighbor could do was nod and scurry away, in the opposite direction from the pub he always visited. Couldn’t say I blamed him. He was seeing more of me than he’d ever expected to, particularly as he was straight.
 
   Mark ignored the whole scenario and kicked open the door. Which was a good thing as I’d left my keys in my clothes at the picnic table—I was never a great one for planning ahead and, besides, where could I have put them?—and I really couldn’t wait any longer. At all.
 
   But, thank God, the twins could see it. Once he’d slammed the door shut again, Mark shoved my back against the wall. “Well done, Liam. Let it go. You can give it all to us now.”
 
   Not a moment too soon as, with Mark’s hand holding me in place and Johnny stroking my head and murmuring soft phrases I couldn’t begin to understand, the juices from my aching-beyond-measure cock began to spurt all over the hall floor and walls and even the telephone seat. And kept on spurting. At the same time, I was wailing my release like a banshee on a Halloween night, over and over again. The neighbors, if they were in, must have been impressed. They couldn’t have ever heard me have such a lengthy orgasm before, and I certainly couldn’t remember having anything like it myself. I hadn’t even had to touch my cock for the final moments, which was a first for me. Nobody had. The Delaneys had undone me through the power of command and knowing how to master me. God, how I loved them.
 
   As the orgasm rode its long and delicious course, I sank to the floor, gasping and shaking, and the Delaneys came with me. Mark gripped my shoulder, and Johnny put his arms around me, both of them keeping me safe until I was calmer again.
 
   “You’re so beautiful,” Johnny kept on saying. “You’re so very beautiful when you’re ours.”
 
   In the haze of sensation constituting my brain right then, I thought I must, in that case, always be beautiful as I was certainly always theirs. Whatever we were up to.
 
   After a while, Mark lifted me up so I leant against him, loving the feel of his hardness against my body.
 
   “Your bedroom, Liam,” he said. “That’s where our date is going to end.”
 
   No objections from Johnny this time either, and the three of us made it onto my bed in record time. This was entirely due to Johnny carrying me there, while Mark gave instructions, but, hell, I wasn’t complaining. Who didn’t like a bloke with muscle?
 
   Mark began tearing off his clothes, and, after throwing me onto the bed, Johnny followed his example. Thank God for it, as I couldn’t have waited much longer for them to get their kit off. Mark tugged off his briefs as Johnny landed beside me on the mattress.
 
   I pulled Mark down to join us, even before he’d finished undressing. He didn’t object and his orders came almost at once.
 
   “Right,” he said. “This is what we’re going to do. Johnny, I want you to rim Liam. Whilst my brother is doing that, Liam, you’re going to blow me. Because you’re fucking good at it, and why should Johnny have all the fun? So, do it.”
 
   He arranged Johnny and me on the bed in the way he wanted us—me on all fours, with Johnny behind me. I was shaking, but neither of them wasted any time. Mark pushed his erect cock in the direction of my lips and I took him in with a groan. At the same time, I felt my arse-cheeks being opened and Johnny’s tongue slipped inside, making me spasm. Mark’s cock plunged deep into my throat. I relaxed my jaw and sucked him down greedily. This sort of attention from the twins felt nothing short of heavenly, and I knew then I wanted it for so much longer than the six weeks they’d first offered.
 
   As Johnny continued to explore me in ways probably illegal in several countries, I moaned in delight around Mark’s cock and tumbled into another, fainter orgasm. A second or so later, my mouth filled up with the salty heat of Mark’s cum. As I gulped down the liquid, Johnny shouted out and I felt the warmth of his spunk splashing over my feet and legs.
 
   Jesus, this was one hell of a date. I didn’t see how it could possibly get any better.
 
   When the three of us had finished and ensured my bedclothes would need a thorough washing or two before our next date came round, we lay together in a sweaty, dirty, delicious tangle of flesh. As Mark had promised me earlier on, I couldn’t tell where I ended and they began, but I suspected I wasn’t the only one.
 
   “Liam,” Mark said at last, with a catch in his voice I hadn’t expected to hear.
 
   “Yes, master?”
 
   A pause. Then, “There’s something I’m going to tell you and this time I’m going to do it without my bloody brother finishing my sentences, okay?”
 
   “Yes, master.” I sat up straight on the bed and blinked at him, as Johnny raised his eyebrows and nodded. He said nothing, but shuffled up the bed closer to me.
 
   Both of us faced Mark. He cursed softly and looked away, frowning.
 
   “It’s like this,” he said. He spoke quickly, as if there was a great deal he wanted to say, but he didn’t have much time. “I like my people to know what we’re planning so they can prepare in advance. The Delaneys don’t mess around with our associates and we never will. So, Liam, if our dating scheme continues the way it’s begun, then I see no point you being here in your flat so far away from our home. It’s not convenient. When the six weeks is over, I—we—want you to move in with us. Agreed?”
 
   I blinked at him again. Speech of any sort was beyond me. Johnny pulled me closer and hugged me, a much needed gesture. “I agree with my brother,” he whispered, breath warming my ear, “though maybe I would have used the word ‘desirable’ rather than ‘convenient.’ If you’d like to, Mark and I would be very happy if you agreed to live with us. Dating plan or no dating plan.”
 
   Mark growled. “Don’t push it. We don’t do romance, remember? This is the best way forward for us, that’s all. It might seem too fast for some, but we didn’t get as far as we have by holding back or messing about. So, Liam, I’ll ask you once more only: agreed?”
 
   I gave Mark a slow-burn smile and squeezed Johnny’s arm where his brother couldn’t see. Then I lowered my eyes. “Of course, master. Thank you. Your plans are always second to none and I’m more than happy to do whatever you wish for. Thank you again.”
 
   As Mark gave a satisfied nod and Johnny kissed me lightly on the cheek, I couldn’t help thinking that life, however delightful now, was about to get a whole lot more exciting.
 
   “Liam! What on earth are you doing?”
 
   This more-than-familiar voice shattered my sexual idyll, and I leapt out of Mark and Johnny’s clutches like a wasp escaping from a flapping tea towel. At the same time, I attempted to cover my crown jewels with the palm of my hand, a task made significantly easier by the fact my crown jewels were themselves making every effort to crawl inside my body and hide.
 
   In the midst of all this, I couldn’t help but admire the fact that neither Johnny nor Mark moved one inch from my bed. They stared up, eyebrows raised in mirror images of each other, at the intruder.
 
   She stared back—a petite woman in her early fifties dressed in a smart red suit with matching necklace and earrings. She had bright hazel eyes, which missed nothing, and a mouth in the process of twitching. Whether this was with amusement or horror was hard to tell.
 
   “The door was open,” she said at last. “I made my own way up.”
 
   “Hello, Mother,” I managed to stutter. “L-lovely to see you. What are you doing here?”
 
   Before she could respond to this, Johnny eased himself off the bed, still utterly and gloriously naked, stood up and held out his hand in greeting.
 
   “Ah, Mrs. O’Connell. We’ve been looking forward to meeting Liam’s parents, so this is an unexpected pleasure. Would you like tea?”
 
   Then my mother and Johnny shook hands as if this was the most natural thing in the world. And as sure as night is dark and the Delaneys were the sexiest men on the planet, I feared no good would come of this encounter. I was right.
 
   “No, thank you, Mr. Delaney,” she replied. “I was just passing through. I’ve actually come to invite the three of you to Sunday lunch one weekend, when you’re free. Would that be acceptable?”
 
   After Mark nodded his agreement, Johnny and my mother began discussing a suitable date, while I was left to realize my worst nightmares were about to come true. My two masters were going to meet the parents, and dating the Delaneys was proving to be rather more complex than I’d thought.
 
   God help me, would any of us survive?
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Five
 
    
 
   No sooner had the Delaneys expressed a desire than the act was done. I’d certainly found out how true that was in bed, to my immense satisfaction, and now I was in the middle of finding out how similar they were when it came to domestic arrangements, too.
 
   Only forty-eight hours after they’d made their proposition about living with them, I was outside their front door, my suitcase in one hand and an enormous bouquet of flowers in the other. Behind me, Pedro, the chauffeur I’d already met, was hovering, as if afraid I might do something unexpected. As his colleague Benjy had thought I was attacking him the first time I’d visited the twins, Pedro probably had good reason.
 
   I wondered if “something unexpected” might include bursting into the “confidence” song from The Sound of Music, but thought this might be too much even for me, let alone Pedro. However, to be honest, it’s what my arrival here felt like. I only needed a habit and a high soprano and I’d be Maria in the flesh. Thank the Lord the Delaneys didn’t have any children.
 
   Before I could ring the bell, the door opened. I’d expected Johnny, but I got Mark.
 
   “You’re late,” he said with a growl before pulling me inside and slamming me back into the wall. My suitcase landed with a thud on their tiled floor and the flowers skittered away.
 
   “I needed to fix my hair,” I managed to say before he kissed me.
 
   Though probably devoured would be the better word. His tongue went straight into my mouth, claiming me without any doubt for his own, and I held on and sucked for all I was worth. Always play to your strengths is what I say. The next moment, I felt warm breath in my ear as Johnny made his presence known, licking and nibbling my earlobe. God, I loved being with them, and gave myself up to their attentions as I gripped Mark with one arm and hugged Johnny with the other.
 
   I had no idea what Pedro might be doing, but frankly, as they say, I didn’t give a damn.
 
   When the twins finally let me go, I felt as if I’d really arrived. Mark reached out and pushed the front door shut. I think Pedro had already left, but the gesture made me feel safe. Well, almost safe. With the Delaneys, there was always an essential little frisson of danger, which I was well into enjoying by now.
 
   “Good,” Mark said, one hand pinning me to the wall. Not that I was intending to go anywhere. I was having too good a time right here. “It’s just the three of us at last. And I’ve got plans. Liam, go upstairs, turn right and then take the second door on the left. It’s my bedroom. Strip yourself and get on the bed. Johnny and I will join you as soon as we’re ready.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said, unable to stop the smile threatening to make my jaw break. Domestic bliss looked pretty exciting so far.
 
   At the same time, Johnny sighed and patted his brother on the shoulder. “Don’t you think it might be best to offer a coffee first? This isn’t a one-night stand, you know. This is Liam.”
 
   I blinked. He said my name with a softness in his voice I didn’t think I’d heard before. Yes, Johnny was the gentle one; I knew it. But he’d never sounded quite like this. I reached up and stroked his face. Then I kissed him lightly on the mouth, before drawing away.
 
   “Coffee’s nice, sirs,” I said, “but so is bed and I only want to do what you want. I’m just glad to be here.”
 
   Then I kissed Mark, too, for good measure and just because I could. Mark smiled, glanced at Johnny and raised one very sexy eyebrow.
 
   “I think I can be reasonable,” he said, “in the right circumstances. Get into bed, Liam, and we’ll bring your coffee to you.”
 
   Before either of them could change their minds, I started jogging up the stairs. Halfway up, I remembered my manners and swung back round.
 
   “Sorry, sirs,” I said, feeling a wave of heat on my face, which might have been embarrassment or lust. Maybe both. “I forgot to ask: where would you like me to put my luggage? And I bought you flowers.”
 
   But Johnny had already picked up the bouquet, now looking rather the worse for wear from its journey across the hallway, and was smiling.
 
   “Leave them to me,” he said, “and the luggage…”
 
   “The luggage will be dealt with,” Mark said. “Just get into bed, Liam.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   I made it into the bedroom in record time and, heart skittering away like a gazelle on speed, stripped as Mark had commanded and flung myself onto the bed.
 
   Then, as nothing happened immediately, I began to look around and take in my surroundings. Mark’s bedroom was painted a rich green and was large enough to take the whole of my flat in it and still have room for a patio, or maybe two. A huge picture window stretched across almost the whole of one wall and, from what I could see, looked out over their garden and the fields beyond. Which they probably owned as well. Opposite the bed was an equally large mirror with a gold frame of the type I was sure I’d last seen in the V&A, and next to this was a sofa you could probably happily spend your whole life on. It, too, was green.
 
   I blinked. I hadn’t realized Mark was so arty and had such gothic tastes. Even the bed I lay on was a vision of green and gold, the sort of place where champagne and caviar should be served for breakfast and the crumbs swept up by a passing servant. Though maybe this was what happened in the upper echelons of criminal society. Who could tell?
 
   In which case, he probably wouldn’t take kindly to my discarded clothes cluttering up the décor, so I’d be well advised to fold them away neatly. Just like my mother always told me a good guest should.
 
   But, hell, best not go there. Any thoughts on my parents, particularly my mother and her plan to meet the Delaneys on a social basis, could wait ’til later. Still, I hopped out of bed and began gathering up my jeans, shirt and underwear. Arms laden, I was dithering as to where to put them when I heard the twins coming up the stairs. Johnny was laughing, and Mark said something I couldn’t make out.
 
   I leapt back onto the bed, clutching my clothes, just as the twins entered the room. Johnny was carrying a tray of three coffee cups and a cafetiere, and Mark was carrying the expression of a man who had plans and every intention of fulfilling them. When he saw me, he lifted one eyebrow.
 
   “I said naked, Liam…”
 
   “Yes, sir, but I didn’t want to mess up your room.”
 
   I was going to say more, too, but he shook his head. He wasn’t interested in conversation. Without another word, I pushed my pile of clothes across the duvet and onto the floor. My eyes were fixed on Mark. I heard the faint clunk of the tray as Johnny placed it on the bedside table and pushed the plunger down, and then Mark smiled.
 
   “Don’t worry about mess,” he said. “There’ll be plenty of that, but isn’t it what cleaners are for?”
 
   Johnny sighed, but Mark’s frown brought the sigh to an abrupt halt. Even this didn’t stop me opening my mouth, though.
 
   “Just because someone’s got a cleaning job doesn’t mean we have to make it worse for them,” I said. “I mean, if that were the case, Melissa wouldn’t even bother tidying up her papers for me to file them, would she? What would be the point?”
 
   The silence, which settled upon the three of us after my little speech, was a heavy one. Mark frowned, while Johnny only stared at me, lips pursed. Then, just as I was expecting a harsh reprimand from Mark for daring to question his approach to domestic arrangements, he slowly hunkered down, picked up my clothes and handed them to Johnny.
 
   Johnny shrugged, opened the wardrobe and dropped them inside before shutting the door with a determined click. Mark smiled.
 
   “Satisfied?” he said.
 
   I nodded. My throat felt too dry to speak. Way too dry. But, hell, that wasn’t really a bad thing.
 
   “Good,” he whispered. “That’s nice. But I think you’ll find questioning my housekeeping is a dangerous game, Liam. Understand?”
 
   Mark looked like he wouldn’t take silence for an answer, not this time, so I found my tongue. Thankfully.
 
   “Yes, sir. Thank you,” I said, then, “Will it lead to punishment, sir?”
 
   Without warning, Mark grabbed my chin and pressed me farther back onto the bed. The warmth of his hand on my face sent a throb of excitement straight to my groin, which nobody could fail to notice. Johnny snorted and at once stopped looking quite so worried, but Mark brought any further reaction to an end with a hiss and a quick glance his way before turning his attention back to me.
 
   “Oh, yes.” He smiled. “I can promise you punishment, but, as I’m sure I’ve told you before, neither Johnny nor I are unreasonable men. First, drink your coffee and let us look at you.”
 
   Then he got up, swung one of the chairs round next to the bed and sat on it. Johnny did the same and sat next to him. Eyes fixed on Mark, I reached for the nearest coffee cup. This might have been a problem as I couldn’t actually see it, but thankfully Johnny pressed it into my hand. Being in love with twins definitely had its upside. The coffee tasted rich and strong, much like its owners, and certainly didn’t come from any jar of instant. Hell, though, neither did the Delaneys. As is a man, so is his coffee choice, as my grandmother used to say. But that was a whole other story.
 
   I took a second, even better sip, and relaxed back against the pillows, opening my legs so the twins could get a good view of as much of me as they wanted to look at. My cock was already half-hard, the fact I was the only one naked sending a fresh zing of delight through my blood. How I loved being in their hands. As I drank, the brothers continued to gaze at my body. It felt strangely comfortable, almost as if we were simply passing the time of day together, even though nobody spoke.
 
   Finally, Mark said, “Have you finished your coffee?”
 
   I nodded. “Yes, sir. Thank you.”
 
   “Good. Then put it down and spread your arms wide.”
 
   Heart beating fast, I obeyed. By now, my cock was dancing to its own special tune and I wasn’t convinced there was much I could do to stop it.
 
   “Okay,” Mark continued, “that’s good. Well done. Now, Johnny and I are going to pay you some attention…”
 
   “Some very close attention,” Johnny chipped in and then gave his twin half a smile when he frowned.
 
   “Yes,” Mark said, “while we’re doing this, we want you, Liam, to be perfectly still unless we give you instructions to the contrary, though you can make noise if you want to. Understood?”
 
   “Yes, sirs.”
 
   To my surprise, Johnny began at my head, and Mark at my feet, though I’d assumed anything like this would be the other way round. Showed what I knew then. Absolutely zilch. Johnny’s kisses on my hair were gentle and warm, and I wanted nothing more than to reach upward and pull his mouth onto mine, but the command to be still kept me motionless. At the same time, Mark sucked at my toes, running his tongue over my skin. I thanked God I’d taken a thorough shower before leaving my flat for the last time and that I wasn’t ticklish.
 
   While Mark nibbled at me, Johnny lowered his attentions to my face. He kissed my eyelids and cheeks, and began stroking my neck. All the time he was murmuring soft words, which made me smile, even as Mark was licking the undersides of my feet. Funny how lovemaking before the Delaneys had never been like this. Whatever happened, I didn’t think I could go back to sleeping with only one man again. They’d spoilt me for it.
 
   By the time Johnny reached my chest, and Mark my knees, it was taking all my concentration not to move. More than anything I wanted Johnny’s tongue on my nipples and Mark’s lips round my cock. That would be heaven, but I wasn’t convinced they’d do it. After all, punishment had been the operative word before they’d started on me. And I remembered what I’d told them before—how what I most wanted was not my own enjoyment but theirs. God help me, it was true, too.
 
   Johnny’s mouth trailed a line of kisses and small licks over my chest, but my nipples remained untouched. I couldn’t help groaning at such a loss, then found myself panting as Mark started to stroke me with cool fingers at the back of my knees.
 
   Up until this point, I’d never realized the back of the knees could be an erogenous zone, but apparently it was. Why on earth did none of the top shelf gay magazines tell you this? I swore if he simply carried on doing that, then I might be able to give the whole of the rest of it a miss. Almost.
 
   My gasp became a moan and then a series of pleas. “Mark, please, that’s fantastic…please, don’t stop. I really love you. Love you both, please.”
 
   Against my stomach, Johnny’s breath of laughter made me shiver. I needed only to shift slightly on the bed and my cock would be touching his face. I thought I might even come from that faint brush of contact. No, I definitely would, especially if Mark kept on stroking my knees.
 
   “Please,” I begged again, not even quite sure what I might be begging for. By now, Mark’s mouth was pressed against my inner thigh, and my greedy cock was the only thing separating the twins.
 
   Just when I thought I might actually die if one of them didn’t touch me where I most wanted it, Mark pushed Johnny out of the way and then turned me onto my side, sliding me farther down the bed as he did so.
 
   “Oh, no,” he said, his eyes dark with an intent I couldn’t interpret. “You don’t get to come that easily. Not if you’re being punished. The same doesn’t apply to us, though. Whatever happens next, you can’t spill. Do you understand? This time there’s no reward later, so don’t expect one.”
 
   “No, sir,” I managed to stammer out, wondering how in hell I was supposed to obey him.
 
   “You can move if you need to,” Johnny whispered. “Isn’t that true, Mark?”
 
   As I lay panting and so near orgasm that the only thing keeping me from going entirely over the edge was the thin blade of the twins’ orders, Mark nodded. Thank God. Because if I couldn’t hold back the flow manually, then I didn’t have a fighting chance of taking any of the punishment he’d decided on.
 
   Then he turned me over so he was behind me. I heard the sound of a zipper being undone, then warm gel soothed my arse. At the same time, Johnny slipped up the bed until I could see his own cock straining against his trousers. Ah, lucky, lucky me. At this rate, I’d have to concentrate like never before in order to fulfill the Delaneys’ expectations.
 
   I only hoped I was up to it.
 
   Johnny unzipped himself, and I opened wide to take as much of him in as possible. Meanwhile, making sure I didn’t forget the twin I couldn’t see, I relaxed my arsehole and was rewarded as Mark pushed himself deliciously inside. By now my heartbeat was way off the scale, and I had no option but to slide my hands down and grip the base of my cock as firmly as I could in order to stave off what threatened to be the inevitable.
 
   Multitasking—I liked to think I was in touch with my feminine side.
 
   For a while, I continued to suck Johnny’s cock, while Mark filled my arse until I couldn’t imagine how I could ever bear to be empty. And somehow I managed to hold back my own excitement so my cock kept teetering on the brink, but stepping no farther. Then Johnny cried out and his hot slick filled my mouth while I swallowed it down. All the time Mark kept on thrusting himself into me, withdrawing until only his cockhead remained in contact with my arsehole and then ramming himself home once more.
 
   Somehow, the fact Johnny had come, but Mark had not, sent my heat quota way off the scale. The bedroom shimmered in front of my eyes and my throat felt parched, in spite of the coffee, as I struggled to maintain even some semblance of control.
 
   God help me, but, no matter what anyone wanted, I was going to come soon.
 
   “Please, Johnny, please.” I panted. “I can’t hold out. I can’t.”
 
   But he was already there, calm hands wrapped around my base, and pushing down, reining me in, a buffer to his brother’s wilder movements behind.
 
   “Be strong, Liam,” he whispered. “We know you can do it. We trust you.”
 
   And that was enough. I clung to him, my cock as hard as an unexploded bomb, and all but weeping, as Mark gave a loud shout, together with a final thrust deep inside my body.
 
   I spent the next half-hour sprawled on the bed and messing around with the two of them, whilst trying to think somber thoughts so I could keep myself under control until Mark took pity on me.
 
   “Go on then,” he said. “You’ve proved you can do it. So bring yourself off. I want to see you come.”
 
   With a smile, I reached down to obey Mark’s command. At first I took it slow, running my fingers up and down my length as my bollocks became ever tighter. I kept my eyes down, fixed on my cock, watching myself as my excitement mounted.
 
   “Look at us, Liam,” Mark demanded, and my eyes snapped up. Still, I couldn’t really focus and my gaze shifted from twin to twin, back and forth as if I were at a tennis match. Maybe what they said about eyesight and cock-abuse was right then.
 
   I kept on pumping myself and then Johnny’s hand joined mine, and I gasped. Mark said nothing. He just carried on staring at me, but something in his gaze seemed softer. Then he leaned even closer, and the next thing I knew he was kissing me. Full on. His tongue was so far down my throat that with only a slight adjustment of our position and a hell of a different physiology he could have been wrapping his tongue around my cock instead of my tonsils. Not that I was complaining. Oh, no.
 
   I whimpered and, at the same time, I was coming, the shock of it making me lurch backward against the headboard. The Delaney twins, trained as they were for combat or the attempted escape of their victims, launched themselves after me. Mark even managed to keep his tongue melded to my mouth, whilst Johnny kept his grip around my streaming cock. It was astonishing what skills a military background had given them. It almost made me want to sign up for the army life on the spot. Almost.
 
   Johnny and I collapsed on the bed, laughing. Mark finished his kiss and, before I could regret that particular loss, Johnny had pressed his fingers against my lips to allow me to lick my own juice off his skin. I lapped at him, moaning when I saw his eyes darken.
 
   Mark smiled.
 
   “Thank you, Liam,” he said.
 
   Right there and then, I would have done anything for them both.
 
   *          *          *
 
   And so, Day One of living with the two men in my life began with something of a high. However, as I’d suspected, living with a lover—or in my case, two—was going to take a little more than simply sex, spunk and submission, marvelous though all these things were. It was going to take something else entirely.
 
   Staying power.
 
   Because at around about midnight, the Delaneys were still going strong, sipping their wine and discussing some aspect of their business I suspected it was best not to hear too much of. I was slumped on the sofa, eyes half-shut and phasing regularly in and out of my surroundings. I had never been one for late nights, not unless sex was involved. And right now it looked like it wasn’t. Not that I was complaining, not really anyway. Moving house was said to be one of the top three stressors of all time, and hell, but I needed to sleep. The big question was: where?
 
   The twins had separate rooms, obviously. So I would either be expected to sleep in a room on my own, which I hadn’t been introduced to yet, or with one or the other of the Delaneys, presumably Mark. If this were the case, it left me with a quandary. I didn’t want to leave Johnny out. Maybe it was best to sleep by myself, though I didn’t much like that idea either. God, why did they never teach you this sort of social etiquette in school? I could have done with some other bugger showing me the way, rather than muddling through on my own. Some hope.
 
   “Liam.”
 
   I sprang to my feet, rocketing up at the sound of Mark’s voice, like a rabbit startled by the farmer’s gun. “Yes, sir?”
 
   Mark stared at me, a frown creasing his beautiful forehead. I wanted nothing more than to smooth it away, preferably with my tongue, but I doubted he’d be up for it right now. Shame.
 
   “Were you asleep?” he asked.
 
   I had no idea. Possibly. It was hard to tell. I didn’t know what he might have been asking me so best not to wing it and pretend I’d been alert. Best to go with the truth option.
 
   “I don’t know, sir,” I said. “I might’ve been. I was thinking about it, that’s for sure. It’s late, isn’t it? And I didn’t know what you both intended to do about bed. I mean for sleeping, not for sex. Where you might want me to be, that is…”
 
   I trailed off as Mark continued to stare at me. He coughed and licked his lips. The red wine had stained his tongue and, if I’d been even slightly more alert, I’d have bounded across the space between us and tasted for myself, bringing Johnny into the equation, too, if I could manage it. However, the spirit was willing, but the flesh was weak.
 
   “Late?” Mark repeated. “But it’s only just gone midnight.”
 
   As he continued to gaze at me, obviously seeking clarification for my time-keeping idiocy, Johnny laughed.
 
   “Not everyone keeps our business hours, big brother,” he said. “Liam has to go to work in the morning and he’s had a heavy day. He’s tired.”
 
   Mark sighed and put down his glass. The heavy crystal glinted in the twinkle from the wall light. “Of course. Seeing how we’ve finished our business, I suppose an early night won’t harm us. It’ll be a novelty.”
 
   He leapt to his feet and strode toward the door. Johnny shrugged and followed him, with me tagging along behind. Our small entourage swept through the hallway and up the curving staircase, carpeted in a soft pink. Not a color I’d ever associated with the Delaneys, but I was quickly coming to see how dating the pair wasn’t the same as living with them.
 
   At the top of the stairs, the landing divided into two, with one exit to the left and the other to the right. Mark gestured toward the bedroom we’d enjoyed ourselves in earlier.
 
   “That’s my wing,” he said, “and the other is Johnny’s.”
 
   All very grand, I thought, but it didn’t really help with my choice, or how Mark was intending to play it.
 
   “My bedroom has been well used already tonight,” he continued, “so we can sleep in my brother’s room. Johnny?”
 
   The younger twin’s smile lightened up his whole face and he gave me a most definite wink. “Thank you, Mark. In that case, come this way.”
 
   From the top of the staircase, I couldn’t see either hallway properly as both wings—as Mark called them—were lit only by dimmed lights, but I assumed it would be the same lush richness as I’d experienced earlier.
 
   How wrong I was. As Johnny led us both down the left-hand corridor, he pressed a switch and the way before us was floodlit like the local stadium on a Saturday night. Instead of the trappings of splendor Mark so obviously delighted in, Johnny’s taste was minimalist in the extreme. The carpet was pale cream, and I passed two pictures hung opposite each other that caught my eye.
 
   “Miro,” I said, unable to stop myself. “Fabulous.”
 
   Johnny slowed down for a moment and flashed me a grin. “Yes, I’m very fond of them.”
 
   Next to him, Mark snorted. “I’d be even fonder if we had the originals, but, despite all our efforts, it proved impossible.”
 
   I gulped and couldn’t help wondering what kind of effort they’d had to make to try to get hold of a major artistic figure of the twentieth century and whether anyone had been seriously injured in the attempt.
 
   As if he’d known exactly what I was thinking, Mark made a dismissive gesture. “You civilians. Don’t concern yourself. Nobody died while I was looking for a birthday present for Johnny, not initially anyway. Though, of course, I don’t like failure.”
 
   “It was a lovely thought,” Johnny chipped in. “That’s all that matters.”
 
   “So you always say,” Mark replied, leaning forward to admire one of the paintings. “And at least the forger won’t be making copies for anyone else, so these are certainly unique.”
 
   I blinked, not really wanting to pursue the conversation in the way it seemed to be going, but sparing a thought or two for the unfortunate forger. Luckily, the conversation appeared to be over, and we continued to head toward what must have been Johnny’s bedroom.
 
   He opened the door and the three of us entered, Mark first, of course, then me, with Johnny bringing up the rear. Now there was an idea for when I was more awake. The next moment, all plans were swept entirely out of my head and I spun around on my heels to take in Johnny’s surroundings. If anything could be less like Mark, I had yet to find it. Here the décor was pale wood and cotton. A floor buffed to within an inch of its life led my eye to the almost see-through, long cream curtains drifting a little as the wind took them. On every wall I saw almost equally long plain mirrors and there was barely any furniture. Only a light grey king-size futon took pride of place in the middle of the room.
 
   Mark laughed.
 
   “My brother likes to live simply,” he said. “In another life, he’d probably be a monk.”
 
   I was no psychiatrist, but somehow I didn’t think this was likely. On the other hand, I supposed it depended on what those monks got up to. All the rumors surely couldn’t be true, could they?
 
   No matter. There was no time for theology as, without more ado, Mark gestured at the bed.
 
   “You two settle yourselves down,” he said, “while I go and get ready. Try not to be too long. I hate being kept waiting.”
 
   Then he was gone, and Johnny and I were alone. I smiled at him, feeling suddenly and unexpectedly shy. A ridiculous reaction bearing in mind what the three of us had been getting up to.
 
   “Come here,” Johnny said, holding out his arms, and I didn’t need telling again. “This is quite difficult for you, isn’t it?”
 
   Head pressed against the warmth of his shoulder as it was, replying was tricky, but I was always up for a challenge. “Yes, sir. Because this time it’s not just sex, is it? Or being in love or any of that kind of stuff. This time it’s something else. Which is terrifying, but exciting, too, and I want to work it out with you both, however weird it is or off-the wall.”
 
   At least that’s what I was trying to say, but I wasn’t sure how much of my impassioned mumble Johnny managed to hear. Not that it really mattered as he kept on hugging me and making comforting noises, and maybe this was all I needed.
 
   “Okay,” he said after a little while longer. “Time to get sorted. Who’s to say what my brother will do if we’re not in bed by the time he gets back.”
 
   Who indeed? Tempting though the prospect of Mark’s displeasure and subsequent punishment was, I decided discretion probably was the better part of valor so undressed while Johnny brushed his teeth in the ensuite. By the time he emerged, I was stark naked under the covers and as near to the middle of the futon as I could get. As I didn’t know which side each twin slept on, I thought I should be prepared for all eventualities.
 
   Johnny was wearing pajamas. Not just any old supermarket brand, buy-one-get-one-pair-free, but cream silk pajamas with his initials embroidered across one shoulder. I’d never been one for any sort of clothes in bed, but I had to say they suited him. However, I swear it was the surprise made me laugh. At this unfortunate reaction, Johnny raised his eyebrow at me, a gesture that dampened my response, but didn’t entirely kill it.
 
   “What?” he said. “Don’t you know it’s all about the branding?”
 
   That only made it worse, and a moment later, I was writhing with laughter on the bed, all exhaustion forgotten, and with Johnny beating me with one of the pillows. Even though he was laughing, too, I clocked the fact that punishment, of any kind, wasn’t just the responsibility of his twin. Definitely something to bear in mind for the future, assuming I survived the pillow abuse.
 
   By the time Mark returned, Johnny and I were giggling like children after way too much ice cream.
 
   “What the hell are you two up to?” He stood in the doorway, gloriously naked except for the towel slung over his shoulder, and doing nothing to hide his cock. Not that he’d probably been intending to, but still I couldn’t help drooling.
 
   “Discussing pajamas,” Johnny said, thankfully throwing the pillow to one side. “I don’t think Liam liked mine.”
 
   Mark nodded, took a couple of steps inside and pushed the door shut behind him. “Can’t say I blame him. The boy’s got taste. Anyway, what’s the point of pajamas?”
 
   He had no argument from me, on any count. Mark slipped into bed—on the right, I noted—while I made use of a spare toothbrush in Johnny’s bathroom and washed my face before going back to bed.
 
   Mark gestured me in next to him and nodded his approval. He obviously liked men with damp faces and minty breath. Then again, who didn’t? Or, hell, maybe he just liked me. Now there was a thought, one to hold on to, come what may. As I settled myself down, Johnny turned off the light and slipped in behind me, as it were, gently pushing me sideways until he was spooning me, his chest against my back and his legs wrapping round mine. I found myself lying against Mark, wedged deliciously between the two men like the jam in a sandwich.
 
   Some jam. Some sandwich.
 
   The universe being what it was, and even in spite of the fact the twins were going to bed at an earlier time than usual, they were both asleep within minutes, whereas by then my prick had woken up and was looking around to see where the action was. No hope there. The action lay in Johnny’s soft snore reverberating in my ear and the steady sound of Mark’s grinding teeth.
 
   Obviously wound-up from the pillow fight, I ignored my inquisitive cock and fought the urge to giggle again. Not a very macho response, but I don’t think I knew how to do those anyway and now probably wasn’t the time to try.
 
   Instead, I stared out into the darkness and tried to work out exactly how I’d managed to get myself into this position and whether I could possibly patent the amount of good fortune I was currently enjoying and sell it to anyone who might need a little blessing from Lady Luck. I’d be more than willing to share it, though anyone out there could expect a fight if they thought I’d be willing to share the Delaneys as well. And, as the twins had been quick to discover, I wasn’t a fighting man.
 
   I had other ways of getting results and there was no harm in that. In the words of that great gay role model La Barrowman, I am what I am, and I was bloody well proud of it.
 
   Besides, with the money I made from my devious patenting plan, maybe I could one day open my own gallery, with the support of Melissa, and even…
 
   No, best not to get into the realms of fantasy. I was happy with the way my life was, wasn’t I? So why think about changing it? Oh, yes, I was one very happy bloke.
 
   This was the last thought in my head before I gave in to the sleep tugging at my mind.
 
   The next thing I knew, there was a crash and a shout, which dragged me from the misty arms of a pretty spicy dream involving a beach ball, a set of Lego, and the Delaneys. My recent reading matter must have been influencing me more than I thought.
 
   “Wha’? Whassamatter?” I mumbled, sitting upright and waving my arms around in an effort to find the light switch.
 
   “Stay down, Liam,” came Johnny’s hissed command as light finally flooded the bedroom, though I suspected this was his action rather than mine.
 
   At once, I slid back against the pillow and gazed out at the scene confronting me. Johnny was kneeling on the futon, staring with a kind of fierce concentration into the room. Rather more worrying than this was the fact he was also holding a gun, which looked pretty deadly to me.
 
   “Oh shit.”
 
   “Shut up,” he said, offering me the barest glance only, his aim reassuringly steady. Then, “Who’s there? Show yourself. Now.”
 
   There was an achingly long moment during which nothing happened, and I couldn’t even think about my life, let alone have it flashing before my eyes, and then Mark’s voice broke the silence.
 
   “It’s me, Johnny, and for God’s sake, stay cool and put away the gun.”
 
   With that, his face arose from the floor next to the bed like Venus arising from the waves, but a more masculine version, and glared at both of us. Which even I thought was rather unfair, as whatever was going on was surely nothing to do with me.
 
   “Sorry,” Johnny said and lowered his weapon before placing it under the pillow. “What just happened?”
 
   Oh, hell. If I’d known the gun was there, I wouldn’t have been quite so eager to leap into bed as I had been earlier. Living with the twins was certainly going to be a dangerous sport, even more than I’d imagined.
 
   “Nothing happened. Nothing that needs an armed response anyway, little brother. God knows why you’re so trigger-happy. Thank goodness you have me to keep you in line. And what happened was that Liam kicked me out of bed, so I’ll need to add that particular misdemeanor to his punishment list.”
 
   Had I? Obviously, the caution I’d been learning in my dealings with the Delaneys hadn’t yet filtered down to my feet, and I was out of bed and kneeling before Johnny could even think about picking up the gun again.
 
   “Sorry, sir,” I said, head bowed and wondering if there really was a punishment list and, if so, if I could steal a glance at it at some point. “I had no idea. Please forgive me, I’m sorry.”
 
   Behind me, Johnny chuckled. “I don’t think it was deliberate.”
 
   “I know.” Mark sighed and stood so his shadow towered over me, “Even so, in our business, we can’t let anyone get away with anything. It’s the slippery slope toward anarchy and God knows what. Standards are everything.”
 
   “Yes, I realize,” was Johnny’s response, “but the bed’s too small for the three of us. We’ll have to buy another.”
 
   Mark glared at his brother and then down at me. He leaned forward, resting his hands on my shoulders, bringing my mouth into the perfect position for his cock. Whatever he might have said to Johnny was lost forever as I took advantage of this opportunity and drew my tongue down his length.
 
   “Jesus, Liam.” Mark stepped back. “You pick your moments, don’t you?”
 
   I couldn’t resist giving him a cheeky grin. “Just saying sorry for the small bed, sir.”
 
   He snorted. “Oh yes, very funny. But you need to remember one thing, Liam.”
 
   “What’s that?”
 
   “Don’t push it.”
 
   “No, sir.” I barely breathed my response. “Never.”
 
   With hierarchy restored and Johnny’s enthusiasm disarmed, we bundled ourselves back into bed and settled down for sleep once more.
 
   Just before I finally drifted off, Mark nudged me.
 
   “Sir?”
 
   “Just one thing, Liam. If you kick me out of bed again, I’ll give Johnny full permission to shoot you. Understood?”
 
   “Understood, sir.”
 
   *          *          *
 
   For a variety of reasons, all of them more than valid, I was ten minutes late for work at the gallery the following morning. Melissa was already in and gave me a challenging stare as I stumbled through the front door and tried to make a quiet entry into the fray. This proved more difficult as she was sitting in my office rather than her own.
 
   “Ah, hello, Melissa. Sorry I’m late. I was… I was …” The picture of what I actually had been doing, which had made me late in the first place, flashed up in my head and I found myself giving the boss a rather goofy smile.
 
   She groaned and waved her hand. “For God’s sake, whatever you do, please don’t finish the sentence. I’m not sure my blood pressure could take it.”
 
   “There’s nothing wrong with your blood pressure, is there?”
 
   “Not yet, but by the look on your face it’s only a matter of time. I gather the move to the mansion went well then?”
 
   I pulled up a chair opposite, leaned back and gave what even I had to admit was a very self-satisfied sigh. “Oh yes. This morning was especially good, though there was a bit of an issue last night about the size of the bed and Johnny’s gun, but it was all smoothed over this morning. Which. Was. Perfect. If you know what I mean.”
 
   Melissa rolled her eyes, stood and straightened her hair, while I admired the elegant tailoring of her pale green suit. Nothing off-the-peg there, I was sure of it.
 
   “I’m hoping the gun isn’t a euphemism,” she said.
 
   I shook my head. “Oh no, it was real alright. But it was a misunderstanding, that’s all. We just need a bigger bed. I don’t suppose manufacturers normally think of any more than two people sharing, do they?”
 
   My boss laughed. “No, I don’t suppose they do. But, between you and the Delaneys, I’m sure you’ll set the world of bed-making to rights.”
 
   I certainly hoped so because tonight I wasn’t planning any more pistol action if I could possibly help it.
 
   For the rest of the day, Melissa and I dealt with clients, sorted out two new exhibitions for the summer and tried to plan our Christmas extravaganza. In all honesty, we’d been planning this for weeks, but it always took a hell of a lot of negotiation, as painters could be a fussy bunch. One day we’d think we were there and the next we’d be back at the start again. It was worth doing, though, as a lot of business and arty networking happened over the holiday season and, as my father kept on telling me, you couldn’t put a price on goodwill.
 
   Today, my will—and indeed everything else about me—was pretty damn good. Maybe it was to do with recent sexual shenanigans, but there was also something about the fact that tonight I would be going home, not to my own company, but to be with the twins. Every time I thought of it, a zing of expectation shot through my gut and a couple of times I caught myself humming. Not the best thing to do in any gallery where concentration and quiet is all, and Melissa soon put a stop to it with a quick harrumph.
 
   Funny how she and the Delaneys both had the ability to put me back on track without the use of words. I was obviously drawn to similar types, though the main thought occupying my head for most of the rest of the day was how quickly I could make the evening and my first real home-time arrive.
 
   It arrived even before I anticipated it. At the stroke of four-thirty, the front door opened and Mark sauntered in, with Johnny close behind. They brought with them the freshness of the outside world and a whole lot of attitude. Mark nodded at Melissa, who nodded back, and then he gave me a slow smile, which couldn’t help but startle my cock into action.
 
   Before I could say anything remotely sociable, he stepped right up to me where I hovered by one of the gallery’s newer acquisitions, grabbed me by the shirt and plunged his tongue deep into my mouth. I’d opened it to greet the twins in words, but this was as good an alternative as any, so I grabbed Mark back and sucked for all I was worth.
 
   With Mark more than a little off balance, probably due to my enthusiasm, I shuffled us both along until we reached Johnny, whose arse I grabbed for a quick grope to let him know I was paying close attention to them both.
 
   We were just getting into the whole scenario when Melissa cleared her throat. She was far too glamorous to cough.
 
   “Mark, Johnny,” she said. “Lovely to see you. I’m assuming you’re not here to buy any paintings?”
 
   Johnny chuckled as he extricated himself from my exploratory hand, and Mark slowly and reluctantly withdrew from my plundered mouth.
 
   “If we were, you’d be the first one I called,” he said. “But I’m here to ask you a question. Liam distracted me.”
 
   As if they were of one mind, the twins and Melissa all looked at me, as if I’d done something terrible in waylaying Mark from his original mission. Whereas, I’d have thought it was very much the other way round. Still, I put on my best cheeky grin, which was, after all, very much how I was feeling.
 
   “Well,” I said. “I never say no to distractions.”
 
   This time, Johnny laughed out loud, and Melissa snorted. “I couldn’t possibly comment, but at least when you’re not distracted, you’re a damn hard worker. I’ll say that for you.”
 
   “I’ll go further,” Mark said, in such a tone that all of us fell silent and turned toward him. “I think when Liam’s really concentrating, then he’s the most beautiful man on the planet.”
 
   The silence around us continued, but this time it took on a different quality. I stared at Mark, and he gazed at me. I saw him swallow. I didn’t know what to say or how to say it, but it didn’t matter. My feet began walking, almost of their own accord, and the next second I was face to face with him. Slowly, as if he might be spooked if I made any sudden movement, I lifted my hand and touched his cheek. Then I kissed him, lightly, but it felt like a whole lot more.
 
   “Thank you,” I whispered, and he nodded before hugging me briefly.
 
   When we broke apart, Johnny was smiling as if something he’d hoped for had been granted, and I swore Melissa was in the process of wiping away a tear. Not that she’d ever admit to such a thing.
 
   “Anyone for coffee?” she asked instead. “I suspect we might need some.”
 
   Mark shook his head. “Thank you, but, in actual fact, what we want is to invite you to our home for coffee and a conversation.”
 
   This sounded ominous, and I glanced at Johnny, who had shadows in his eyes I didn’t know how to interpret. In the meantime, my boss merely smiled and tap-tapped her way to the office in today’s choice of bright green high heels.
 
   “Oh good,” she said, “I do love a party. Give me two minutes to brush my hair and shut up shop and I’m all yours.”
 
   She was as good as her word, too, but that was Melissa all over. No sooner said than done, and all four of us were installed in the twins’ car in less than a minute and three-quarters. Even Mark looked impressed. With a gesture of courtesy I’d not associated with him before, he waved my boss into the front seat and climbed into the back with Johnny and me.
 
   As we set off, he laid his hand on my knee.
 
   “Don’t look, Melissa,” he said with a faint growl. “Because you’re definitely not joining in.”
 
   The next moment, Mark’s tongue was back down my throat as it had been in the gallery, and I felt the lighter touch of Johnny’s hand at my groin. I had a brief and more than terrifying picture of how my next work review with Melissa might go before abandoning myself to the wicked wiles of the Delaneys. Hell, they always knew exactly how to overpower me, no matter who was watching…or not.
 
   I opened my legs as an invitation for Johnny and stretched my mouth wide for Mark’s tongue. At the same time, my fingers laced through Johnny’s as he gripped my cock through my trousers and I slipped my free hand under Mark’s shirt and rubbed his nipple. It hardened at once, much like my cock, and he groaned. I could almost feel the reverberation in my own throat.
 
   All three of us continued to kiss, touch and push against each other as the car rocked gently beneath our bodies. Being crushed like this between Mark and Johnny felt as if it were the place on earth I was most meant to be, and I hoped the journey to the twins’ home might take a lifetime. However, as the likelihood of actually being fucked in the car, with Melissa present, was probably very low, then maybe the sooner we arrived, the better.
 
   Then again, I really should have known better than to make sexual assumptions of any kind about these two men. Because as Mark continued to fill me up with his tongue, and Johnny continued to send my cock into serious overdrive, I felt my belt and zipper being released and my trousers and briefs eased down as cool fingers explored the bottom of my spine. They were wet, laying a trail of dampness across my skin, and my heart began to pound even more fiercely. Surely they weren’t going to… Not here?
 
   All my doubts were suddenly laid to rest as two of those gentle but curious fingers stroked and stretched my arsehole and slowly buried themselves up to the knuckle inside my body. I gasped and whimpered, squirming a little to try to ease the delicious burn, but Mark held me in place with his grip, as Johnny whispered softly in my ear.
 
   “It’s okay, Liam, it’s me. Inside you. I just wanted to explore you, that’s all, and I couldn’t wait. I love you.”
 
   Unable to form words, all I could do was groan and hope he’d understand I loved him, too. Loved both of them, wanted them beyond reason. Then, without warning, Mark withdrew his tongue from my mouth so I was left empty and gasping for him.
 
   He chuckled against my throat as he kissed and sucked at my skin there.
 
   “Why should my little brother get all the fun?” he said. “He’s not the only one who wants to explore, is he?”
 
   Then, his mouth devoured mine once more, and another set of fingers thrust themselves back and down and found my arsehole. This time, there was no preparation. Mark plunged deep inside me and kept on going. The pain and the pleasure of his wonderful assault alongside his brother’s flashed fierce colors behind my squeezed-shut eyes and throughout my entire body, and I couldn’t help myself. With a sharp yell, I jerked upwards and my cock exploded so I pumped out shuddering spurts of semen over my fresh cotton briefs, soaking my trousers and surely smearing Johnny’s free hand and Mark’s designer suit with my cum.
 
   They held me until my shuddering came to a stop, then withdrew their fingers from my arse. I tried to apologize for my lack of control, but Mark kissed my lips to silence.
 
   “Shut up,” he said roughly, but sounding almost affectionate, too. “I wanted to see if we could break you, and we did.”
 
   I couldn’t agree more. If this was what it felt like to be broken, then I swore I’d never waste time trying to gather up the pieces again. I was nothing if not a practical bloke.
 
   By the time we arrived at the twins’ home—mine, too, now—I was dressed and almost ready to stand. But nowhere near ready to meet Melissa’s gaze.
 
   As I stumbled into the fresh air, the large wet patch at my groin already cooling to the point of discomfort, my boss had exited the car and was studiously admiring the scenery.
 
   “Look …” I began, but she allowed me to get no farther.
 
   “No,” she said, holding up one beautifully manicured hand. “I really don’t want to know. But you might want to give your trousers a wipe.”
 
   “Yes, sorry.” I glanced down and covered the offending stains with my not quite steady hand. “I got a little over-enthusiastic in the car. I…um…find travel very exciting.”
 
   Melissa raised her eyes at that, but I could see the smirk at the edge of her mouth. “So it seems. I’m hoping the promised coffee will be soon, though at this rate, I might need a shot of brandy with it.”
 
   She was right. The Delaneys swept us all into their living room, and I found myself blushing to recall my first encounter with them there and how I’d entertained that client of theirs that night.
 
   Johnny nudged me as Mark gave the drinks orders to a passing henchman.
 
   “Don’t worry,” he said. “We’re not playing tonight. There’s a serious proposition to consider.”
 
   I’d thought the Delaneys’ meeting with their client back then had been pretty serious, all in all, even though the business in hand had been me, but I let it pass. Probably the wisest move.
 
   “Thank you, sir,” I whispered back. “I’d best go and get changed for it then.”
 
   Before Johnny could reply, I turned and made my way to the door, my mind already on overtime thinking about what I should change in to, depending on the sort of evening it might end up being. Mark’s sharp command brought me to an instant stop.
 
   “And where do you think you’re going?”
 
   I swung around, heart beating fast. “To get changed, sir. For our guest. I didn’t think you and your brother would want me like this.”
 
   As I spoke, I opened my arms so he could see what I meant, though no doubt he already knew. Johnny started to say something, but Mark silenced him with one of his looks and stalked right up to me so our noses were almost touching. Odd how I’d never thought about noses being sexy before, but in the twins’ case, they most definitely were. Heck, I was probably burbling, even in my own head. Still, I couldn’t blame myself.
 
   “Our guest?” Mark queried.
 
   Behind me, Johnny made a noise that was half growl and half groan. It sounded like he might possibly be on my side here, and this hope gave me the courage I needed.
 
   I took a small step forward and wrapped my arms around Mark’s neck.
 
   “For as long as you let me stay,” I whispered to him, but just loud enough so Johnny—and Melissa, too, if she chose—could hear. “For as long as that, then everything I am is yours, so I’m part of you and Johnny. So, yes, my boss is our guest just because she’s yours.”
 
   Then I kissed him. For a moment, his body was rigid against mine, but soon he returned my attentions in full, taking control of my lips and tongue, and everything else alongside. When we finished, he nodded.
 
   “Accepted,” he said. “Go and change, but don’t wash. I like you dirty.”
 
   Melissa made a strangled sound and waved one hand toward the drinks cabinet. “Time for my brandy, I think, if one’s on offer?”
 
   It was, as by the time I came back downstairs from changing, Melissa was well into her glass. I poured the coffee, which had miraculously arrived in my absence, and, in only a few moments, all four of us were thoroughly ensconced in the comfy seats. We were sipping at our coffee, itself strong enough to keep the Roman army awake for a month should they have turned up wanting to sample any. I had to admit the sight of us gathered together in this strangely sociable manner was rather surreal, but I imagined I’d have to get used to it. The Delaneys were my live-in Significant Others now or rather I was theirs.
 
   Mark took a gulp of his drink before setting the cup aside. He glanced at us all and exchanged a brief nod with Johnny before speaking.
 
   “Melissa, do you ever sell any paintings by Liam’s father?” he asked.
 
   Of all the questions in all the world, to coin a perfectly good phrase, I hadn’t had any idea Mark would want to ask this one. Not for the first time, it struck me I didn’t have a clue when it came to relationships.
 
   I thought my boss would laugh—I hoped she would—but she didn’t. Which just showed how right I was about me and relationships. Instead, she sat back, still nursing her brandy, and pursed her lips.
 
   “I used to,” she said, with a degree of hesitation I’d not seen in a while. “Liam’s father was a strong seller and hugely talented, too, but he’s not painted anything recently. Why do you ask?”
 
   Good question.
 
   Mark smiled.
 
   “Johnny’s been doing his research,” he said, “about Liam.”
 
   “I see.” Melissa frowned and glanced at me. “Is that entirely fair?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, on the edge of my chair before I realized it. “Is it? What’s going on here? Sirs?”
 
   I looked at both the twins, trying to work out what on earth they were up to, and whether I could head them off at the pass. After all, there were some things, surely, which should be private. Weren’t there? Johnny reddened and looked away, but Mark caught my gaze and held it.
 
   “Ah, Liam,” he said, leaning even closer toward me in a strange mirror gesture of the intimacy we’d so recently shared, although this time it was nothing like that. Nothing at all, as the promise of forgiveness was nowhere to be seen in his face. “Don’t you know in the end we find out everything? Because, as I say, Johnny’s been doing his research and it’s come to my attention you haven’t been entirely truthful with us, have you?”
 
   I swallowed and raised my chin a little as I continued to stare at him. “I didn’t think it mattered. And it doesn’t, not any more.”
 
   A silence and then Mark sighed. “You disappoint me. I didn’t ask whether you thought it mattered. I asked you to confirm if you’d lied to us.”
 
   I opened my mouth to reply, though, as my heart was right then filling it up, I wasn’t sure if I actually had any room for words, but Mark silenced me with a gesture.
 
   “No,” he said. “I don’t want to hear your excuses. Not now, and certainly not during your punishment, which, I can assure you, will most definitely be taking place soon. For now I want you to stay there and be quiet, while my brother, Melissa and I have a pleasant conversation. Do you think you can do that?”
 
   I nodded. So I continued to sit as silently as Banquo’s ghost, while the twins talked to my boss about what she knew about and what I’d never told them.
 
   I used to paint.
 
   There, that was the truth, even though I’d lied about it to the Delaneys once before. I’d admitted it, if only in my own head and nowhere else. I used to paint. Not like my father did and not for long. His pictures were large and sweeping dramas of the outdoors and, no matter how much I’d tried—and believe me I did try—I was nowhere near as good as he was and never would be. Which was why I’d stopped, and I was much happier once I’d made the decision. Much happier.
 
   God alone knew why the twins had decided to resurrect the whole business, and God alone knew why Melissa was playing along with it. She’d seen my stuff so she knew.
 
   When I tuned back in to what they were saying, Mark was gazing expectantly at my boss, whose lips were pursed. Never a good sign. Johnny was merely looking thoughtful.
 
   “Before I answer,” Melissa said, presumably replying to a question I hadn’t heard, “before I say anything, may I ask one important question?”
 
   “Go ahead.”
 
   “Thank you. Now, I know I’m not a connoisseur of the scene, but I’m very much one for protecting my staff and I wanted to make sure there’s a safe word involved in all this, isn’t there? And I don’t mean for me because I’m planning on leaving a long time before it gets any meatier and any ‘punishment’ takes place. But I do want to be certain, for Liam’s sake.”
 
   Johnny snorted with laughter, and Mark knit his brows together for a moment.
 
   “Yes,” he said, leaning back on the chair and glancing slowly ’round, taking us all in. “I’ve read about safe words. Johnny’s not the only Delaney who does his research. But what’s the point? What my brother, Liam and I do in our relationship is our own affair, not anyone else’s. I’m not planning to involve anyone else, not any more. If anybody wants to stop, then either they stop or they just say something. I’ve built a business on keeping things simple, so if it ain’t broke, why fix it?”
 
   Fair enough. I’d been wondering about this myself, and it was good to have the issue answered, once and for all. I couldn’t help smiling, so when Melissa looked at me for confirmation of Mark’s statement of sexual freedom, I was grinning from ear to ear like a chocoholic at Easter.
 
   She smirked. “Point taken. He certainly doesn’t look like a man who wants to say no. Thank you, Mark.”
 
   Before carrying on, Melissa paused and took another sip of her brandy. It struck me how we three men were now hanging on her every word, while she was milking every glorious second of it. I couldn’t blame her. I tended to do the same myself.
 
   “Yes,” she finally said. “Liam used to paint, and I’ve had one or two of his pictures in the gallery in the past, but they weren’t easy to sell.”
 
   “Why not?” This from Johnny.
 
   Melissa hesitated and, from under my fringe, I saw her glance at me.
 
   “Tell us,” Mark said. “We’re all adult enough to hear whatever you’ve got to say.”
 
   “Alright. Liam’s pictures didn’t sell as, although he has a lot of talent, they weren’t as good as his father’s.”
 
   Ouch indeed. I was all for honesty, and my boss had never been known to pull her punches, but I had to admit I drew in a breath. Loud enough for Mark to give me a stern look, but, hey, it wasn’t words, and I’d kept his command.
 
   “So he decided to give it up,” Melissa continued, “and work with art, rather that at it. And that’s what he’s been doing ever since.”
 
   “But what about the row with his father?”
 
   Despite all the threat of Mark’s fury, I opened my mouth to deny the existence of any such row—which had, in effect, been nothing more than a disagreement about my decision, and both my father and I were over it—when Johnny no doubt took pity on how much punishment I might actually be in line for and got in first.
 
   “I don’t think it was a full-scale row,” he said. “Not like the ones you and I have with folks. Nobody died anyway.”
 
   Mark shrugged. “A row is a row. It’s not my fault other people don’t have weapons or the will to use them.”
 
   “True. But all Mrs. O’Connell told me was how Liam’s father hadn’t wanted him to give it up, but Liam was determined this was exactly what he would do. We were only chatting, that’s all.”
 
   This last statement was directed at me, as now I was staring at him, eyes wide and jaw slack. Johnny had chatted with my mother? When had he done that? And, more importantly, what the hell else had they talked about? Visions of my mother getting a literal blow-by-blow account of what the twins and I had been up to lately filled my head, until I was ready to swear I’d be booking the nearest therapist the second I was allowed to talk again. But as I continued to stare at Johnny, he shook his head and grimaced.
 
   “I’m not sure Liam even needs to be able to speak to show us what he’s thinking,” he chuckled. “You’d never make it in our business. But no, we didn’t talk about anything you wouldn’t tell her yourself.”
 
   “Though she has seen rather more of us than would be expected at a first meeting,” Mark pointed out.
 
   Melissa’s eyebrows almost disappeared into her hair at this point. “No, don’t tell me. Please. Yes, I do know Liam and his father argued, but they’re fine now. All families have their moments.”
 
   Mark nodded and looked thoughtful. “Ours are short and tend to be terminal, for some.”
 
   That was certainly true. And nobody knew it better than the Delaneys, but at least my own father was still alive. Without warning, Mark spoke to me.
 
   “We could bring this particular problem to an end, if you wished it and if it still bothers you, Liam. Entirely up to you, of course, but I can recommend…”
 
   The sight of my wide and terrified eyes brought Mark to a stop, thank God, as I didn’t like to think of my father lying in a gutter somewhere in town with his brains blown out. My mother, for one, would never forgive me.
 
   “Ah,” said Mark, “I see my suggestion isn’t popular. You’re right about Liam’s eyes, Johnny. Good job he has other skills with his mouth. In fact, I can think of several things he can do very well with his mouth, which don’t involve words at all.”
 
   Melissa coughed and put down her drink with more force than she maybe meant to, as Johnny jumped and then tried to make it look as if he hadn’t. Which brought another bout of coughing from Melissa. I made a mental note to buy her a packet of throat sweets if it was the last thing I did, just as Johnny entered the fray.
 
   “Perhaps we should ask Melissa what we brought her here for first,” he said, “and then we can continue our evening.”
 
   Mark sighed, then nodded. “Yes, well said, little brother. Business before pleasure. So, Melissa, if Liam did decide to paint again, what would you recommend?”
 
   My boss patted the corner of her lips with the napkin and smiled. “He has talent, but I’d keep away from doing what his father does. Any artist has to find his own style and make it grow. That takes time, and balls, if I may say so.”
 
   Mark leaned forward and clasped his hands together. “Oh, you can say so, and don’t worry. Liam has the time, and we have the balls.”
 
   “Oh good,” she replied with a bright smile, then with one of those great leaps of logic which made her the boss and me the gopher, asked, “So what you’re asking me is if Liam brought something else, something different, to the gallery for consideration, would I think about taking it?”
 
   Johnny laughed, and even Mark looked impressed, though only for a moment or two before his customary dour expression returned.
 
   “Yes,” he said, “that’s what I’m asking. Liam’s family now, and we Delaneys always want what’s best for family. So what do you say, Melissa?”
 
   When she answered, she gazed right at me and paid the twins no heed at all.
 
   “I always have an open mind toward any artist who comes to me,” she said. “And I’ll be honest with my opinion, no matter who it is or whom they know. That’s my duty. But what I would say is this: Liam could do well if he decided to take up his art again and be committed to pursuing his own style. And, staff member or no staff member, I’d be interested in taking a look.”
 
   “Thank you,” said Mark. “That’s all we needed to know.”
 
   With that, the conversation moved on to other issues, but my head was too full of what Mark had said about us being family to take any of it in. It was a surprise when Melissa rose to leave.
 
   “See you on Monday,” she said. “Enjoy your weekend, Liam.”
 
   “That depends,” Mark muttered, his tone turning darker, “on how he takes his punishment for not telling us the entire truth. Because there has to be a reckoning, you understand, though we remain, of course, reasonable men.”
 
   Melissa merely smiled. “As I said, enjoy your weekend.”
 
   Then she was gone. I heard the murmurs at the front door as I continued waiting in the living room, a bark of laughter—Johnny’s—followed by the sound of the door clicking shut and footsteps returning down the hallway.
 
   Time to face the music, though I still had some ideas of my own. When Mark came back, he strode right up to me, but I didn’t give him a chance to speak. Instead, with a swiftness and style I had no idea I even possessed, I fell to my knees, had his zipper down and his cock in my mouth before he could even think of the words: you’d better take what’s coming and like it, Liam.
 
   He groaned and clutched at me as I sucked him to hardness, but I didn’t hear any objections, and he didn’t push me away, so I kept on going.
 
   “Liam?” he said after a few moments of thrusting and sucking.
 
   I didn’t know if the command for silence still applied and assumed discretion was still the better part of valor. In any case, with a mouthful of cock, saying anything sensible would have been impossible. Not that it mattered, as Mark continued to talk as he worked my throat.
 
   “Liam.”
 
   Thrust.
 
   “Just…”
 
   Suck.
 
   “because you…”
 
   Lick.
 
   “give a bloody good…”
 
   Another thrust.
 
   “blowjob…”
 
   Suck and lick. God, I was good.
 
   “it doesn’t mean to say…”
 
   Thrust, and…
 
   “Arrgghhh, yes!”
 
   Salt, warmth and his glorious man-taste on my tongue and down my throat, oh yes.
 
   Mark stepped back, cock dripping where I hadn’t been able to swallow everything. He rocked a little, eyes bright and forehead beaded with sweat, before gathering himself and leaning forward to where I continued to kneel at his feet.
 
   He coughed.
 
   “It doesn’t mean to say you’re in any way off the hook, my friend.”
 
   Ah. That’s what made him a successful gangster and me an art-gallery attendant. As Johnny’s steadying hand came to rest on my shoulder, I prepared myself for a night—I hoped—to remember.
 
   *          *          *
 
   I should have known the Delaneys would never let me down. Upstairs, Mark led the way to his bedroom, and Johnny and I scampered along behind, as was becoming usual. Once inside, Mark switched on the light and then pressed a button on the wall I hadn’t noticed before.
 
   Before I could blink, I heard a low grinding sound and the ceiling above the bed shifted. Subtle lines appeared and a large section began to lower itself toward the floor, leaving a gap above where mysterious glimmers and shadows moved.
 
   Speechless, I stared as the contraption dropped over the bed and slotted itself into place. Iron bars formed into a cage, which to me looked strong enough to contain the most hardened criminal the Delaneys might come across. Either that or there’d been some very serious sex play going on in their past, which the rumor mill hadn’t yet picked up on. I honestly wasn’t sure which was more worrisome.
 
   “You see,” Mark’s voice whispered in my ear, making me shiver, “this is what happens when people we know keep things from us about themselves. Important things…”
 
   “What?” I said, unable to help myself. “You lock them up until they see the error of their ways? Or do you…do you…”
 
   I wasn’t sure I could bring myself to complete the sentence echoing in my head, but Johnny was ahead of me.
 
   “My brother always did have a taste for the dramatic,” he said, “but no, he’s never used this for getting rid of anyone permanently.”
 
   “Or making them do something they wouldn’t like? Something sexual?” someone said in a high-pitched voice. God help us, I think it was me.
 
   Johnny raised his eyebrows, but it was Mark who answered.
 
   “Ah, but Liam,” he said with a low growl, “we only do that with you, and even then only if we know you’re going to end up liking it.”
 
   “Yes, sir, of course, sir.”
 
   “No,” he went on, as if he were talking only to himself. “I use my cage as a means of persuasion, that’s all. But perhaps it’s due for another kind of purpose altogether. After all, now we have you in our home, Liam, why go outside for entertainment?”
 
   Why indeed?
 
   “Because it’s time,” Mark said, “for something a little bit different. A punishment you’ll not forget in a hurry. Take off your clothes. Slowly.”
 
   A quick glance at Johnny and then my gaze snapped back to Mark. Funny how I needed to know Johnny was there, but it was Mark whose commands it felt so natural to follow.
 
   I took off my shirt first and let it fall to the floor. Before turning my attention to my socks, I brushed my fingers over my nipple and gave it a quick tweak, causing Johnny to gasp and Mark to give a low growl. Always good to know I had their attention. Apart from this, the brothers kept their silence as I continued to get naked.
 
   When I was finished, I gave Mark a slight smile. “What would you like to do to me, sir?”
 
   He was on me before I could even draw breath, pushing me back against the cold metal bars of that cage and trapping me there with his body. I couldn’t help myself. I knew this was supposed to be punishment for daring to keep something from them, but I pushed back against him and opened my lips for a kiss.
 
   It didn’t come.
 
   “Oh no, Liam,” Mark whispered. “There’s a while to go before we get there.”
 
   I held his gaze. “Of course, sir. But there’s no reason we can’t enjoy the journey, is there?”
 
   Then I leant forward while he still held me against the bars and kissed him. Good and thoroughly, and because I was the soul of justice and decency I reached out and grabbed Johnny at the same time so I could draw him into the embrace as well. The warmth of the twins’ bodies against mine, contrasting with the icy chill of the cage on my back catapulted my cock into the nearest it came to overdrive without exploding. Hell, if I’d known I had this kind of reaction to a disparity in temperature I would have installed a Swedish bath in my flat years ago. My old flat.
 
   Right now, however, my attention was elsewhere. Mark’s tongue was busy marking his territory down my throat, while Johnny’s fingers were treating my cock to a more than thorough inspection.
 
   While Mark focused on my neck, I took the opportunity to stretch my arms upward and grasp at the bars behind me. At the same time, I thrust my cock into Johnny’s grip, relying on the fact Mark hadn’t asked me to be still.
 
   “Whatever you do, don’t let him come,” Mark ordered. “I’ve got other things in mind.”
 
   At this, Johnny nodded, but didn’t make any noticeable changes to his own plans, so I realized it was up to me to keep the kettle off the boil. The next second my mind was taken off my more than simmering libido as Mark stepped back, pulled my fingers from the bars, swung me round and pressed me up against the cage again. Luckily, my cock managed to find a gap without being pushed against cold steel. Which might or might not have been a good thing.
 
   “That’s better,” Mark whispered in my ear, as Johnny adjusted his position, reached down and took hold of my balls. “I want to see your arse because it has a very important lesson to learn. And it’s going to learn it now.”
 
   “Wait,” Johnny interrupted. “Shouldn’t you let Liam know what you’re going to do? You’re not the only one who’s been reading up on this.”
 
   “What do you mean?” Mark said with a snarl, his hot breath close to my neck. “I know exactly what I’m doing.”
 
   “Yes, but Liam doesn’t. We know you’re the one in charge, Mark, but it doesn’t mean you have to keep us in the dark all the time.”
 
   Mark swore and his hold on me tightened. “That’s nonsense. I’m a modern man. I always let everyone know exactly what they need to.”
 
   “In business, yes,” said Johnny. “But this isn’t business, is it?”
 
   When Mark didn’t answer immediately, I held my breath. I supposed it could go either way. Johnny and I would either end up in the cage for an interminable amount of time or Mark would consider letting us in on his game. Which, bearing in mind the fact his games had always turned out more than satisfactory, was the way I hoped he’d go. As he still wasn’t speaking, maybe I should help him with his decision. Because when it came to it, he would need all the facts to decide.
 
   “Sir?” I began and then coughed in order to lower my voice to a normal register. “Sir, I think what Mr. Delaney the Younger is saying to you is we’re your business, and you’re ours. If we motored together just now rather than driving blind, that might be nice. Sir.”
 
   As Johnny gave my leg a gentle squeeze, Mark grunted again, though this time there was less threat in it.
 
   “You,” he said, “have a remarkable way of saying things. I like that in a man. This is what I’m planning. Bearing in mind your need for punishment, I believe a good spanking is in order, and I’m just the man to give it. To make it more interesting, though, after each set of spanks, I want you to tell me how it makes you feel. If I like what you’re telling me, then Johnny is going to suck your cock, though you can’t come. If I don’t like it, then he won’t. It’s as simple as that. Understand?”
 
   “Y-yes, sir,” I managed to say. My heart was pounding, though I didn’t know if I was scared or terrified. Maybe both.
 
   “Good. Oh, and another thing.”
 
   “Yes, sir?”
 
   Mark leaned into me from behind, so the whole of his body rested against my back and buttocks. He made me shiver.
 
   “You’ll learn not to lie to us again,” he whispered. “There’s no leeway there.”
 
   All I could do was nod.
 
   Silence followed my agreement, and Mark moved away from me. I felt his absence in my skin. When I gasped, Johnny’s hand on my leg held me steady. From behind me, I heard drawers opening and a satisfied grunt from Mark. For a moment or two, Johnny gave me a startling grin, and I couldn’t help but grin back. I’d never been spanked before, but, hell, it sounded good. As Mark’s footsteps padded back toward us, we both resumed our serious expressions. Probably best under the circumstances.
 
   Mark didn’t waste any time.
 
   “Are you ready?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said.
 
   At once, something hard and stinging hit my naked arse, and I found myself wedged against the cage’s metal bars, groaning in surprise. Several more spanks followed, five in total, and then he stopped. Whatever Mark had used, it certainly wasn’t his hand. I was shaking and still groaning, but my cock was rock hard. I was desperate for Johnny to touch it.
 
   “Did you expect that?” Mark’s voice broke through my trembling, demanded a response.
 
   “N-no, sir.”
 
   “Good. Tell me what you’re feeling, Liam. And best make it the truth, with nothing left out.”
 
   He didn’t need to remind me. I tried to gather myself for an answer, searched for something that might make sense, but couldn’t find it. Oh well, Mark was still waiting, and I couldn’t afford to keep him waiting only for the sake of full sentences. He’d just have to take what I had to give.
 
   “Shocked,” I said, my right cheek pressed against cold metal. “Shocked. And dizzy, too. I thought you’d spank me with your hand. I didn’t think it would be so painful.”
 
   “But do you like it?” he said.
 
   The fact he’d asked me made me blink, and I swallowed down tears. At the same time, I was aware of Johnny’s soothing fingers on my leg.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I whispered. “I do.”
 
   “Good,” Mark replied, his voice strong enough to hold on to. “Well done, Liam. I believe a small reward is in order.”
 
   As he spoke, Mark turned me to one side so my cock was pointing straight at Johnny, who knelt on the floor and, without further ado, wrapped his mouth right around me. I almost came there and then, and had to think about the five worst customers the gallery had ever known in order to keep back the floodtides. Even then, it only just kept me under. Damn the Delaneys for going right for the burn without any kind of warm-up. Hadn’t they ever read the How to Play Fair manual? Not that I was complaining. Not really.
 
   Mark allowed me to enjoy a few minutes of Johnny’s expert mouth before giving his brother the nod. Time for my second spanking session, and I braced myself against the bars, making sure my cock once again had room to maneuver.
 
   I was expecting five, but instead I got ten. Hard and fast, so I barely had time to realize I’d been spanked once when the next blow had already descended. I yelled out and kept on yelling until Mark stopped. I found I was gulping down sobs, tears wetting my cheeks, my whole body unable to stop trembling. At the same time, pre-cum leaked from my cock and it was so stiff it was almost painful.
 
   A hand on my shoulder and then the heat of Mark’s breath against my ear. “Take it. Take it for me, for us.”
 
   “Y-yes, sirs,” I managed to gulp out. “I’ll try.”
 
   “Good. Well done. But why? Why do you want to take your punishment like this? You’re a grown man. You don’t have to allow me, or anyone, to spank you. You can say the word anytime and simply walk away. So, tell us, why do you let it happen like this?”
 
   God, no pressure then. If this was what the twins wanted to know, then I’d have to dig pretty damn deep to tell them. Maybe deeper than I really wanted to go and I didn’t know what I felt about it. Weird how up to now being with the twins had been the most amount of fun I’d ever experienced, even when they were testing me. Now, however, it felt different, more serious. I started to pant, sobs caught in my throat, but somehow heavier. The squeeze of Johnny’s fingers on my leg made me feel safe.
 
   “Stay calm, Liam. Mark and I, we’ve got you. You’re okay with us.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “Thank you.”
 
   “So tell us,” Johnny said, “because you want to.”
 
   I bowed my head. He was right, and I supposed if I were going to trust anyone, it would be them.
 
   “I really like it,” I said, pressing my face closer into the bars and shutting my eyes to avoid their gaze. I know Mark hadn’t given me permission, but I hoped he’d let it go. “I like it when all your attention is on me, whether you’re terrifying me, hurting me or loving me. It makes me feel important and special. I don’t want anyone else to do those things to me. Just you two. Sirs.”
 
   “Alright,” Mark said, after a pause during which I opened my eyes and blinked away a fresh onslaught of tears. “So you need us. How much?”
 
   “Totally, sir.”
 
   “More than we need you?”
 
   I swallowed.
 
   “Yes, sir. I need you both far more than you’ll ever need me. Jesus, I’m going to come.”
 
   Frantically, I twisted round, shoving my cock against the bars, half intentionally, half not. Damn, but it hurt more than I’d thought it would. And it was self-inflicted as well, rather than twin-inflicted, which was a whole other ball game, as it were. At the same time, Johnny seized my base, thank God, and helped push the orgasm back. Teamwork, as they say, was all. The last thing I wanted was for Mark to stop the spanking.
 
   “Sorry, sir,” I murmured when my threat of potential fall-out had eased. What was it about admitting need that made me so damn horny? Thank God I’d never dated a psychiatrist.
 
   “No problem. You didn’t come, and I liked your answer. I think my brother’s prepared to give you some more downtime now.”
 
   He certainly was. Johnny’s tongue could have won Olympic gold if there’d been a competition for Best British Blowjob, but it was probably a wise move not to deepthroat me this time. I certainly wouldn’t have been responsible for my reactions. Instead, he licked and kissed and nuzzled me until I was almost flying, stretched out somewhere between the stinging pain of my buttocks and the high excitement of my cock. Somewhere, someone groaned in delight, and I thought it was probably me.
 
   When he finished, I was dripping almost as fast as Johnny could lick me clean, but ready for whatever Mark could lay upon me. God, I hoped I didn’t have long to wait.
 
   “Last session, Liam,” he whispered, his breath achingly hot against my neck. “You’re so nearly there. Hold on.”
 
   Before I could think to prepare myself, the spanking began again. If it were possible, I’d have said the strokes were even harsher, with Mark surely putting his whole strength behind his punishment. I found myself yelling and crying and gasping, as each stinging blow made my cock just a little bit harder and just a little bit harder again.
 
   “No!” I roared. “I won’t come, I won’t! You can’t make me.”
 
   But the best-laid plans of mice and men, especially naked men clinging to a metal cage whilst being alternately spanked and sucked off, were doomed to failure tonight. Mark’s last blow landed full square on my arse. The next second I heard the sound of something dropping onto the carpet, then a slicked finger was plunged right inside my hole, making me shout as it breached my muscle. I lost any semblance of control and shot my load over and over again, spunk pumping out over the duvet.
 
   At the same time, Johnny manhandled me sideways and took my still spouting cock deep in his mouth, sucking me down and swallowing the rest of my load until I couldn’t tell where he ended and I began. It was true of Mark, too, his fingers—two of them now—plunging inside my arsehole, taking me over the edge and fully into the deep, even as the pain began to kick back. I mumbled something about being sorry I’d not done what he’d asked me to, but didn’t know if my shattered words made sense or not. It didn’t matter.
 
   “Oh, but I can change my mind about whether you come or not anytime I like,” Mark whispered. “And I can make you come any time I like, too, whether you want to or not.”
 
   “Yes, sir. Yes you can, absolutely. Master. You can do anything.”
 
   With that, he removed his finger and kissed me to ease the sense of loss. When Johnny had finished suckling at my wilting cock, he wiped his mouth, leaned over and pushed at something at the bottom of the bed. Silently, the metal cage lifted, folding itself up and disappearing into its home in the ceiling as if it had never been there at all. If it was even half as wiped out and blissed out as I was, it would be doing pretty well for itself, all in all.
 
   Heck, I hoped I hadn’t seen the last of it.
 
   After the bed was clear of anything potentially damaging, Johnny pushed me gently facedown across the covers. He and Mark joined me, one twin at my left side and the other at my right.
 
   I wondered briefly if, in the light of our latest encounter, they might have forgotten all about the fact I used to paint and—far worse—had lied to them about it. I thought wrong.
 
   Because as the three of us lay spread-eagled across the bed, Mark turned to me and took my face in his hands as Johnny snuggled closer into my other side. “You’ve handled your punishment so well, you’ll have no problems when we have dinner at your parents’ house tomorrow. And if the conversation happens to turn to ideas about art in general, and your art in particular, as my brother tells me it will, then you’ll have no issue with taking to heart what people have to say about it. And you won’t ever lie to us again, will you?”
 
   I gulped. Johnny whispered something soft against my ear, but I couldn’t quite make out the words. When I closed my eyes, Mark shook me, softly but with an intent I couldn’t ignore.
 
   “Look at me, Liam. I didn’t tell you not to. And answer my question.”
 
   “Best do it, love,” Johnny’s whisper and, more than anything, his unexpected endearment gave me the push I needed.
 
   I opened my eyes. Mark was gazing at me as if he wanted to drink me in, as if he was waiting for something only I could give him, but was unsure if he could trust me enough to do it.
 
   “I won’t ever lie to you again,” I said. “I promise you…both of you. But I’m scared. I can’t change that.”
 
   For a moment or two, Mark was silent and then he smiled.
 
   “I know,” he said. “Johnny and I didn’t get to be as successful as this without knowing when people are scared. But now you’re one of us, so there aren’t any secrets and there aren’t any lies. That’s how we survive.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Not only that,” he continued, “but we like our people to achieve their best potential and we’ll do anything we can to help them. In business, as in life, loyalty is all.”
 
   “Yes, sir, but what if they aren’t able to fulfill their potential? What then?”
 
   Mark frowned, and I wondered if maybe I should have left the question unasked, especially as visions of the bodies of those failed potential achievers were even now floating lifeless down the river in my head or lying trussed up in some abandoned garage somewhere, awaiting discovery by a passing dog-walker.
 
   I should stop watching all those TV crime dramas, but once a thriller junkie, always a thriller junkie, I supposed.
 
   “Listen to me, won’t you?” Mark said with a sigh and gripping my face even more firmly. “If that happens, then you’ll have tried. But not trying isn’t an option.”
 
   “Okay,” I managed to say, with some difficulty, as Mark’s hold on me forced my mouth into a shape it wasn’t used to in normal conversation. “Okay, so all you’re asking me to do is go back and look at something I wasn’t very good at compared to my father, chat about it to my parents and never lie to you about things which make me shit-scared again, sir.”
 
   Johnny chuckled. “I think that’s about the size of it.”
 
   “Good-oh,” I replied, my lips returning to their usual shape as Mark released me, presumably having got whatever he’d been waiting for. “In that case, I can’t wait. Roll on tomorrow.”
 
   “That’s our boy,” Mark said. “We knew you wouldn’t let us down.”
 
   I could only admire his confidence in me. Whether my parents would say the same was, of course, an entirely different affair. One thing about the Delaneys was certain: being at home with them was never going to be dull.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Six
 
    
 
   It’s a truth universally acknowledged that taking the Delaney twins to meet my parents for dinner was never going to be a relaxing evening. One day after my little showdown with the delectable but dangerous duo about my failure as an artist and here I was, sitting in the back of their chauffeured car, staring at my parents’ house.
 
   “Look,” Johnny said, his hand on my knee. “We never said this was going to be easy, but there’s no need to hide in the car. It’s a meal with your parents, not a bust-up with the neighborhood gang.”
 
   I did my best to smile at him, but I couldn’t help wondering whether the neighborhood gang might, in the end, be the better option. In a fight to the finish, my bets would be placed on my parents, every time. Unless it was against the Delaneys themselves, in which case, I knew who would win, easily. I just hoped it wouldn’t come to that.
 
   Mark, however, had no time for delicate negotiations, and possibly no idea what they might be. He wasn’t a man for diplomacy and had sprung out of the car the moment it glided to a halt in the driveway, flexing his muscles and looking prepared for anything.
 
   “Come on, Liam,” he growled, leaning into the doorway and fixing me with the kind of look that usually preceded me getting naked quickly. “Stop dithering and get out of the car. We don’t have all night.”
 
   I scrambled out before he’d finished his sentence. Frankly, he’d had me at “Liam” so no change there then. “Yes, sir. Sorry, I was just preparing myself.”
 
   In the soft beam of the courtesy light, Mark frowned and cocked his head at me. “No need. I like you as you are, and so does my brother. If they don’t like that, then your parents will have us to answer to, won’t they?”
 
   I blinked at him just as Johnny’s shadow loomed to one side of us.
 
   “Don’t forget,” Johnny murmured in his brother’s ear, “this is a social call, not a business meeting. No need for any confrontation. Not with Liam’s family.”
 
   Mark sighed. “Yes, I know. I was only going to talk. I’m not armed, you know. Not tonight.”
 
   Well, thank goodness for that. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what my mother might say if she thought anyone had brought weapons into her house, though I could see my father being amused about the whole thing. In the meantime, Johnny grimaced.
 
   “That’s a relief,” he said, but I didn’t think Mark heard him. By now the elder twin was halfway down the driveway and glancing around, as if he were casing the joint.
 
   I hoped he wasn’t. The Delaneys had, I suspected, a great deal to learn about mothers. The front door swung open and the subject of my thoughts herself appeared on the threshold.
 
   “At last!” my mother cried, flinging out her arms as if she was expecting the whole of the Roman army. “Welcome to our home.”
 
   The next moment, a cloud of Clarin’s L’Amour surrounded me as I was trapped in my mother’s hug. “Darling, so lovely to see less of you than at our last meeting. I know you were naked when you were born, but, really, clothes are to be recommended if entirely possible.”
 
   The memory of my mother’s sudden arrival just after I’d succumbed to the Delaneys’ delicious demands and showed them exactly how accommodating I could be brought a flush of shame to my cheeks. In every sense as, at the same moment, Mark laid a proprietary hand across my arse and leaned over my shoulder.
 
   “Ah, but, Mrs. O’Connell,” he said, “Liam was dressed perfectly for the act he was engaged in at the time. I wouldn’t have changed a thing.”
 
   Johnny snorted with laughter, but managed to turn it into a cough. A wise move as Mark was deadly serious. So, however, was my mother. She released me, took a slow step back and looked up at Mark.
 
   “I think you’ll find,” she said, “that my son is always appropriately dressed for any activity he’s involved in. His father and I expect no less. However, a mother never expects to interrupt her child in the middle of coitus, especially with more than one partner. I hope, Mr. Delaney, that you and your brother intend to treat my son with the respect he deserves?”
 
   I held my breath, unsure how Mark would take my mother’s challenge to his romantic behavior. Though, when it came to Mark, probably “romantic” wasn’t the word.
 
   Before Johnny could step between the two apparent antagonists or I could dream up a bumbling phrase or two to ease the tension, Mark threw back his head and laughed.
 
   “Johnny told me dinner with Liam’s parents would be interesting and it looks like he’s going to be proved right. Shall we go in?”
 
   Without waiting for an answer, Mark released his hold on my arse cheeks and sent a bright if slightly sinister smile in the direction of my mother before disappearing inside. Johnny shook my mother’s hand before following in Mark’s wake.
 
   As I searched around for something suitable—anything really—to say in the light of the twins’ arrival, my mother nodded as if she’d been proved right about something very serious.
 
   “Good,” she said. “I do like men who know their own minds. Which is far more than that weak-willed cousin of theirs you used to go out with did, Liam. I do believe your choice of men is improving after all these years. Whatever next?”
 
   With that, she gave me an enormous wink and tip-tapped her way, in her customary four-inch heels, after the Delaneys. It was going to be one hell of an evening.
 
   My parents lived in an old farmhouse belonging to my mother’s family. The surrounding fields had gradually been sold off over the years so now theirs was the only home more than half a century old in the road. It made it stand out and often proved a good navigational landmark for the odd lost tourist. On the other hand, at the height of my father’s artistic fame, it had been easy to locate and there’d even been a period of a couple of years when I was a teenager that we’d been on the route for a few of the art history tour buses.
 
   Once, when I was fifteen, I’d been having a quick kiss and a fumble in the front garden with the local post boy, and the nine-thirty A.M. open-topped bus had drifted slowly by. The group of art-loving Americans on the top had whooped and cheered at the sight of my first steps into the adult world, and I’d turned redder than the letterbox at the end of the road. It had been one hell of a way to come out to my parents, but a month later my father’s American market had taken off in a big way and everyone had been happy.
 
   So, I liked to think I’d done my bit for the family coffers, even if my own artistic career had never got out of the stalls. Every little counts, as they say.
 
   Of course, whether that argument would ever satisfy the Delaneys remained to be seen.
 
   Inside the hallway, Johnny was shaking the hand of a tall, grey-haired man, whose beard was flecked with paint and whose smile went up more on one side of his face than the other. I didn’t look much like my father, though our noses were similar and, in certain lights, there was something around the shape of our chins smacking of genetic connection.
 
   “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” my father was saying, his voice, as ever, cutting through any background noise and making everyone concentrate on his words a little more. “We’ve heard so much about you, but none of it from Liam.”
 
   Mark snorted. “We don’t allow him a lot of time for talking.”
 
   “So I’ve seen,” my mother said, as she swept past us and headed toward the living room.
 
   “Really? He’s never had difficulty with expressing himself before,” my father grumbled, thankfully not quite getting the point of my mother’s comment. “Good to see you, son.”
 
   At this point, as was our custom, my father and I went through that very peculiar British ritual of trying to work out whether we should shake hands in an emotional way or hug in a manly way. We’d never really resolved the problem and, of course, neither of us could ever talk about it. Today we ended up in a half-hug, which mainly consisted of gripping each other by the shoulder and making low-pitched greeting sounds.
 
   Sometimes I envied the French, who had this kind of problem sorted out long before they ever reached the age of potty training.
 
   “Anyone for gin?” my mother sang out from the other room. “I’ve heard it cools the libido, in case any of you fine young men is planning to do something terribly sexual behind the arras.”
 
   “Oh Lord,” my father said. “The joys of being married to a liberated woman. There’s a lot to be said for the patriarchal society, should it ever be rediscovered anywhere.”
 
   He let me go and strode off in the direction of my mother’s voice. “Coming, Caitlin! You’ve not made a decent drink since 1967, and I doubt you’re about to start now.”
 
   Left alone with the Delaneys, I gave them both my brightest smile.
 
   “Welcome to my family home,” I said. “As you can see, sirs, I’m the sane one.”
 
   Johnny chuckled. “And I thought our background was pretty unique. Mind you, knowing you and having met your mother already, we should have been warned.”
 
   “Nonsense,” Mark interrupted with a growl. “There’s nothing wrong with the Delaney family. We’re all perfectly normal. It’s everyone else who’s wrong. Though I agree with your mother in one respect.”
 
   “Yes, sir?”
 
   “Doing something terribly sexual behind the arras—whatever that may be—is a plan I can only approve.”
 
   *          *          *
 
   The five of us sat in the living room, having our drinks of choice. Only my mother chose the gin option, which she sipped from a tall, crystal wine goblet. She’d never been one to pay much attention to what goes with what. My father had his usual whisky and soda, whilst Johnny and Mark drank red wine. I toyed with a beer from the fridge and wondered if I might be able to taste the wine in the twins’ mouths later.
 
   This train of thought took my mind off the twins’ ostensible purpose in coming here. Because it wasn’t actually just to meet my parents, was it? Oh no, that would be far too simple for the Delaneys. What we were actually here for was to discuss my failed art career, which had been so brief in the first place that you wouldn’t even have had to blink to miss it. And, when they’d done that, they intended to start a conversation about whether it was possible to resurrect something that had never even existed.
 
   How I loved introducing my boyfriends to the family. It was a riot.
 
   Eventually, my mother came to the end of her conversational starter. This, bizarrely, seemed to consist of an overview of the town’s road-building plans, together with her opinions on the local criminal network and how useful the Delaneys were. When she paused, Mark drained his glass and placed it firmly on the coffee table.
 
   “Thank you,” he said with a satisfied nod. “We like to provide a beneficial service for the area. It’s a family tradition.”
 
   “Just as art and the appreciation of art is for us,” my mother pitched in and gave me a piercing stare that made me wonder just how much she’d gleaned from Johnny in their secret conversations.
 
   My father harrumphed. This was basically the reaction I’d wanted to give, but I’d hoped to get in first.
 
   “More wine?” I asked, leaping up and waving the half-empty bottle in the direction of the twins. “That’s a family tradition, too.”
 
   Johnny laughed, but Mark frowned, and I decided maybe changing the subject to something safer was a tradition best not explored.
 
   “Sit down,” Mark said, the shadow of a snarl in his voice. “I was talking with your mother.”
 
   I sat, clutching the wine bottle like a comfort blanket. Both parents stared at me, but, as usual, it was my mother who recovered first.
 
   “Goodness me,” she said. “I think it must be the first time my son has obeyed a command since he was five years old and even then I’m sure it was a mistake. I must say, Mark, I’m impressed.”
 
   Then they were off, my mother and Mark, both of them leaning forward and having a rather too in-depth conversation about my childhood peculiarities and how my mother always knew I’d be trouble. Or rather, my mother spilled the beans, and Mark nodded and interrupted for clarification at key moments. I wondered if he was storing up these essential facts for later humiliations and then had to cross my legs and think of the gallery accounts once more when my cock began to harden.
 
   It would be beyond humiliating if I sported a hard-on in the presence of my parents. I’d never be able to come home again. Hhmm. So, good to know there was always a bright side then.
 
   A hand on my arm made me jump, and I blinked at Johnny as he hunkered down in front of me. I hadn’t even seen him get up. The sight of him wasn’t conducive to sexual calm, but I did my best as Melissa’s accounts spreadsheets filled up my head. Hidden from my father’s steady gaze, Johnny brushed his hand over my still eager cockhead, and I swallowed down a groan.
 
   “I’d really like more of that wine you’re keeping so close,” Johnny said, with a sparkle in his eyes that meant a hundred other things besides. “It’s a grand taste, don’t you think?”
 
   “Y-yes of course,” I stuttered. “Here you are.”
 
   I offered him the bottle, and he gave me a slow wink before standing and refilling his glass. My eyes were now on a level with his crotch and I couldn’t help but appreciate the view, grateful my father couldn’t see what I was up to. Johnny turned ’round slowly and raised his glass to my father.
 
   “I’ve heard a lot about your art,” he said. “I’d love to see some of it, if it’s possible, and I’m sure my brother will say the same.”
 
   My mother stopped talking at once and swung toward Johnny. Mark frowned, presumably thwarted at his storing-up of tidbits about yours truly. My father, now I could see him as Johnny moved to one side, raised his eyebrows and drained his drink dry.
 
   When he’d been painting seriously, my father rarely showed his work to anyone outside the immediate family until it was ready to be launched onto the relatively eager world. Both my mother and I had learned to accept, with humble gratitude—not a characteristic which came readily to either one of us—any indications he might want us to see something and we would certainly never comment on it, either negatively or positively.
 
   In the meantime, Johnny smiled, and glanced at Mark as if giving the final decision to him. Which, if my experience of the Delaney twins was valid, he probably was.
 
   Mark grunted. “I’ve heard how you don’t show any painting in progress to anyone else beyond your family, Mr. O’Connell,” he said, revealing a knowledge of my father’s working methods I hadn’t credited him with. “And Melissa confirms it. But Liam’s a part of our family now, and so naturally we’re a part of yours. Perhaps we can have a viewing before dinner?”
 
   Mark couched his command beneath reasonable phrases, but I had no doubt about the answer he was expecting. Of course, he didn’t have any idea of the extent of my father’s obstinacy.
 
   “Mr. Delaney,” my father said, eyeing both twins as he spoke, “in fact, both Mr. Delaneys, I’m more than honored you rate your relationship with my son so very highly, and rightly so, though I accept I might be prejudiced. However, I didn’t show my art to my wife until we’d been together for a year, and Liam didn’t even know I was an artist until he was six years old, so what makes you think I might be tempted on our first meeting to show you what—apart from my family—makes me tick?”
 
   If the intense silence that fell upon us now had been a wire, my parents and I would be lying garroted across the living room rugs. Which would have been a shame, as my mother was very proud of them. Mark’s face was utterly still and utterly unreadable, whereas Johnny looked like he could leap into defensive action to uphold his brother’s honor at any moment.
 
   I swallowed. Damn it, why did parents always cause so much trouble? All those years in my childhood trying to train them and it had been no good. Right now, it looked like it was up to me to break the impasse with some trivial and unnecessary comments. Still, always play to your strengths, they say. I coughed into the silence. As if I’d shouted or jumped up and down whilst yodeling, everyone swung around to gaze at me, which in itself was rather disconcerting.
 
   “Seeing as I’m part of the O’Connell family and accepted into the Delaneys as well, why don’t you allow me to show you my father’s studio, but after dinner so he has a chance to tidy it up first?”
 
   This actually meant it would give my father time to tidy away the work he would definitely not want anyone else to see at the moment. Before I could congratulate myself on my considerable cunning and social manipulation skills, Mark toppled my assumptions, as ever.
 
   “We haven’t built up a lifetime business of crime management without knowing when we’re being railroaded,” he said, giving me such a hard stare it took all my reserves of etiquette not to fall at his feet there and then and beg for punishment. That, and the fact my parents were present.
 
   “True,” Johnny chipped in, much to my relief. “But don’t forget this is a social visit to get to know Liam’s parents, not a raid on the local lowlife.”
 
   After another tense moment, Mark nodded. “A good reminder, thank you. In that case, I think we should do as Liam suggests. I assume everyone is in agreement?”
 
   He gazed around the room: a lion assuring his pride was all in order after a slight ruckus. We’d all reckoned without my father, however, who leaned forward in his chair so he was almost nose-to-nose with Mark.
 
   “It seems to me, Mr. Delaney,” my father said, “that Liam has learnt some kind of diplomacy in your company. A fact I’m grateful for. So for that reason, I agree to your request and my son’s compromise. At the same time, I would like to remind you my wife and I are still in charge here. It is, after all, our house.”
 
   At this point, I began to wonder how quickly I could whip my mobile out of my pocket and ring the police in the case of blood—any blood—being spilled.
 
   Once again, however, Mark proved himself full of surprises. He half-closed his eyes and gave a slow smile, which was almost, but not quite, non-threatening.
 
   “Of course,” he murmured. “An Irishman’s home is his castle. That seems more than reasonable, just as long as you don’t forget that outside it, I’m in charge.”
 
   *          *          *
 
   I was never likely to forget Mark was in charge, that was certain. Equally certain was the fact my father had received the message loud and clear as well, though not at all in the way I understood it. At the dining room table, Mark sat down first and gestured for me to sit next to him with Johnny opposite. My parents took either end as they always did with the right number of guests.
 
   In all honesty, I was astonished Mark hadn’t gone for the head of table position and made Johnny sit at the other end. With my mother, father and me placed in the middle, it would have been a Delaney sandwich of the sort I didn’t want to contemplate. My father’s dining chair was more than sacrosanct, but then again that was artists for you. A peculiar breed.
 
   Maybe Johnny had secretly given his brother a gentle reminder of visiting etiquette before we’d set off tonight. This must have been the first social call they’d paid for a long time that didn’t include threats, crime, injury or death. I hoped.
 
   “Liam!”
 
   The sound of my mother’s voice made me jump almost as much as a Delaney command, but not quite. I wasn’t nine years old any more—at least not outside my head, although whenever I visited my parents, that nine-year-old boy wasn’t too far away.
 
   “Yes?” I looked up, making sure I was wearing my most innocent expression.
 
   My mother sighed and raised her eyes to the ceiling, though she couldn’t quite hide the curve of her smile. “Sorry, I’ve not believed that look for years, and it never worked with your father either. Were you listening at all or too much in your own head to pay any attention to your poor old mother?”
 
   She’d never been a “poor old mother” in any sense of the phrase, and I was just about to launch into a round of banter when I glanced over at Johnny and saw he was glaring at me and leaning across the table. And if that was the case with him, I didn’t even dare imagine what Mark was thinking. Hell, I certainly didn’t dare look.
 
   “Liam,” Johnny hissed out as if we were the only two people in the room and he had no idea we were being overheard, “she’s your mother.”
 
   I blinked. “Yes, sir, I know.”
 
   “In that case,” he continued, “you should pay her the respect she’s owed and listen to her. Mark and I would be nothing without our mother.”
 
   Some of their reputation also relied on what they’d done to their father, but even I realized now wasn’t the time to mention it. “Yes, sir; sorry, sir.”
 
   My father made a small choking noise. It sounded like he was trying to swallow down an attack of laughter, but I ignored him. Knowing that the first lesson I’d ever learnt from the Delaneys was how to apologize in style, I turned to my mother and showed the twins exactly what I could do.
 
   “I’m so sorry for not listening to you,” I said, taking her hand and grasping it as though only she were standing between me and the great abyss. Which maybe she was, when I came to think of it. “I’ll make absolutely sure it doesn’t happen again, and I hope you’ll be kind enough to repeat whatever it was you said.”
 
   I wasn’t entirely surprised when my mother began to laugh. “I always thought the gift of the blarney had missed you out,” she said, “but I see the Delaneys have skills even I haven’t appreciated before.”
 
   Yes, indeed they did, and I hoped with everything crossed that could possibly be crossed she’d never see any more of it for herself.
 
   “Anyway,” she continued, “I’d appreciate your help in the kitchen, if you wouldn’t mind. Which was what I was trying to tell you before. Come on.”
 
   With that, she released her hand from my clutches and sashayed her way toward the door. Having received the nod from Mark, I scrambled in her wake. When we got there, the kitchen was a sauna of steam and delicious scents.
 
   “Oh good, lamb stew,” I said. “My favorite. And Mark’s too, I think.”
 
   She gave me a sly look. “I thought you might need to keep your strength up. I can’t imagine the Delaneys aren’t energetic, to say the least. From what I’ve seen.”
 
   I’m sure mothers of every age and type always possess the power to stun their offspring into silence, and my mother was no exception. I could feel my blush rising as I tried, foolishly, to offer some sort of explanation for the scene involving the twins in my bedroom she’d only recently stumbled across.
 
   She raised her hand and, accustomed to instant obedience with the Delaneys, I fell silent. At this she gave me another amused stare.
 
   “The change suits you,” she said. “You were always a child who argued too much when told what to do. The Delaneys are sure to go up in my estimation as a result. Really, you should be over all this nonsense about being embarrassed by sex. Haven’t your father and I brought you up to be open about these things?”
 
   Yes, that was true. Both of my parents always tended to err on the side of risk and had never let very much be secret in our family life. It must be because they were artistic, or at least that’s what a friend of mine had offered as an explanation during a particularly humiliating moment in my later teenage years. I’d seen no reason not to accept the truth of it, though I’d never got over the shame of having my mother announce to said friend that he’d do better not to ring on a Sunday morning, as she and my father always enjoyed having sex then.
 
   Ah, the memory made me cringe even now. It probably explained why I grew up being such a strait-laced lad.
 
   Meanwhile, my mother chuckled, presumably at the look on my face, and began setting plates out across the work surface. “I’ll serve it out in here. There’s a vegetarian option, but it’s not to be recommended, so I’m hoping the Delaneys are both meat-eaters?”
 
   I nodded. Indeed they were, in more ways than one. My mother looked at me and laughed again, so my face, as well as the rising color of my skin, must have highlighted the thoughts in my head.
 
   “Oh, to be young again,” she said. “Though your father and I don’t do too badly, considering, even in spite of our advancing years.”
 
   “Too much information, Mother,” I said, pressing my hands over my ears to avoid another earth-shattering revelation.
 
   She pretended to cuff me and then we got down to business—draining vegetables, adding last minute salt to the stew and making sure the bread was warm on the inside, too. Never let it be said I wasn’t domesticated if given direct instructions or relying on habit. There, the Delaneys definitely had something to thank my mother for.
 
   We’d just grabbed a plate for the bread when my mother lobbed another conversational bomb into the mix, and not quite from the direction I was expecting either.
 
   “Were you happy about the way you left your art behind?” she asked quietly, all the time gazing at the bread and not at me. “I don’t wish to interfere, no matter what you think, but Johnny raised it when we spoke a few days ago, and I’ve been thinking about it ever since.”
 
   I licked my lips and swallowed. I risked a glance in her direction, but she was still studiously not looking at me, so I took my time putting the bread plate down before attempting an answer.
 
   When I opened my mouth, it was with the intention of saying something light and fluffy, something that would enable us to skate over the entire subject for the whole of this evening. But I couldn’t do that, could I? Not any more. First of all, the twins were here and they’d both be able to see through any blagging I might do, Mark especially.
 
   “I don’t know,” I said at last. “It was a relief to let the painting go when I did. You know how much and how long Dad and I argued about it. I wanted to be like him, even though I knew I couldn’t be. Now, the twins seem to want me to look into it again, and Melissa doesn’t seem totally against it either. I think they might raise the subject tonight. The Delaneys, I mean, not Melissa. She’s not the sort to interfere and, besides, she’s not here, is she?”
 
   My mother squeezed my arm, obviously deciding to ignore how much of an idiot I sounded. “That’s because she’s not involved with you, like the Delaneys are. It makes a difference.”
 
   “Yes, I suppose it does.”
 
   There it was—the admission to my mother that being with the Delaneys wasn’t just a game, but was, in fact, more devastatingly serious than I’d ever imagined it could be.
 
   “Does it matter to you?” I went on, blabbing for Britain, as ever. “That you’ve got a son who wants to settle down with two men instead of one, like every other gay son does, and they’re well-known criminals rather than the sensible young man with a steady job I’m sure you’d rather I was with? It’s a bit of a shock for me, too, but how are you coping with it all, Mum?”
 
   In answer, she just laughed and gave me a quick hug. “First of all, I’m married to a temperamental artist, so I wouldn’t know anything about sensible young men with steady jobs. And secondly, I hope we brought you up to be liberal minded, so I’ve no issues with the fact you suddenly seem to have taken us up on it. If it works for you all and isn’t hurting anyone else, what’s the problem?”
 
   I hugged her back. “Thanks, Mum. Sometimes you’re not as terrifying as I always think you are.”
 
   I felt rather than heard her chuckle. “That’s alright to say between the two of us, but please don’t ruin my credibility outside these four walls. Oh, and Liam?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “What you said about your father. It’s alright to be different from him. After all, he’s straight.”
 
   Fair enough, I thought, though, as I followed my mother as she left the kitchen with the steaming plates and a bright smile, I couldn’t help thinking my father might not quite have the same ideas about my brave new lifestyle that she did.
 
   In the dining room, all was chaos. As she pushed through the door, my mother came to an abrupt halt, and I collided against her, managing by a combination of luck and sheer genius only to lose two or three slices of the bread and a mere nothing of the stew.
 
   Over her shoulder, I saw my father pacing up and down at the far end of the room. He was muttering words I couldn’t hear and gesticulating wildly. Next to him, Johnny was attempting to match his pace and calm him down, whilst Mark sat astride his chair and watched their tableau carefully. One false move from my father against Mark’s beloved twin might well bring the wrath of the Delaneys down on all our heads.
 
   It was pretty obvious their research hadn’t extended to my father’s artistic frenzies. My mother and I were far more used to it, so did what we usually did under these circumstances. My mother tip-tapped her way smartly to the dining table, deposited her armful of plates and smiled ’round at the room.
 
   “Good to see you’re all getting on in here,” she trilled. “Anyone for more wine?”
 
   At the same time, I sidestepped my way past my father and gently eased Johnny out of harm’s way.
 
   “He’s always like this,” I whispered close enough to Johnny’s delectable ear that he could hear me above my father’s low, ranting rumble. “I think it’s something they put in the paint. Has he been to the studio while we were in the kitchen?”
 
   Johnny nodded. “To tidy up, as you suggested. He was like this when he came back and then, when Mark and I started chatting, he got worse.”
 
   “If he touches Johnny or you,” Mark interrupted with a snarl, “then I’m sorry, Liam, but I can’t answer for the consequences. Just what the hell is going on?”
 
   “Language!” my mother said, raising her eyebrows and giving the elder twin the kind of stare that would normally shatter glass at forty paces. “There’s never any need for it, and certainly not in our house. My husband is simply having an idea about his next picture, that’s all. What did you say to him anyway?”
 
   Mark stood, still keeping one watchful eye on my father, and frowned at my mother. “I’m sorry about the swearing, Mrs. O’Connell. We were talking about his art and talent, and the kind of talent Liam might have, too.”
 
   My eyes widened at that, until Johnny leaned over and said, “Artistic talent, Liam, that’s all.”
 
   Thank heavens. If they’d been discussing the ins and…ah…outs of my abilities to somehow keep two demanding men entertained in bed, then my father might well have been in the middle of a heart attack and in need of rather more sustenance than another glass of wine.
 
   “Aha!” said my mother, as she slid elegantly into her seat at the opposite end from my father’s pacing. “You brought up Liam and art and put them into the same sentence. No wonder there’s trouble. Mind you, I’m pleased it’s helping Richard have another idea. He’s been rather quiet on that front lately.”
 
   Meanwhile, I’d had enough. If I was going to cause any trouble, I wanted it to be with the twins—where at least I received a pretty damn hot kind of punishment for it—and not with my parents. They were likely to spend the rest of their lives attempting to explain my love life to their friends anyway, so needed all the help they could get right now.
 
   “Dad,” I said, stepping away from Johnny and directly into the line of fire, “I know whatever idea it is you’ve got is important but, please, just this once, can it wait until later?”
 
   I didn’t think I had a hope in the proverbial hell of making my father listen to me, as he was usually in a world of his own at this point. So I was surprised when, still in mid-pace and rant, he grabbed my wrists and glared at me.
 
   “Yes, that’s exactly it,” he said. “If you were a real artist, then you’d understand that nothing—absolutely nothing—comes between you and the idea you have. That’s what you’ve never really understood, have you?”
 
   As I stared at him, unable to think up any kind of response, Mark jumped up, presumably in defense of my honor, but was subtly and suitably restrained by Johnny from carrying out any threats or promises. Just as suddenly, my father let me go and sighed. Thank God, as I wasn’t convinced Johnny would ever be able to stop his brother carrying out whatever he’d decided on, under any circumstances.
 
   I was right, too.
 
   “I came here to meet Liam’s parents,” Mark said, his voice silencing my thoughts so I could concentrate entirely on him. “And to talk about art. Whatever else happens, therefore, that is what I intend to do. Mr. O’Connell, like you, I’m a very focused man. When I think of a good business deal or a way to improve the Delaneys’ standing in the region, then I begin to put it into practice at once. However, when my brother and I are entertaining, which doesn’t happen often, we make sure we put our guests first. Don’t we, Liam?”
 
   “Yes, sir, you do.” I could certainly vouch for that, in all sorts of ways.
 
   Mark nodded his approval at my agreement, a gesture that sent an instant zing to my cock. I hoped nobody else noticed.
 
   “Very commendable,” my father replied, coming to an abrupt halt before catching Mark’s gaze and holding it. “I apologize for my appalling lack of manners. On the other hand, I very rarely terminally dispose of my guests, or indeed my relatives, after the last coffees are poured and the conversation done. So, I suppose you could say we’re quits.”
 
   Johnny and I both gasped, but Mark said nothing. For a long moment, he continued to stare at my father, weighing him in the balance. My father stared back, undaunted. It was like two alpha tigers each assessing the other to see which of them might win the battle. Just as I thought either Mark would make his move or I would, if only I knew what it might be, he threw back his head and gave a snort of laughter. A second or so later and my father followed suit.
 
   “Touché indeed,” Mark said. “I can see where Liam gets his chutzpah from. I think I will have that glass of wine, Mrs. O’Connell. Perhaps we all will.”
 
   We all did. Mark leant forward and clicked his glass against my father’s, and both men smiled. Johnny followed suit. I simply gulped half my wine in one swallow and I think my mother did the same. She’d always been the best of us at holding her drink.
 
   “If we can all eat dinner together,” she said, “Richard can note some of his ideas down, so the moment isn’t lost entirely.”
 
   “Good idea,” Johnny agreed. “Mark and I like to write our ideas down, too, but we make sure to destroy them later. It’s safer that way.”
 
   While my father made a series of scribbles and wild strokes of the pencil into his scrapbook, we ate lamb stew and talked about innocuous subjects, like the weather and the state of the economy. Both were always bad, whichever way you looked at it, but that was part of the deal if you lived in the UK. Halfway through a discussion about how Britain might be saved from debt by the export of umbrellas and Macintoshes, as long as we exported our weather as well, I felt Mark’s fingers slide along my leg.
 
   He started at my knee, and I swallowed a gasp, all but choking on my mouthful. My mother gave me a curious glance, and I took another gulp of the wine.
 
   “Gristle,” I said when I could speak again. Which was true after a fashion as I now had a definite boner down below.
 
   “Nonsense!” my mother shot back. “There is no gristle ever at this table. You’re simply not chewing properly.”
 
   Ah, what happy childhood memories that phrase brought back to me. If only my mother knew that not chewing was really a plus point. Oh, she probably did. Oh, well.
 
   Mark must have somehow followed the train of my thought or been indulging his own. “I had thought Liam did everything properly,” he said, with a hint of a growl as his fingers tightened on my cock.
 
   “Well, of course,” was my mother’s reply. “From a son of mine, I expect nothing less.”
 
   I smiled with what I hoped looked like innocence personified and took another mouthful—of stew, rather than anything else. After a while, Mark’s grip took on a rhythmic intensity of its own, and I had to try to remember to breathe normally. Whilst continuing to eat.
 
   At the same time, I felt somebody’s foot ease its way along my ankle and up toward my knee, over my trousers. It looked like Johnny had no intention of being left out. If I’d thought the Delaneys having sex with me in the cinema whilst not watching Four Weddings and a Funeral was pretty risqué, I’d been as deluded as the man behind us. Because being felt up by the terrible twins under my parents’ dining table was surely the most dangerous thing I’d ever done, apart from how I came to their attention in the first place.
 
   Oh, but it had been worth it.
 
   Here and now, however, I wasn’t sure how reasonable it would be to slip down beneath the table and see to the twins’ non-food related needs. I had no option but to let them both have their way with me under the tablecloth, whilst retaining a wide-eyed smile on my face and a modicum of conversation.
 
   “What are the gallery plans for next year?” my father asked, mopping up some of the stew with a hunk of bread. “Anything interesting coming up?”
 
   I opened my mouth to reply, just as Mark’s fingers tightened ever more strongly round my cock.
 
   “Uggh!” I said. “Yes, I mean, yes. Melissa’s decided to have a year of quarterly themes alongside the artists she’s already booked in.”
 
   My attempt to sound like a sane member of the gallery community ended in a high-pitched yelp as Mark concentrated on kneading my tip, just as Johnny’s feet reached the side of my knee. My father frowned, and I made a brave attempt to carry on with what I’d been trying to say.
 
   “She’s not going to do seasons either—too obvious. It’s going to be—ah—colors. Green, blue, black and red.”
 
   “Sounds seasonal to me,” said my father. “Spring, summer, autumn and winter.”
 
   I shook my head, focusing on him properly. “No, it’s not like that. Melissa’s got more imagination than the rest of us put together. She’s starting with summer.”
 
   He laughed. “She would. Good for her.”
 
   Then his eyes took on that intent my mother and I knew so well, and I wondered if the frenzied pacing was about to start again. Luckily enough, not this time as he bent his head and continued to make notes and scribbles on his sheets of paper. As I watched, the touches of both Delaney twins became less demanding and the intensity of watching my father work took over once more.
 
   I’d almost forgotten what it was like. The way his hand instinctively carried out whatever his head was telling him and made him utterly unaware of anything else going on. How I envied him that. Sometimes I thought I might have come pretty close to it now and again in the days when I was drawing, but not with any of the stuff he thought I should be doing. The only pictures I’d liked were the ones he’d been disappointed in.
 
   Which only proved you could never judge what you were best at yourself. As I’d thought…I’d made the best decision to stop painting. I was sure of it, wasn’t I?
 
   I shook my head and turned away from my father’s drawing notes. It was only then I realized everyone was staring at me and nobody was talking.
 
   “What is it?” I said, as quietly as possible to avoid disturbing the genius at work in our midst.
 
   “You,” Johnny said, with a whisper and presumably taking his cue from me. Slowly, he withdrew his foot from my knee, reached across the table and took hold of my hand. “I’ve never seen you so engrossed. At least not when it’s not to do with us, anyway.”
 
   “Enough, please!” my mother interrupted quietly. “Too much information, boys. Too much information.”
 
   “Mrs. O’Connell,” Mark said, his voice gaining all our attention in an instant, except my father’s, “there can never be too much information, especially for people in our business, but I’m sorry on behalf of my brother, who can be rather trigger-happy, in many situations.”
 
   He frowned at Johnny, who gave an apologetic shrug and let go my hand.
 
   At the same time, Mark gave my cock a last gentle squeeze before easing away. He pushed his chair back and stood. He’d obviously made a decision of some kind. What it might be entirely escaped me.
 
   “I think we should go and see Mr. O’Connell’s art now,” Mark said and gazed at my father, who didn’t respond, as he was still in that wonderful, magical world of his own.
 
   Johnny gave the table at large a bright smile. “What my brother means to say, Mrs. O’Connell,” he murmured, “is this: perhaps Liam can show us around your husband’s gallery while his father is occupied. What do you think?”
 
   My mother nodded.
 
   “Darling,” she said, tapping my father’s shoulder as hard as she dared. Tapping was a fine art, in our family. “Darling, Liam’s going to show the Delaneys around your gallery. They won’t touch anything, and I know you’ve tidied it up, but speak now if you have any objections.”
 
   Silence met her request, and my mother shrugged. “You go ahead,” she said after a couple of tense moments. “If any late disagreements develop, don’t worry. You’ll hear them.”
 
   “Thank you,” Mark said. He headed to the door first, assuming, as usual, that Johnny and I would follow.
 
   It was only as he was about to leave the room that the obvious difficulty occurred to him. He swung round. “Liam!”
 
   “Yes, sir.” I trotted up to where he stood waiting for me.
 
   “You need to show my brother and me the way.”
 
   “If it’s not too much trouble,” Johnny added from behind me.
 
   Oh no, the twins would never have to worry about that—nothing was too much trouble where they were concerned. I eased my body as close to Mark’s as I could get in order to open the door and saw his pupils widen and darken as our hands touched. If my parents hadn’t been in the room, I would have been tempted to offer myself to him right there and then, but I knew my mother would have insisted on my cleaning up afterward, and the domestics would have killed the mood.
 
   I allowed myself a brief touch of my leg to Mark’s groin, which felt pleasingly hard and then I slipped through the door and smiled at the twins to follow me.
 
   “See you later, Mother!” I called out, in case she was tempted to join us. I had plans that definitely didn’t include her, and which didn’t have much art in them either. I only hoped the twins felt the same.
 
   I needn’t have worried. Even before I was halfway along the corridor leading to my father’s studio, Mark grabbed me and pressed me against the wall. He pushed back my hair and lifted my face up to his before kissing me, his tongue possessing my mouth and tasting of wine and spices.
 
   “Mark!” Johnny whispered, just as I’d decided I was definitely going to get my lips around the cock Mark was thrusting against me. “We’re not at home now.”
 
   He was right, but I couldn’t help a sigh of frustration when Mark disengaged his tongue and half turned to face his brother. Maybe parents wouldn’t be such a passion killer after all, as long as I couldn’t actually see them.
 
   “I know,” Mark said, hardly bothering to lower his voice. “But Liam’s been teasing me all through dinner and I couldn’t take any more.”
 
   Johnny laughed and folded his arms. “I’d thought it was the other way ’round,” he said, and I couldn’t help agreeing.
 
   Mark snorted, and shifted so he was gazing straight at me again. “Liam teases me just by being who he is,” he said. “Always and in every way.”
 
   His tone was deadly serious, and I couldn’t look away. I was standing on a precipice I hadn’t encountered before and at any moment I could stumble or jump and I didn’t know if I would fall or fly. From instinct, I reached out my hand and my fingers met Johnny’s. His warmth gave me comfort.
 
   “It’s all right,” Johnny whispered, so close his breath drifted over my forehead and somehow cleared my thoughts. “Mark will take you places, Liam, but I won’t let you fall.”
 
   Keeping my eyes on Mark, I gripped Johnny’s hand as hard as I could and then, with my other, reached up and stroked Mark’s cheek. I was discovering ways of love I’d never known I could find.
 
   I swallowed. “I love you both,” I said, “and I don’t care who knows it.”
 
   “Good,” said Mark and gave me an unexpectedly refreshing smile. “Let’s see what we can find in your father’s studio then.”
 
   As Mark unpeeled me from the wall where he’d been holding me such a willing prisoner, Johnny chuckled. “I don’t think my brother’s just talking about art.”
 
   Neither did I.
 
   Even so, my father’s studio always made me stop and look and dream. I hadn’t been inside for quite a while, not since I’d given up my own painting, and I hadn’t anticipated revisiting it when I wasn’t by myself either.
 
   Today, the wild blending of color and light and the huge size of the canvases made me blink. I let go of Johnny’s hand, which I’d been clutching, and stepped toward the half-finished painting on my father’s easel. He must be waiting until he’d completed it before telling my mother. That was how he usually worked.
 
   I stood far enough away to get the full effect. The scene was of a wood in winter, the clouds threatening the sky and the wind whipping the branches into movement. The tones were grey and black and silver, although just at the bottom, my father had included two small figures, one dressed in red and the other black. They were walking away into the heart of the picture, lost in the wind and the trees. Even though only half of it was complete, I thought it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.
 
   I wiped the back of my hand over my mouth, slowly, just as strong fingers gripped my shoulder and swung me around. It was Mark. He stared at me, but said nothing. He was waiting for me to speak.
 
   I swallowed.
 
   “You see,” I said at last, not really recognizing my own voice, though surprised it was still so steady. “Look at how my father paints. I can’t ever be like him.”
 
   Johnny padded around the two of us until he stood behind me. He touched my neck, massaging the tightness I hadn’t realized was there. Unbidden, a soft moan left my mouth before I gasped into silence again.
 
   Mark licked his lips and turned his head from right to left so his gaze took in the farthest arch of the studio he could see and back again. He nodded.
 
   “Your father has painted many beautiful and exciting things,” he said, “but none of them is as beautiful and exciting as you. Take off your clothes.”
 
   “Here? In the studio?” I couldn’t help the question. It was like asking a worshipper to desecrate his church. In my naivety, I’d imagined Mark wanted to see the studio first and then have his wicked way with me. I hadn’t thought of them happening both at the same time. More fool me. And more fool me for questioning, too, because a frown flashed across Mark’s expression and his lustful gaze became an angry glare.
 
   “Do I need to ask again?” he snapped.
 
   “No, sir!”
 
   Even as I spoke, I was unbuttoning, unzipping, pulling, tugging and stripping, and in less than a minute, I was naked. I liked to think speed under pressure was one of my great talents and, hell, by then I’d surely proved it, more than once.
 
   Mark nodded his approval. “Does the door lock?”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Good. Lock it, please, Johnny.”
 
   Johnny obeyed. At the same time, I realized just how cold the studio was. My father always swore keeping things cool helped the artistic muse, but it wasn’t having the same effect on me, though right now my muse was a very different one.
 
   “May I ask a question?” I ventured.
 
   “Of course,” Mark said.
 
   “Might we have the heater on?” I pointed at the small portable heater kept in the corner of the studio. It had been placed there at my mother’s insistence, but, as far as I knew, it had never been used. I hoped it still worked.
 
   Mark laughed. “You think my brother and I can’t keep you warm enough?”
 
   “Not at all,” I replied, deadpan. “However, I like to provide the best possible entertainment to you both, sirs, so I have to make sure the equipment is up to speed.”
 
   Johnny groaned. “I can’t bear much more of this. I’ll put the heater on. Although, didn’t we come here to look at art anyway?”
 
   “Yes,” Mark said with a sigh, “but there’s no reason why we can’t do both, is there?”
 
   There certainly wasn’t, not to my mind. As Johnny fiddled around with the heater controls and proved it was working, Mark gestured at the paintings.
 
   “Your father is very good at what he does. Even I can tell that. I admire it because we Delaneys are very good at what we do, too. It’s a matter of pride. There are many things you’re good at also, Liam, not least of which is making my brother and me very happy. Very happy indeed.”
 
   He paused, and I swallowed. “Thank you, sirs.”
 
   “Now,” Mark continued, “when I decided to bring you here, I was going to make my plan easy for you, but having seen how little attention you were paying us at dinner, I think I’m going to be rather more demanding.”
 
   Oh good, I thought, and my previously only half-hard cock began to perk up and take a real interest once more. Maybe heat wasn’t the main ingredient for a good performance after all.
 
   Johnny laughed, stepped forward and brushed my tip with the back of his fingers. I groaned.
 
   “Nice,” he whispered. “As always.”
 
   Mark murmured a warning. He was good at that in a way no other man I’d known had ever been, and the sound made my cock even more excited. Which apparently wasn’t the reaction he wanted.
 
   “Don’t get Liam too warmed up,” he warned. “We’ve quite a while to go before we get there.”
 
   It turned out Mark’s plan was for me to be naked and paint. Whilst they did whatever they wished to me. It certainly sounded like a plan, but I wasn’t sure how much artwork would actually get done. Not to mention whether, after all this time, I could even produce anything worth looking at anyway.
 
   However, I set up a fresh easel with a small canvas and found my father’s spare paints. I was surprised to see he still kept the brushes I used to use in the smaller of his two cupboards. I thought he’d have thrown them away.
 
   Then, when I was ready, almost, I gave Mark a quick look to see if he still meant it—he did—and Johnny a longer gaze for courage. Finally, when I couldn’t do anything else, I smeared some cobalt blue onto my paintbrush and, heart pounding so hard I thought they both might hear it, dabbed a long line onto the white space.
 
   When Johnny sank down, easing in front of me, and licked my balls, I almost dropped my brush entirely, and the deep blue paint spattered on his hair. I made a small noise in my throat—an apology—but Mark shook his head.
 
   “Leave it,” he said. “Keep painting. The rule is this—if the picture’s not finished to my satisfaction, then you don’t get to come.”
 
   Johnny kept on sucking and licking me, taking one ball and then the other fully into his mouth. It was hard to concentrate on anything artistic, but I resolved to do the best I could.
 
   “Liam,” Mark’s whisper was once again more of a threat than a promise. “Keep your mind on the job. I want your full attention on the task I’ve set. Whatever Johnny and I choose to do, you keep on painting. Understand?”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   Gripping the paintbrush rather more firmly—which was, in itself, similar to the way Johnny’s lips were teasing my balls—I swept the brush upward across the canvas so a feathered line of blue drifted diagonally from the bottom left to the top right. It divided the rectangle of whiteness into two unequal but mirrored triangles. I would have preferred them to be more equal, but accuracy was almost impossible to obtain when one twin was starting a blowjob, while the other was standing silently behind me so I didn’t know what he was doing.
 
   “Mark? Sir?”
 
   “Don’t worry.” His voice came from near the vicinity of my neck and the warmth of his breath eased my fear. “I’m here. I’m not leaving you, and neither is Johnny. Trust us. We won’t let you down.”
 
   “I know, thank you,” I said.
 
   Actually, it wasn’t them letting me down that concerned me. I was finding it increasingly hard to think about any sort of art when my prick was waving about in the vicinity of Johnny’s hair. At this rate, it would be strong enough to hold its own brush in the near future, though I wasn’t convinced I could explain any of the painting results to Melissa.
 
   Still, it could well start an interesting trend.
 
   “That’s a fascinating beginning, Liam,” Mark whispered, as he breathed a series of light kisses across my naked shoulder. “I like the way you’ve divided the picture in two. You seem to enjoy things that come in twos, don’t you?”
 
   Yes, I certainly did, but could you blame me?
 
   While Mark nibbled the skin at the back of my neck, I spat on my little finger and feathered the paint more fully at the top where it was too strong. Something in me needed the canvas to be powerful, but not without kindness. Maybe Mark was right. Maybe whatever I drew, whatever I painted, even whatever I thought or did would have the stamp of the Delaneys within it. So much had they imprinted themselves on my blood, in so short a space of time.
 
   “Go on,” Mark said softly. “I’m liking it so far.”
 
   So was I, oh yes.
 
   All the while Johnny concentrated on my balls, and Mark on my neck, I was able somehow to paint. Each lick, each stroke or nibble against my skin brought out another line, another thought or color. My brushes created tone and vibrancy, eating away at the blankness of the canvas and forming their own small world. It wasn’t only me wielding the brush, but Mark and Johnny egging me on, grounding me in my body so my mind could fly free.
 
   Something about physical pleasure focused me on the demands Mark had made. If I wanted to come, I had to keep on painting until I’d finished something for the first time in a long, long time. I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed this: the shape of the brush in my fingers, the power it gave me and the way it danced across the white space with light and color. Then there was the smell of the paints themselves and the way they took me back to the sheer joy of creating a picture, no matter how good or otherwise it was. The paints smelt of memories and all the times in my life I’d been here, in this studio, doing the job I once thought I’d been made for.
 
   But then, I’d let it all go because I thought I couldn’t be good enough. Now, I didn’t know why I’d ever imagined being good enough was the most important thing of all. As I laid aside one brush and chose another, finer one, I realized my face was wet and tried to wipe away the evidence as subtly as I could.
 
   Not subtly enough for Mark, however.
 
   “Tell me what you’re painting,” he said, even as his lips distracted me by tracing a soft path down to my shoulders. “I want to know each stroke and each line as you make them. And no matter what my brother and I do to you, you must keep on talking, telling us what you see.”
 
   I groaned and tried to concentrate more deeply on the lines, smudges and drifts of color in front of me. My attempt was made even more difficult as Johnny stretched his mouth wide and took both my balls between his lips. I tilted my groin toward him to make it as easy as possible for him to have and play with as much of me as he wanted. I’d give him everything he needed if I had it, him and Mark both.
 
   “Liam,” Mark’s voice was a warning and a grounding, too. “Talk to us.”
 
   “Y-yes, sirs,” I stuttered, panting hard. “I’ve divided the page with a blue line. I don’t know why, but it’s there. I want—ahh—I want the top to be red and underneath the line, it’ll be—mmm, oh God, Johnny, don’t stop—it’ll be green.”
 
   “Do you like what my brother is doing to you?” Mark murmured, his hands resting warm and comforting on my shoulder blades.
 
   “Yes, oh yes.”
 
   “Tell me about it. Because I can’t see.”
 
   I took a breath, pausing from the canvas for a moment to obey Mark’s wish. “Johnny has both my balls as far as possible in his mouth,” I whispered. “His mouth feels so warm and soft. I want him to take me all in, my cock too, if—if that’s what he wants.”
 
   “Won’t that be dangerous?” Mark breathed. “With so much of yourself in my brother’s mouth, how will you be able to stop getting bitten?”
 
   I gasped and my cock twitched, rock-hard and desperate.
 
   “I c-can’t. I-I won’t be able to stop it. Johnny will bite me. He can’t help but bite me.”
 
   “But you still want him to take you in.”
 
   “Yes. Oh God, yes.”
 
   “You want Johnny to bite you? You want him to give you pain?”
 
   My paintbrush fell away as my hands began to shake. At the same time, Johnny’s ministrations to my balls stopped and he simply held me motionless in his mouth. I reached out and trailed my fingers through his hair.
 
   “Liam? Answer me.”
 
   Keeping my groin and legs as still as I could, I leaned back into Mark’s strong embrace.
 
   “Yes,” I whispered, my voice so low I could hardly hear it myself. “Yes, I want you, both of you, to give me pain.”
 
   “Good,” said Mark, as I began to shake. “Well done. We’re both proud of you. It’s good to know who you are and what you want. Remember…whatever happens, you aren’t allowed to come. Johnny?”
 
   As if he’d only been waiting for his brother’s command, Johnny let go of my balls, leaving me shivering in the studio’s heat. For a moment, the lack of contact from him made me feel empty inside and then his lips were swallowing down my eager cock, teeth scraping across my skin. When he’d completely engulfed my prick, his lips and tongue lapped at my balls, trying to suck them inside, too, though there was no room for them.
 
   The pressure and intensity of it made me cry out in shock, even though I knew what had been coming and had wanted it. Mark’s firm hand over my mouth steadied me and brought me back to silence and myself. Even though I still shook—couldn’t stop shaking—I whimpered my thanks as best I could. Crying out lessened the pain and bliss of what Johnny was doing to me, and I wanted to feel it all to the full.
 
   “Easy,” Mark said, running one hand down my back and buttocks in a soothing motion and holding my mouth and chin with the other. “Easy there. If you want to have the pain, you have to have the patience, too. Just like the spanking, remember?”
 
   Oh yes, I did remember, but that hadn’t been the same at all. My arse had been in the line of fire, as it were, and now it was my cock and balls. A completely different kind of package. The sharp scrape of Johnny’s teeth over my most sensitive skin made the breath hiss between mine, even through Mark’s fingers, but bloody hell, I was loving it. Everything, every sensation, every thought, every pleasure was concentrated entirely on the fact of what Johnny was doing to me. Even the agony was delicious. He could have shredded me to pieces and I would have begged for more. Right then anyway.
 
   But he wasn’t shredding me to pieces, was he? Johnny was giving me just enough pain to keep me focused only on him and all the while paying me the kind of attention I only ever received from the twins and engulfing me with the pleasure of his tongue and lips. He gave me the pain and he kissed it away again. God, I loved him, and Mark, too, for letting Johnny do it to me.
 
   Then, Mark spoke to me.
 
   “Paint,” he whispered. “I haven’t told you to stop. Paint and tell me what you’re doing.”
 
   From nowhere, the brush I hadn’t yet used was pushed into my fingers again. Mark must have caught it before it fell to the floor. Almost entirely from instinct, I coated it with the deepest red I could find and began edging lines and darker shapes over the space on the upper left of the canvas.
 
   “Red,” I whispered. “The highest part of what you give me is red. I find you there. And it fades into the blue so they’re like different sides of the same thing. Ah, Johnny, I love you. I love you both. It’s something wild and free I never knew I could have before. I never knew it could be like this. You make me feel special; you make me feel I can do anything.”
 
   All the time I was speaking, my hand was dancing a delicate pattern over the page as I tried to hold in balance the pain and pleasure consuming my cock and balls, and the overwhelming need to paint it out, to create something from what I held inside me. What the Delaneys had released. It was the truest response I could make. Not in words, but in pictures.
 
   Johnny kept on licking and swallowing me, while Mark whispered hot words against my skin. And then, suddenly, I was there, held in a place where I didn’t have to struggle to concentrate on not coming in Johnny’s mouth because the fact of painting and telling Mark about it while the brush swept across the canvas kept me grounded and obedient. Right now, nothing was more important than that.
 
   So I kept on talking, gasping too, as I finished the red part of the painting and turned my attention to the lower part. Johnny’s section. It needed to be green.
 
   “Green?” Mark queried as he nibbled on my ear. “You’ll be wanting more paint then?”
 
   “Y-yes, please,” I managed to say. The pain and pleasure Johnny was doling out to me began to reach almost unbearable heights.
 
   Mark chuckled. “I’ll get you another new brush. See how good I am to you.”
 
   Oh yes, he was. They both were.
 
   Somehow, I managed to coat the paintbrush in something resembling the green I was after and started on the last section of the picture. Still, I kept on talking, telling Mark all about it. Johnny, too, if he were listening. Hell, I was good. This time, the brushstrokes were lighter, less dynamic than the powerful top left section. I liked to think it was because Johnny was a subtler character than his older twin, but, actually, it was more likely because I was pretty spaced out by then. Not to mention being in the kind of zone I hadn’t been in before, not like this.
 
   I painted swirling grasses rather than storm-filled sunset skies, each small blade looping and twisting into the next and the next, and the one after that as well. Part of this was because I didn’t trust myself not to come in Johnny’s deliciously hot and demanding mouth if I allowed the brush to leave the canvas for one second more than was necessary, but most of it was because I didn’t want to get paint on Johnny’s clothes. Halfway through, I was beyond being able to judge the right amount needed. Instead, I was simply getting it on the picture and blending it outward from there.
 
   “Have you finished it yet?” Mark asked me, as I was doing the best I could under the circumstances in the final corner.
 
   “Nearly, sir,” I managed to choke out. “Ju-just a few more minutes, I think.”
 
   “Good,” he said. “But, whatever happens, don’t forget: no orgasm ’til I tell you to.”
 
   I was about to reply I knew the rules and had every intention of carrying them out if I could when he slid down my back, opened my butt cheeks and, without any more fuss, pushed his tongue right inside me.
 
   “Arrggh!” I yelled, all good intentions flung to the four winds and beyond. “God, Mark, I can’t. I can’t hold on.”
 
   Unable to reply, Mark’s fingers gripped my waist and his nails dug into my flesh. He shook me, hard, a warning for me to carry out his command, come what may. I just had to hope that what came wouldn’t be me. For long, long moments, I teetered on the brink of letting it all rush out and collapsing, thoroughly mastered, to the studio floor.
 
   Still, Mark’s sharp nails and the grip of my own fingers round the paintbrush somehow kept me just about under the twins’ control. Even so, his tongue felt amazing, a warm, wet thrusting that teased my arsehole into delicious spasms. I’d always loved being rimmed. Here and now it felt like a gift, and I wanted to tell him, tell them both, how very much I loved them, but I didn’t dare as I thought if I spoke, I might explode entirely and never be able to pick up the pieces.
 
   I didn’t know where I found the strength of mind to keep on painting while Johnny was torturing my cock to the delicious edge, and Mark was thrusting what felt like fireworks into my arse. There was a lot to be said for a good Irish upbringing, if only I’d had one.
 
   Just as I thought it was all over for me, I finished the last sweep of paint and dropped the brush.
 
   “I’m done,” I gasped, and I was, too. In oh, so many ways.
 
   Mark withdrew his tongue and pulled me backward, away from Johnny’s attentions. Not a moment too soon. All I could do was groan. I was far beyond finding any words, let alone what I might say with them. It was taking all my abilities just to stop myself coming. The only thing I knew was I’d do whatever the Delaneys wanted me to do next, no holds barred.
 
   Before I could take my next breath, Mark pulled me to the floor.
 
   A slight pause and then, “Nice painting, Liam. It’s got passion.”
 
   That didn’t surprise me, but I wasn’t interested in art right then. There were far more important things on my mind. Mark, thank God, didn’t mess around. I heard the sound of a condom packet being torn open, but the next thing I knew was the condom being thrust into my hand.
 
   “Put it on,” Mark said with a growl, and I tried to turn to face him to obey the command.
 
   He swung me back around. “No, you idiot. Put it on yourself.”
 
   “What? But…”
 
   Johnny laughed, while Mark just sighed.
 
   “You’ve done so well,” he said, “under challenging circumstances. So Johnny and I thought it was time for a reward, as well as high time we saw what our special threesome can really do.”
 
   Before I could think how to respond, Mark was already ripping open another condom packet and passing me the lube. My fingers trembled as I put on the condom, and as Mark took the lube back to prepare himself.
 
   By now, Johnny was undressed. I hadn’t even noticed it happen. It was only when he grabbed a nearby chair, went down onto all fours across it and spread his legs for me that I lost my nerve.
 
   “I can’t do this,” I said, my voice so shaky I could hardly get the words out at all.
 
   “It’s an order, Liam,” Mark replied, his cockhead even now pushing an entry into my body. “Just do it.”
 
   If only it were that easy. My own prick was still hard, still throbbing, but I’d never entered either of the twins before and suddenly it was a step I wasn’t sure I could take. I’d only just learnt how much I loved being submissive. What would happen to all that if I took the active role with Johnny, even at Mark’s command?
 
   Johnny pushed his arse back against me, and I gasped.
 
   “It’s okay,” he whispered. “We’re still in charge, but I want it, Liam. I want you.”
 
   That was all it took. Slowly, holding my breath, I pushed my lubed fingers inside him. He groaned. “More. Now, please.”
 
   At the same time, Mark thrust his whole cock inside me, so I couldn’t help crying out, and he murmured, “Don’t keep my brother waiting. That kind of disobedience doesn’t end well.”
 
   I believed him. Removing my fingers from Johnny’s arse, I lined up my cock with his hole and used Mark’s next push to power myself inside. Johnny opened to me as if he’d been waiting for this forever.
 
   “I love you.” He groaned. “Both of you.”
 
   He spoke for me, too. My body had never been both filled up with one twin, whilst possessing the other. It couldn’t get any more perfect than this, even squashed between two strong men so I could barely catch a breath and wondering just what the hell I was going to do if my parents walked in.
 
   Thank God, they had more sense, as surely they must have heard the noise the three of us were making. And thank God, the door was locked, though, honestly, we were all way beyond caring. Taking my courage into both hands, I reached around, took firm hold of Johnny’s cock and began pumping it, just as the three of us found our rhythm.
 
   Hell, even if this broke every bone in my body, it would so definitely be worth it. Couple relationships were history, and trios were the way to go, for sure. I’d never doubted it.
 
   Johnny came first, his body clamping down on my eager cock with such force that I couldn’t help but follow him. A few moments after, Mark swore softly in my ear and completed the show. The three of us collapsed, panting and groaning, down the side of the chair, which had stood up against a fair pounding of its own, and across the studio floor. We certainly weren’t going to win any prizes for post-coital elegance. But that wasn’t what we were together for in the first place, was it?
 
   Half trapped beneath me, Johnny was the first to recover the power of speech. “That was hot,” he said, “but next time, I’ll use cushions.”
 
   “Wimp,” Mark said, making us both laugh. “Take care not to ruin our street cred, little brother.”
 
   “You’ll never ruin it for me,” I whispered, and kissed them both as thoroughly as I could. “That’s a given.”
 
   After we’d cleaned up and sorted out our clothes, I set the studio to rights and hoped my father wouldn’t look too closely. I wasn’t entirely sure that some of the furniture was exactly back to how he preferred it.
 
   Neither did I have the time to check because there was a knock on the door and my mother walked in. She was smiling and holding the key. So much for being safe then. I’d forgotten she had a spare.
 
   “Ah, I see my timing is better than at our last meeting,” she said, giving me a disconcerting wink. “I thought it had gone quiet, so I hope you’re finished ‘inspecting the artwork,’ my dears. Because, Liam, your father’s on his way.”
 
   That meant only one thing. My father had found a plan for whatever picture he was about to start next, or the one he intended to finish, and he was set to go. He wasn’t about to take kindly to my attempt at art currently sitting boldly on his second-best easel. I made a grab for it, not caring whether or not my scrabbling fingers would ruin the wet paintwork, but Mark stepped in front of me and gave me a hard stare.
 
   I stared back. A bold response, I admitted but, with my father in full creativity mode, it was for his own good really.
 
   Mark didn’t blink. “What do you think you’re doing?”
 
   “S-saving us b-both from my father’s rage?” I stuttered, wondering what else I could say, but I didn’t get the chance.
 
   Because Mark took one step forward, grabbed me by the shirt collar and gave me a firm but gentle shake. “But, Liam,” he said, his voice low, “being with us means you don’t have to hide any more and you don’t have to be afraid of anyone else. Not now and not ever.”
 
   I gaped at him.
 
   He shook me again, his fingers caressing my shoulders this time. “Do you know what I’m saying?”
 
   Before I could reply, Johnny’s face rose between us. “I think he does know, Mark,” he said quietly, “but I also think it’s time you told him directly, don’t you?”
 
   A pause followed, when not even my mother spoke. Which just showed the age of miracles was not dead after all.
 
   Then Mark sighed.
 
   “All right,” he said, “but this is the one and only time I say this. Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” Johnny and I both replied at exactly the same moment, though Johnny looked away and shuffled his feet when he realized what he’d said.
 
   “Good,” Mark said. “In that case, I love you, Liam. In fact, I love both of you, but in different ways, and what we have together, the three of us, has made me the happiest I’ve ever been.”
 
   By the time he’d finished speaking, he was glaring at me, not as if caught up in the throes of a romantic confession, but more as if devising the most terrible punishments he could imagine. At least I hoped so. I did so love a man with imagination.
 
   My mother sniffled and broke the spell. “So romantic.” She sighed. “You young men. Brings back happy memories, you know.”
 
   I didn’t like the sound of that at all, but luckily didn’t have to think about it since my father chose that precise moment to burst through the door, paper in one hand and a set of what looked to be brand-new brushes in the other.
 
   When he saw us, he came to an abrupt halt and stared around, as if he’d never met any of us before.
 
   The moment his gaze fell upon my would-be picture, he frowned. A low growl sounded in his throat like the beginning of a threatening storm. My father really wasn’t keen on other people or their work in his special domain.
 
   “What have you been doing?” he snapped, striding up to the easel.
 
   I was hoping my picture might melt into nothing under the heat of his expression but, sadly, it didn’t.
 
   My mother took a breath in order to find suitable phrases to calm my father down once more—she was used to it after all. However, it was Johnny who actually spoke.
 
   “We’ve been admiring your paintings, having some pretty hot ménage sex and giving Liam the chance to paint,” he said casually, as if discussing the weather forecast or the sad state of British politics. “We thought that would probably be enough for a first visit.”
 
   Yes, indeed, it probably would, I thought. My father pursed his lips and I was sure that, behind me, my mother snorted, though she quickly turned it into a cough.
 
   “Liam’s painting again?” was my father’s response, as he stared closer at the picture in question. I hoped this particular shock might counteract the rest of Johnny’s explanation, though I was sure my mother would repeat it all to him in glorious Technicolor later.
 
   As my father continued to peer at my sex-fuelled efforts with paint, I closed my eyes and tried to appear invisible. No chance of that with the Delaneys about.
 
   “Open your eyes,” Mark said. “As I told you, no friend of the Delaneys tries to hide.”
 
   I obeyed him and felt Johnny’s comforting hand on my elbow. Several thoughts passed through my head and, for the first time in a long time, I gave them proper house room.
 
   Maybe Mark was right. Heck, he usually was.
 
   Then, not being entirely sure where I’d found the courage, but happy it was finally there, I straightened my shoulders and walked the few steps to stand next to my father.
 
   Silence.
 
   I ought to say something sensible before my brain imploded, but couldn’t work out what that might be.
 
   “Did you paint this?” my father asked at last, turning toward me and fixing me with that particular stare of his, which usually put me in my place.
 
   To my surprise, I found myself smiling at him. “Yes, I did. I painted it whilst being rimmed by Mark and licked into heaven by Johnny. I do my best art under the influence of pleasure. Don’t you?”
 
   This time, my mother did laugh and murmured something about her “dreadful men folk” I didn’t quite catch. My father ignored her, which was probably the wisest choice.
 
   Instead, he raised his eyebrows and turned back to the painting. “In that case,” he said, “I’m glad you’ve finally found your painting method. Because I have to say, even though it’s rough and you’ll need to touch it up considerably, this is the best thing I’ve ever seen you produce. Well done, son.”
 
   Then he hugged me, properly, and I hugged him back. I had to think hard of my upcoming work schedule at the gallery in order to make sure I didn’t shed a manly tear or two.
 
   I might not have quite succeeded, though, as Johnny handed me a tissue, and I pretended to blow my nose. At the same time, my mother asked Mark to help her turn off the heater and put it back in its accustomed place, all of which gave me a chance to pull myself together. Thank God.
 
   “All right,” my father said, unfurling himself from my grasp and allowing both of us time to recover our manly Britishness. “The party’s over and I’ve done my social interaction for the night. Lovely to meet the new men in your life, Liam, but now it’s time for you to go and for me to paint.”
 
   He held out his hand for the twins to shake, which they did most solemnly, and a few moments later, the four of us—minus my father who already had that painterly glint in his eye—were outside the studio and making our way back to the living room.
 
   “Loved the painting, my dear,” my mother was saying. “A mixture between Jackson Pollock and surrealism, and a miniature to boot. Who knew? I hope you’ll do more like that, though, presumably, if you carry on having sex while you paint, you might want to put down sheets. I’ll have to get cleaners in, by the looks of it. Don’t worry as, of course, your father’s unlikely to notice.”
 
   For fear of what else my mother might say, I gave her a hug, too. Mothers and one’s own sex life weren’t ever meant to mix.
 
   “Thanks for everything,” I said. I gazed at those delightful Delaneys to include them in my gratitude, too. “Maybe painting isn’t as bad as I’d been imagining it was, after all.”
 
   And it wasn’t either. I might even paint another picture, and as soon as possible, too, if the twins were there to help me in their own special way. Funny how my outlook on a lot of things had utterly changed from the moment when Mark and Johnny had so suddenly come into my life.
 
   “Of course it isn’t, darling,” said my mother, never being one to be easily persuaded to stop a conversation. “Have you time for a coffee?”
 
   I shook my head and, letting her go, gave the Delaneys the sexiest Irish smile I could produce. “Thanks, Mum, but actually I’d like to go home. Because, when it comes to it, it’s where I belong.”
 
   And the twins, my twins, those delicious and dangerous Delaneys, really couldn’t help but agree.
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