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Chapter One

 

 

 

Dana Matthews stared out the car window at the passing English countryside and tried to tamp down her resentment over this assignment. Okay, perhaps it wasn’t resentment. It was more frustration than anything else.

Since her research scientist position in the United States had been eliminated, she’d been dancing on a taut wire—taking the same job within a different branch of the company, transferring to a new country, leaving behind her husband. Ex-husband now, she reminded herself. He’d been set to join her until she’d discovered a few months abstinence had been too much for him. He’d screwed their next door neighbour, Miss skeezy pants—Miss I’m-twenty-two-and-you’re-not skeezy pants—and tried to claim it was a mid-life crisis.

“You okay, Dana?”

Dana glanced over at the brown-haired man beside her and nodded. Jason Kerzi and the other passenger of the car, Christopher Brown, were part of her problem. Also research scientists, but working different projects, the two were headed to London to meet with the Powers-That-Be and explain the findings on their latest work…something about frog DNA and a cancer gene. She hadn’t worked on their experiments so other than witnessing excited whispers from the other side of the lab while they ran computer models, she didn’t pretend to know what they’d discovered. 

Their work had little bearing on her own experiments. Which made her question her presence on this trip.

There was no doubt in her mind, she’d been sent to chaperone the dynamic duo while they met with the big wigs who were flying over from the Former British Territories AKA the United States. It galled her. Why should she play mother-hen to the boys? Thirty-seven wasn’t old, damn it. Certainly not eighty. Surely the twenty-somethings could keep themselves in line for a few days.

This assignment put her last frayed nerve on edge. Not because the meeting would suck up her weekend. Not even because she had to chaperone. She took a deep breath and inhaled the intoxicating scents of her companions’ colognes. 

Her tension stemmed from the fact that she found both men unsettlingly attractive. Attractive? That was an understatement. She wanted them both with a lust befitting a nubile co-ed. And she’d done her best to hide it for the last eight months. That didn’t stop her from alternately fantasising about one or the other of them in her bed each night.

She sighed, hoping neither of them caught her mooning over them this weekend. How embarrassing would that be? Hopefully, they’d get to their hotel and she could closet herself in her room until morning. After several hours closed in this car with them, she could use a break from their magnetism.

Maybe she was going through some sort of mid-life crisis. She stifled a snort. She’d always told her husband she’d trade him in for two half his age. At twenty-seven each, Christopher and Jason almost qualified.

Christopher turned in his seat to look back at her, the late-afternoon sun catching his golden-blond hair. “Are you sure you’re not feeling a bit off? We should be there soon and you can nick a bit of sleep before tonight.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Tonight?” she repeated slowly, looking between the two of them.

Jason’s blue eyes sparkled with mischief. “Yes, we’ve been talking—”

“Plotting, you mean,” she interrupted.

He laughed and her pussy immediately clenched. Her fingers fisted on the seat beside her. Please, God, don’t let them be able to smell how aroused I am. Aroused? Pathetic. What would they think if they knew their co-worker, a woman ten years older, wanted to fuck them? They’d probably be horrified…especially when they discovered she harboured thoughts of having both of them at once.

Jason patted her hand, sending a tremor to her core. “You’ve never visited London except for a brief trip from Heathrow. We want to show you the sights.” 

“I don’t think so,” she replied, her voice a bit shaky. “It’s been a long day. You two go party—or whatever you’ve got planned—and I’ll hang out in my room.”

The men exchanged a glance, then each resumed a face-forward position. She suddenly suspected there had been a plethora of silent communication in their small exchange. Great. Now she was paranoid, too? She took a deep breath and tried to remember she was a respected scientist in her field. This lack of self confidence wasn’t necessary.

She smoothed her hand over her skirt, conscious of the few pounds she’d gained since her early twenties. She wouldn’t stand a chance with a guy if she stood side by side with Miss Skeezy Pants.

Stop it! her brain yelled. Her nails dug into the car’s armrest. Good lord! She needed to get out of this car. Shutting down her thoughts, she mentally recited the chemical periodic table by rote. A sense of calm came over her, and she temporarily relaxed as the letters and numbers floated through her head like sheep lining up to be counted on the way to sleep.

She almost forgot Jason and Christopher were with her. Almost, but not quite. Their presence was so thoroughly imbedded into her subconscious that they were never completely removed.

Damn. She was too old for a crush. Or would it be crushes? Whatever. She’d apparently lost her mind.

Forty minutes later, the vehicle rolled to a stop before the Blakesbury Hotel. A uniformed doorman rushed towards them while Dana gawked at the five-story building like a gauche bumpkin. Her company, Cranston Enterprises, hadn’t scrimped on their accommodations. The Blakesbury was top notch. 

To her surprise, Christopher jumped out of the car and opened her door. She glanced at his outstretched hand then tentatively placed hers in it. A strange spark rocketed up her arm. What the hell? Her eyes went wide and she swallowed looking away from his deep brown eyes.

Was that interest in his gaze?

You’re crazy, Dana. She glanced again and whatever she’d seen was gone. She chided herself that it had probably never been there. Desperate… Was that what she was? Not good. Perhaps she should visit the bar tonight and find a nice older gentleman to spend the evening with. Yeah, someone more suited to her age might fuck away this idiotic craving over her colleagues.

Sudden confidence filled her and she grinned as she straightened and smoothed her clothing. Excitement trilled through her as her heels clicked on the walkway. Getting laid might just do the trick.

 

Jason watched the sway of Dana’s hips and wondered how the hell he would survive this weekend if she refused to spend any time with them. Christopher’s arm slung around his shoulder as his friend tilted his head and watched their colleague’s progress into the building.

He released a dramatic sigh.

“Buck up, Mate,” Christopher said. “The weekend’s young. She’ll come around.”

Christopher always knew what he was thinking. Not surprising since they’d been research partners since college.

“Young might just be the problem,” he replied. “I don’t want to fuck this up. Our research—”

“Don’t worry about our funding. We’ve worked too hard to mess up now…besides, no one’s as close to the leukaemia cure as we are. They need our brains.”

They both knew being close was still a million miles away, but Jason nodded anyway. “And Dana’s. They need Dana’s brain. Maybe we shouldn’t go through with this… If she gets pissed and runs, we’ll be on the carpet.”

She didn’t know it, but her research might just be the key needed to break the code he and Christopher had been deciphering for so long.

He grabbed his suitcase from the boot of the car and turned to find Christopher staring at him.

“What?”

His friend shook his head. “I’m just wondering who the hell you are. What have you done with Jason? Who planned this trip and underhandedly got Dana hooked in? Who practically writes sonnets about her legs? Who growls when another man talks to her?”

“All of those things apply to you too. Look, I’m not wussing out…I’m just being cautious.”

The growl Christopher had mentioned rose in Jason’s throat as he glanced towards the electronic doors in the front hotel. Dana stood there, flirting with the doorman—a bloke who appeared ten years her senior. Christopher grabbed the back of his shirt as he started forward.

“Easy, mate. She’s not really interested in him. Look at the way she’s got her arms crossed in front of her.”

Jason took a deep breath.

He knew the plan…there was a plan. Before tonight ended, Dana would know exactly how they felt. And where they wanted her.

His arms fairly trembled with the need to hold her. Be patient, Christopher had advised—damn his minor in psychology. And he’d been right, but it hadn’t been easy. The first moment he’d seen her, he’d wanted her. It had been like a knife to the chest to discover she was married. Bollocks! Then he’d felt like a wretch when he’d wanted to cheer over her divorce. Of course at the same time, he’d wanted to strangle that idiot in America for causing her pain.

Dana seemed to come through it okay, though some of her vibrancy had faded. He wanted to return the glimmer to her eyes. He knew he could. He saw traces of it whenever they spoke…or touched…or he caught her looking his way.

It was that spark which had precipitated this plan. The big wigs from Cranston Industries headquarters, the company for which they worked, were flying in tomorrow for a day, which was why the group was meeting in London rather than the small town which housed the subsidiary offices. There wasn’t time for the cross-country drive north.

Seeing an opportunity, he’d outlined the reasons why Dana needed to be involved in the trip and why her research should meld with his and Christopher’s…not an untruth which made the plan all the more viable.

The thing was…the project was dear to him, but truth be told, his need for Dana overrode all but the most deep-seated of his concerns over the project.

He swallowed as she peeked over her shoulder now. “Are you coming?”

Not yet.

 

Christopher paused as Jason started after Dana into the building. As much as he chided his friend, he too had reservations about this weekend. Jason wanted to find the cure because his mother had died from leukaemia. He on the other hand had something to prove.

It didn’t escape his attention that Jason was treated as the brains of their operation, while he was viewed as the tagalong companion. What else should a bad boy expect? Despite his attempts at respectability, he couldn’t shake that tag…

Bu Dana didn’t view him like that. He loved her easy, teasing grin. His cock twitched at the grin she’d shot over her shoulder. She was up to something. He studied her sexy walk while he wondered what was going on in that head of hers.

If you’d get your eyes off her ass, you might figure it out, ignorant git.

The car pulled from the kerb and Christopher hurried to meet his colleagues in reception. “We have one room listed,” the man at the desk said to Jason and Dana as Christopher joined them. He placed his hand casually on Dana’s back, the silk of her shirt smooth beneath his palm. He smothered the urge to trace the ridge from her bra with his fingertips.

“Oh for God’s sake,” Dana muttered. “How cliché is that? You’re kidding me right.”

Her breathing accelerated beneath his hand and there was no mistaking the rapid beat of her heart. A quick glance showed she wasn’t particularly angry. Excitement, then?

“There should be two rooms,” Christopher said. “I have the confirmation if you need it. Two rooms, already paid in full by our company.”

The clerk blinked at him, then started tapping away at his computer again. A few minutes later—unfortunately—he supplied the keys for two rooms on two different floors. It wasn’t what he wanted but it was the right thing. Dumb though, because if he and Jason had their way, they’d only be using one room anyway.

Dana turned to them at the lift. “See you tomorrow morning. Shall we meet in the lobby?”

“You sure you don’t want to see the sights?” Jason replied. “It’s not so late that we couldn’t get tickets for a show.”

She laughed and shook her head. “No, you two go ahead. Have fun. The old lady of the group is gonna rest.”

Christopher scowled. Dana was anything but old. She might have a few years on him and Jason, but good lord, she didn’t look a day older. He’d never known a woman to pull off sexy and classy with the flare with which Dana did. Everywhere she went she garnered glances from men, and they weren’t just benders admiring her glossy brown hair in its bouncy cut nor the brand of her killer high-heel shoes. Christopher couldn’t have guessed at the brand, all he knew was that they were hard-on specials. Just a glance at her long legs, accentuated by the spiky shoes, and his cock went to instant attention…like now.

He adjusted his garment bag to hang partially over his crotch. What was it about her that made him want to bang all day—and night—long? He wasn’t some randy teenager. He’d outgrown this sort of nearly uncontrollable need years ago.

“You’re going to stay in your room all night, then?” he asked in disbelief.

A faint pink tinge spilled up her cheeks. “Uh…” She looked away and he knew she had a plan that didn’t include her two co-workers or staying all night in her room. “Mostly. If I feel like it later, I’ll come down and get something…to eat.”

Eat? Right.

Jason glanced at him over her head. Now what? his gaze seemed to say.

“All right, luv,” Christopher agreed, though it was the last thing he wanted. “We’ll catch you later. Ring us up if you’re not so knackered later.”

Jason turned on him as soon as the lift’s doors closed, shutting Dana away from them. “Bloody hell! What was that? I could have convinced her.”

“Did you really want to drag her out to show her Buckingham Palace, Big Ben and the Thames?” Christopher laughed. Jason had it bad. He’d never seen him this overwrought. Not Mr. Charming. No, normally he could seduce a woman out of her knickers in five point two seconds—unless her name was Dana Matthews.

“No but I don’t want to spend the night playing naughts and crosses, either.”

Good lord, neither did he.


Chapter Two

 

 

 

A hot bath, some hot thoughts, perhaps a quick but hot finger-fuck and maybe she’d relax. She needed to forget the idea of sex with Christopher and Jason. They were her co-workers, for God’s sake. She might need affirmation that she was still a sensual woman, but not with them. Trouble was, she didn’t really want anyone else, even if it was career suicide. 

She just needed to keep this obsession to herself. They didn’t need to know.

Four hours in a car with them was about three hours fifty-five minutes too long. Their presence had seemed to fill the vehicle while their scents…

Their colognes were different yet similar with woodsy under-notes which mixed with their natural aromas to knock her off balance. It was such an intoxicating blend of…man. Her sex throbbed as she recalled it. He ex’s scent had never spurred such arousal. It was namby pamby at best and didn’t inspire thoughts of being dragged up against a warm, hard chest. Or two.

She grinned. She was so bad, imagining both Christopher and Jason at once. Fucking the two of them had been the theme of her fantasies for months and she didn’t reckon that would change any time soon. There was something decidedly naughty about the idea of taking her pleasure with two men…but the fact that they were both ten years her junior titillated her senses beyond reason. She chuckled. In her dreams they could be her boy toys.

Mmm…yeah. Her own personal boy toys ripe for her bidding. She liked that.

Slowly, she unbuttoned her shirt. Her eyes drifted shut as she thought of Jason, his intent chocolate brown eyes filled with passion as he reached for her while Christopher reached for his fly. Jason would be the unbuttoning type. Christopher would be a ripper. Since she didn’t want to ruin her blouse, she went with the least destructive.

His fingers would graze her breasts as he slowly pushed one pearlised button after another through the holes. Her breath caught as knuckles brushed her skin. Her nipples tightened without being touched and suddenly her lacy, underwire bra seemed too tight. A sigh trembled from between her lips as her top slipped down her arms and floated to the bathroom’s tiled floor to land beside the skirt she’d discarded earlier.

Moisture flooded her pussy, lubricating the folds she’d soon caress. Moaning, she cupped her breasts enclosed in Victoria’s Secret’s finest. Sexy lingerie was her secret indulgence and one she’d never fed when she’d been with her ex. He didn’t care what she wore…she did. Now she bought what she wanted and what she wanted was naughty panties and bras. No one else saw them but they made her feel good.

Her cream seeped into the silk over her sex as she imagined her boy toys seeing what she wore beneath her suits. One hand drifted down over her slightly rounded belly. She ran her palm over the garter holding up her stocking. Christopher would kneel in front of her and run his hands over her silk encased legs. Of the two, he was the more tactile. She’d nearly gone through the roof when he’d put his hand on her back earlier. Only a bite to the inside of her lip had stopped a moan and the urge to beg him to slide his hand south.

She did moan now as she tormented her nipple with one hand and pushed the fingers of the other beneath her satin and lace panties. Sensations shot between her breasts and pussy, making her thighs tremble. The muscled in her abdomen tightened as heat coiled in her womb and her body readied for an impending explosion.

Not yet. She wanted this to last. She wanted to be so sated that she wouldn’t think of Jason and Christopher for a few hours. Like that would happen…but she happily deluded herself while she slipped her fingers through her nether curls. Her folds were slippery as she leisurely stroked through them turned on by how turned on she was. She flicked over her clit, shuddering as lightning surged through her.

She jumped as a knock rattled on her door. She struggled from the sexual haze which had enveloped her. Spinning, she spied the white courtesy robe left out by the hotel’s housekeeping. Slipping into the voluminous garment, she tied the belt tightly around her waist and kicked off her heels. The knock came again accompanied by a deep, “Room service.”

She sighed. Christopher. What timing. What would he think if he knew she’d been fantasising about him touching her just moments before? After flipping open the deadbolt, she swung open the door. Her eyes went wide at the sight of not one but both of her companions outside the door. They’d changed and were now dressed in faded, low slung jeans and T-shirts which clung to their muscled curves. Damn, these men didn’t look like scientists…they looked like models. Hot, well-developed models.

They crowded into her room before she could stop them, and Jason pushed shut the door. He held a champagne glass in his hand. She realised that Christopher did as well—actually, he had two glasses and a bottle of bubbly. Where the hell had they gotten that? She’d wager it was even chilled.

“We thought maybe you’d like a drink,” he said, reaching to set the glasses and bottle on the counter just beyond her. Jason’s followed.

She shook her head, her heart starting an erratic pounding rhythm. “Guys, this isn’t a good idea—”

“It’s a perfect idea,” Christopher responded, stepping close so that the space between them disappeared. So did her air. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. The sexual haze returned, clouding her vision.

“And a long time coming…” Jason added, taking her trembling hand. His lips closed over her fingers as Christopher’s mouth covered hers. All thoughts of saying no, all reasons to deny this, disappeared. She wrapped her free arm around Christopher’s neck. Lifting on her toes, she opened for his thrusting tongue while she pressed her breasts to his chest. The thick terrycloth stymied feeling him fully, but it couldn’t disguise the hard planes pushing at her nipples.

“Mmm, what’s this I taste?” Jason growled. “Naughty, naughty girl. Having a bit of fun were we?”

Dana’s eyes went wide as she realised which fingers he’d sucked into his mouth. Oh man…her drenched folds trembled. This was really happening. They were really here, together, taking what they wanted and what she’d wanted to give them for so long. She moaned into Christopher’s mouth as her eyes closed again. 

“Thinking of us?” Christopher asked against her lips.

“Yes,” she replied without thinking. Embarrassment shot through her and she tried to pull from them, but Christopher’s grip around her waist was like iron as was Jason’s hold on her wrist.

“Don’t be embarrassed, luv,” Christopher said. “We’ve wanted you too. Late at night, alone in my bed, I’ve thought of your lush thighs embracing me. Your sweet body pressed to mine while I lose myself in you.”

She felt hands at the robe’s belt then cool air as the garment fell open. A hand splayed over her belly.

“We’ve tried to be subtle. That hasn’t worked,” Jason said, his fingers inched lower. “Now it’s time for hard and fast. Say no. If you don’t want this, say no now.” His breath riffled the fine tendrils of hair at her temple while his fingertips probed just below her waistband. “Say it now, before it’s too late.”

Christopher pulled back a fraction of an inch. She gasped for breath, feeling his heat and Jason’s hand ever so close to where she wanted to feel them both.

“I can’t,” she replied. “Don’t…stop…”

This was insanity. She should make them leave her room. They should forget any of this happened. What happens in London, stays in London and all that…

It could. They could have this weekend then go home and forget it ever happened. She’d wanted a fling. Here was one readymade.

“I need to see you,” Christopher announced. He took a step back and she fought the urge to cover herself. They wanted her, she guessed they should see what they were getting. She bit her lip…would they think she was too fat? Guys like them could have skinny Miss Skeezy Pants types instead of a more rounded, older type like her.

Or would they think she was too wanton? A horny Mrs. Robinson type? She could only imagine what they’d see as they looked at her in her sexy lingerie with the robe draped on her arms where it had caught on the crooks of her elbows. She straightened her arms and let it fall to the floor.

“Bloody hell…” Jason murmured, his words sounding more like a prayer than a curse.

“Yeah…” Christopher enjoined. “Dana, I’ve never…you’re so…Christ…”

Her lips turned up at the corners, but the grin faded as Jason closed in on her. She couldn’t smile in the face of the lust lurching through her. She could barely do anything but feel.

Jason swung her into his arms. “I want to taste more of you—directly from the source.”

“Oh God,” she breathed.

“What are your thoughts on bondage?” Christopher asked behind them.

“Uh…” Thoughts? She was supposed to have thoughts? 

“Being tied up. Ravaged by the two randy men you’ve tormented for six months.”

“I didn’t—”

“Oh yes you have,” Jason interrupted. “Your fuck me shoes, your sexy walk, the disapproving glances when we cut up…not giving us the time of day even when we try to woo you with candy bars and daisies.”

“I didn’t realise—”

“And to think you’ve been hiding these lovely lacy things beneath your clothes. Definitely a naughty naughty woman.”

Flashes of their now obvious courting bombarded her. How on earth had she missed that?

“Very naughty,” Christopher added. “I think she’ll most definitely need to be tied up.”

“Christopher is into a little bondage,” Jason whispered. He winked. “I guess I am too.”

“Okay?” she squeaked, her answer more of a question. They wanted to tie her up? And do what? If she was restrained, they’d be able to do whatever the hell they wanted. 

Her heat level knocked upward several notches. She’d never fantasised about that…

Jason set her on her feet facing the bed, while Christopher sat on the edge, his legs bracketing hers. Moving behind her, Jason skimmed his hands lightly over her back. “So smooth,” he told her as his fingers went to the clasp of her bra. Tingles raced through her like an uncontrolled shiver, vibrating from the epicentre in her core. She loved to be touched and if anything, it had been what she’d missed most since coming to England. The touching. The closeness.

The two men crowded close, pushing aside the aloneness which had plagued her. Warmth from their presence flooded over her. “Cup your breasts, baby,” Jason said behind her. Show Christopher what you do when you’re all alone and thinking of us.”

Staring into Christopher’s eyes, she lifted her hands and did as Jason instructed. The full globes weighed heavily in her palms. She hoped they didn’t sag too much, that they found them attractive, that at least one of them would fuck her soon…

Jason’s hands came up beneath hers and tightened on her hands. “Squeeze those pretty pink nipples.” She pulled on the tips, whimpering as another wave of arousal flooded to her pussy. Each time she rolled the hard peaks, her body responded until her legs trembled beneath her.

Christopher leaned back on his elbows and watched her. His hand drifted to his fly, running over the hard arousal there. His eyes seemed completely black, his breathing ragged. “God, I want to fuck you.”

Good. Because she wanted nothing more. She stared at him, never breaking her gaze as she danced her fingers over her nipples.

Suddenly, Jason tipped her forward and she landed on Christopher’s chest, pushing them both into the mattress. He chuckled and hooked his hands beneath her arms, sliding downward towards her hands. Grasping her wrists, he pulled her arms wide until she was trapped and couldn’t push upward from her position. Every hard ridge of his youthful body pressed into her. 

“Bondage,” he murmured into her hair, his fingers tightening slightly on her wrists. “At our mercy.”

A tremor went through her.

“You like that, don’t you?” he asked.

Did she? Her cream was about to escape her panties and trickle down her legs. She nodded, pressing her burning face in his neck. 

“Dana, look at me.”

Slowly, she lifted her head and gazed into his dark eyes.

“I want to see every reaction. I want to see your pleasure.”

Jason splayed his hand on her back. The pressure urged her sex against Christopher’s pelvis. She imagined riding the obviously large cock hidden inside his pants, the wanton images pushing her arousal to new heights. She’d never felt like this!

“Relax,” Jason said as he smoothed his hands along her legs. He toyed with the top of her stocking. “I like these. Hot. You know what will be hotter?”

“No,” she choked as his fingers hooked in her panties, dragging them down.

Christopher stared directly at her. Was it possible to fuck someone with a gaze…? Because he was doing it. He nipped her bottom lip never breaking the eye contact. She trembled, trying not to look away. 

“When they’re coated with your release…and ours,” Christopher rasped. An involuntary whimper escaped her and he captured it with his lips, hungrily taking her mouth and feasting as if he’d never tasted a woman before.

“Spread your legs farther apart,” Jason gently ordered, his voice distant as Christopher ravaged her mouth and sent her senses spinning. She automatically complied, gasping when Christopher slipped his knees beneath her legs and pushed them apart, spreading her wide. 

This was bondage as she’d never imagined. Restrained and spread wide not by ropes or steel, but by flesh. 

Held wide, she couldn’t flinch away when Jason licked the inside of her thigh, starting at the silk and working his way to her pussy. Parting her with his thumbs, he slashed his tongue along her folds. A near orgasm tumbled over her as she cried out, her hips jerking beneath the pleasure.

“Yes, luv,” Christopher whispered. “Give over to him. Let him taste your sweet cream. I love the sounds you make as you cry more. The way you tremble in our arms. We want everything you have.”

What the hell had happened here? The boy toys she’d fantasised about were now here in the flesh and giving her orders. She hadn’t considered this scenario. In her thoughts, she’d always been the one in charge even though in reality, that was the last thing she’d wanted.

Jason’s wide shoulders brushed her upper thighs. “So wet,” he murmured as he dragged his thumbs along her dewy folds. “And hot.” He pushed two fingers into her sheath, stretching the tight muscles. It had been so long. Even before she and her husband had parted, it had been months since they’d slept together. 

“Baby, I can’t wait to feel you squeeze my cock and milk every bit of my cum from me.”

Her eyes went wide and Christopher chuckled, the movement of his chest causing his shirt to chafe her nipples. “Didn’t your ex talk dirty?”

“I don’t think he knew how,” she managed, though right now she couldn’t remember his name. She barely remembered hers. Jason’s fingers pushed in and out of her. Her back arched as she reached for more pleasure. He pressed his mouth to her, drawing her clit between his lips, and she couldn’t contain her shriek. Release pulsed over her and shot dagger-like pleasure through her limbs.

Relentlessly, he continued to fuck her with his fingers while he lapped her escaping fluid. “Mmm, so good,” he said.

Pulling his fingers from her, he reached up until they touched her lips. She froze. She’d never…

But this was all new. Tentatively, she parted her lips and sucked her juices from his fingers, surprised by the tangy, not unpleasant taste. Her tongue darted along his knuckles, cleaning every bit away and caressing the flesh as if it was his cock. He groaned when she flicked his fingertips. He jerked away his hand. “You’ll make me lose it.”

“My turn,” Christopher said before she could respond with a cheeky comment. She thought he’d tumble her onto the mattress and dive between her legs, instead, his hand knotted in her hair and he dragged her down for another kiss, sweeping his tongue inside to gather the taste of her cream.

Then he did tumble her over beneath him. Her arms went around his shoulders and she realised he’d released her. Pressing her heels onto the edge of the mattress, she moved towards the middle of the bed. Christopher followed. His hands were everywhere. 

To her surprise, she felt Jason’s hands too as he unbuttoned Christopher’s pants and pulled down the zipper. She pulled her mouth away from Christopher as his pants were tugged down. 

“You two are…” Gay? They couldn’t be.

“Not bloody likely,” Jason muttered.

“No, not exactly,” Christopher panted, using the break to yank off his shirt. 

“Then how exactly?”

He stroked his fingers down her cheek. He continued to her shoulder and then to her breasts. His thumbs stroked over the taut peaks, sending shards of delight through her. She pressed upward into his touch, wanting more. Her breath caught as he pinched one tip. 

“Luv, neither us is into men. My hands were busy, and Jason is impatient. He wants me to get on with it, so he can…get on with it.”

He knelt between her knees, his impressive erection rising from a thatch of wiry, dark blond curls, his jeans bunched around his knees.

Jesus, he was hot.

Her lips twitched and she tried for the disapproving school marm look she gave them when they were horsing around at work. “I’m not fucking you with your pants shoved to your knees like a teenager sneaking his first sex.”

“No?”

Okay. Maybe she would. She lifted her knees and braced her feet apart to welcome him inside. It smacked of illicit sex, quick and hot…not that she really wanted it quick.

Christopher grinned that wicked smiled that always made her crazy with need. “I think you’d like it.”

She thought he was probably right. Her garters and stockings, his worn jeans and muscles, reminded her of the old fantasy of the socialite and the handyman. She had a few things she’d like him to fix and she knew just where he could put his tool. She reached for Christopher, even more turned on than she’d been before.

“I want you to fuck me. Hard.”

“I want you to wear these,” Jason said and she suddenly realised he’d disappeared and returned. Now, he sauntered from the bathroom, her shoes dangling from his fingers. “I want to fuck you in your ‘fuck-me’ shoes.”

She bit her lip, lifting a foot up beside Christopher’s side. He grasped her ankle, holding it up. Jason slowly slipped on the first heel, stroking his fingers up her calf. He gently placed her foot back on the bed. They repeated the process with the other foot.

Amazement duelled with her arousal. No one had ever treated her with such care. And she’d certainly never thought anyone would be turned on by her footwear. She pressed her heels into the blankets feeling sexy and naughty and well…wanted. In marriage she’d felt like a commodity, like electricity or running water. Christopher and Jason made her feel like a rare delicacy.

Looking into Christopher’s eyes, she lifted her hips and traced her pussy with her fingers. “I want you here. Please…” she whispered.

He leaned forward, the tip of his cock parting her folds. “Oh balls,” he swore.

“What?”

“Condom… Luv, you have me so worked up, I almost forgot. I never forget.”

She smiled smugly as he pulled a square of plastic from his pocket and ripped it open with his teeth. So she’d made him forget? A worthy, if dangerous, goal to repeat.

Reaching between them, he parted her. He surged forward. She cried out in unison with him as he seated himself to the hilt, filling her with one forceful stroke. Even as her body adjusted to his wide cock, she loved the feel of every inch. Filling her. Stretching her. Claiming her.

He began a driving rhythm, pushing deeply with each thrust. Beside her, Jason shoved down his pants and climbed onto the bed. She drew him closer with an arm around his waist. The head of his cock bobbed before her face and she took him between her lips. Her tongue swirled along the underside, pressing the ridge there as she worked up and down the shaft with the same momentum as Christopher’s shoved in and out of her pussy.

“Blood hell, Chris. I can feel you pounding her,” Jason gasped.

And if feels so good, she thought, never slowing. Her awareness split as she met Christopher’s thrusts, yet paid equal attention to Jason. His hands buried in her hair, pulling slightly as she moved. And she loved it. She wanted more and more of their possession. More and more of their youthful abandon. 

She moaned around the cock in her mouth as the one below stroked across her sensitised tissues. Tension balled in her womb, small tendrils reaching for release. The strands continually tried to break free and explode through her body only to be reined in at her edge. Her orgasm trembled there. Almost…almost…

Her lips clamped around Jason as he fucked her mouth, the head of his cock sliding along the roof of her mouth on one push and pressing against her tongue on another.

“Oh baby. Oh my God…” he cried as she increased her suction, lightly scraping him with her teeth then soothing the hard length with flicks from her tongue. He stiffened as he shoved deep, one last time. Cum sprayed down her throat and she swallowed convulsively, struggling to swallow his salty tribute.

She licked her lips and smiled as he pulled free. Breathing heavily, he lay down beside her and kissed her. His hand pressed over her belly and she almost screamed as the sensation of Christopher’s pummelling intensified. Her breaths gasped from her as Jason abandoned her mouth and moved to her ear.

“Do you know how hot you are? Letting both of us fuck you? I can feel your belly quivering beneath my hand. You’re about to lose it, aren’t you?”

She whimpered, his words focusing her being on her pussy and Christopher’s cock.

“It’s coming isn’t it?” Jason continued. “You’re going to squeeze him until he can barely move. Those tight little muscles I felt are going to suck him dry.”

She panted, her hand unconsciously going to her breast, squeezing the mount, and sliding up to pinch her nipple.

Jason nipped her earlobe. “I can’t wait to be inside you, too. I’ll fuck you until you writhe for release but I won’t stop…not until you’re screaming out your second…or third orgasm. Then I’ll fuck your ass, but I won’t wear a condom. I’m gonna fill you with my cum.”

She screeched, his words shoving her over the edge as she lurched upward onto Christopher’s cock, her pussy slamming into his groin. A wildfire of sensation raced through her as her whole body convulsed in rapid-fire explosions.

“Yes, you like that. Squeeze him. End him. So I can have my turn.”

Her head shook from side to side as Christopher continued to piston in and out of her fisting cunt. She couldn’t take more. How could Jason talk about more? A second orgasm followed on the heels of the first. Her body gushed around him, soaking his pelvis and her thighs. 

“Oh yeah, luv,” he groaned. “Feels so good.” His fingers tightened on her hips. He kept going.

“Baby, he’s almost there,” Jason rasped. “His teeth are gritted. The tendons in his neck are tight. Look at the muscles in his arms.”

She could barely see for the sexual haze over her. When she looked up, Christopher’s dark eyes stared down at her, his chest heaving. Captured in his gaze, another release took her. Her fingers fisted in the pillows as she cried out. Wave after wave of pleasure washing over her. 

He groaned, deep from his chest, and slammed forward one last time. Drained he fell to the side. Jason immediately took his place.

“No,” Dana gasped, her head rocking on the pillows. She couldn’t take more.

“Yes,” Jason hissed his wide cock sliding into her still convulsing passage. New pleasure shot through her as he slowly eased in and out of her.

“Yes…” she sighed. Her body calmed slightly.

“Baby, you feel so good.” He turned so she was over him. She gasped as he slid deeper. He grasped her ass urging her to move. Cautiously, she moved feeling exposed in this position. There was no hiding anything that bounced or jiggled or sagged. She was distantly aware of Christopher moving from the bed.

“Harder,” Jason muttered. “God you’re beautiful. Ride my cock. Fuck me.” She did, but he met her stroke for stroke, surging his hips upward and grasping her hips to pull her down on him. Her thighs burned, the sensation travelling up in to her ass then her pussy, heating her and driving her wild.

The bed depressed behind her and she felt Christopher against her back. His hands worked over her body, caressing her, cupping her breasts and rolling her nipples. One hand drifted down to rub her clit. She cried out wildly and reached her arms behind her to hug his body close. She closed her eyes, feeling the sensation of Christopher’s pubic and thigh hair abrading her ass as she bounced up and down Jason’s cock, ever mindful not to get too wild or she’d stab her thigh with the heels she still wore. Reaching down, she pulled them off, flinging them aside, then embraced Christopher again.

She felt his hand working between them, stroking the crack of her ass and slowly working between the globes. She stiffened as his fingertip circled her anus.

“Relax, luv. I won’t hurt you,” he said. He kissed her shoulder. He tossed a small packet on the bed beside them about the same time she realised his fingertip was slippery and he was working it past her ring of untried muscles. She went rigid and his teeth sank into her shoulder. She jerked at the pain, even as she was aroused by his primal move.

And his finger was all the way in her.

He’d bitten her as a distraction. Bad bad man. Sliding her hand down, she pinched his ass in retribution. Wild ribbons of illicit pleasure wove through her as she journeyed a path she’d never taken…riding one man…another’s fingers—at least two now—in her ass. Christopher mimicked her rhythm over Jason, plunging and withdrawing in time to each stroke.

Who was this wanton woman?

Invigorated, she leaned forward on all fours over Jason, slamming down on his cock and grinding her pelvis to his with each downward drive.

“Faster,” Christopher urged.

Jason’s lips clamped over one nipple, pulling and tugging as she rocked. His teeth grazed the sensitive peak and he soothed it with his tongue the way she had with his cock.

Thought slipped away and she became a ball of sensation. Bodies, hands and mouths became like one. All she knew was the pleasure arcing over her like electric surges dancing over her skin and through her blood. Orgasm after orgasm wrung from her as she cried out hoarsely. She may have screamed. She didn’t know. She was vaguely aware of Jason stiffening beneath her, his cum spraying inside her. Their hot fluid coated his cock and dripped from them as he continued to move.

The pungent aroma of sex filled the air. Dana wanted it to fill her, further arouse her senses. Behind her, Christopher withdrew his fingers and left her to complete her ride with only Jason’s cock filling her. Another mild release riffled through her before she collapsed on Jason’s chest.

She slid sideways onto the mattress, exhausted, her fluid and Jason’s cum running onto her thighs. 

“Oh my God,” she mumbled.

“Yeah,” Christopher replied.

“You didn’t wear a condom,” she said, vaguely indifferent to the knowledge. Shouldn’t she care? Too much effort right now. She’d care in the morning.

“Mumps,” Jason murmured. “Sterile…and clean.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s cool. Christopher’s fine…when we decide to be parents. Makes sex easier for me.”

“Mmm…we’ll have to do that again.” But not now…she couldn’t move.

“At your command,” Jason panted.

“Whenever you want,” Christopher said at the same time. 

Together, the men pulled her up the bed to lay properly on the bed instead of sprawled across the middle.

She smiled, burrowing her head into the pillows as Christopher snuggled into her front, his thigh between hers, and Jason spooned her back. Her boy toys…

Her brow furrowed. But how long could she keep up with them?

Didn’t matter. This was a weekend fling. Before she knew it, they’d be on to whatever young thing caught their eye and she’d have some great memories. 

She squeezed shut her eyes as overwhelming pain hollowed her middle. How would she bear it?

“How long before you’re ready again?” she asked. Tonight was about sex…tomorrow about business and Sunday about going home. Until then, she didn’t want to think.


Chapter Three

 

 

 

Dana slowly came awake. It took her a moment to remember she wasn’t at home in her own bed. It took her a few seconds longer to remember why two heavy weights crossed her middle, holding her securely.

Jason and Christopher. Last night had been…

She had no words for it and for once in her life she wasn’t going to do the scientist thing and analyze it to death. They’d fucked her like crazy and she was still tingling. 

And she needed a shower. She shifted, feeling her legs stick slightly from their secretions. Um, yeah. She needed a shower bad.

She carefully scooted from between the two men who instantly snuggled together like puppies. She couldn’t suppress a grin. If they were into ménage, then they had to be used to touching each other once in a while in non-sexual ways. The two of them were so adorable she wanted to take a picture. They wouldn’t appreciate that.

Tucking the sight away in her head, she padded into the bathroom and quietly shut the door. Carefully, she peeled away her stockings, thinking they weren’t so hot now that they were sticking to her skin. After tossing them on the counter, she turned on the water in the shower. While the temperature adjusted, she set out her towel and put her toiletries in the enclosure then stepped inside.

Stinging needles of water pummelled her already sensitised skin. She sighed and relaxed beneath the spray, though she hurried so she could return to her lovers. In just a few minutes, she switched off the faucet and reached for her towel. And found bare porcelain.

Shoving the hair from her eyes, she scanned the floor. No towel. And the door was open.

“Who took my towel?” she yelled. She reached for one off the rack over the toilet and found empty metal. “Hey! Who took all the towels?”

Jason appeared in the doorway, naked, his arms crossed over his chest. “Come on out, baby. We’ll dry you off.”

Christopher stepped beside him, taking the same stance. The two of them blocked the doorway, two muscle-bound gods with erect penises. “I woke up hugging Jason,” Christopher groused. “Not cool.”

“I didn’t mind you kissing my shoulder.”

Christopher shoved him. “Shut up.”

Jason made a face, clearly having won the match and turned back to Dana. “You left the bed without permission. Seems like grounds for punishment.”

Permission?

“Come along,” Christopher said, crooking his finger. “We’ll get you dry, luv. Then wet.”

Dana stared at them from the shower. Her skin was getting a trifle chilled while her insides were heating up and melting, ready for more fun with her men. And they were…men…regardless of what she called them in self defence. And that’s what it was when she called them boy toys. It was her way to make sleeping with two men ten years her junior acceptable in her eyes—as a fling, but nothing more.

“I’m going to need another shower,” she said dryly.

“Hopefully.” Christopher tilted his head. “Are you going to come along, or shall I come and get you?”

Oh the choices. She’d be happy with either.

Pushing her hair from her eyes again, she lifted her head and straightened her shoulders, then stepped regally from the shower. They parted as she reached them. Grabbing their cocks, she continued walking and pulled them into the sleeping area.

She let go of them and crossed her arms beneath her breasts.

Christopher reached for a towel. There were several others wadded up nearby, leading her to believe the guys had done a little clean-up of their own while she’d been showering. She expected him to dry her but instead Jason guided her towards an overstuffed chair on the far side of the room. Gently, he bent her over the padded arm. When she moved to plant her arms in front of her, he pulled them behind her and tied her wrists with something that dangled over her buttocks. A glance revealed one of her stockings. It trailed over her rapidly drying skin, tickling her as she squirmed.

They were serious about the bondage.

Before she could contemplate the implications and what might come next, the other stocking covered her eyes, but instead of immediately tying it behind her head, Jason looped it around and ran the two ends between her parted lips before he tied the ends behind her. Dampness having nothing to do with her shower flooded to her cleft. Dana whimpered behind her gag, wondering what the hell she’d gotten into. Trepidation and excitement merged as she waited for Christopher and Jason’s next move. 

She was surprised when fluffy, soft fabric rubbed over her body. One of the men guided her back to standing and whoever wielded the towel, worked it over her torso and then her legs, avoiding her pussy. The process was repeated on her back.

A moment later, she heard the thump of the damp fabric hitting the floor. Large hands bent over the chair again. No, over knees. One of them sat in the chair now and she was lying over his thighs.

“Legs apart,” one of them said, his voice rough and unrecognisable. She complied knowing her cunt must glisten with her arousal.

She had no way of knowing which man was where. Neither spoke again nor gave any indication.

A hand stroked her ass and she shuddered. She hadn’t been spanked since she’d been a small child but she’d read things…titillating things about it. She moaned hoping it would happen quickly. Surely that was what they intended.

The draping tails from the stocking tied around her wrists were lifted and dropped onto her back. Suddenly the hand was gone only to return a moment later with a resounding smack against her buttocks. Despite the sound, the spank wasn’t particularly hard. Still, needles of pain prickled from the spot. She cried out but the sound had barely escaped her when the hand landed again and again.

The pain mutated quickly, transforming to heat which flooded through her. She rose up, offering her behind for more as pleasure began to fill her. Again she wondered who this wanton woman was who gave herself with such abandon to these men. Whoever she was, Dana liked her. She wanted to remain as this woman who was far removed from the prude she’d been as a married woman. 

The blows continued, hard enough that she could feel them but light enough that she had no doubt she’d be able to sit through their meeting this afternoon. She wanted more. 

All at once, the spanking came from the other direction and she knew the other man had taken over. His hand fell more heavily and seemed to cover more of her bottom. She moaned and squirmed as heat from it travelled upward into her back and downward to her pussy. She longed to press her legs together and relieve the tension and need in her sex.

Two legs braced hers apart when she started to move and she groaned in frustration. She needed… She needed to be fucked. 

Again? After all the times they had last night? Yes. Hard and fast, thankfully, just like Christopher and Jason seemed to like it.

Instead, she received another stroke against her ass.

She shrieked when sudden cold replaced the heat. Slowly, an ice cube was dragged over her burning flesh. When it was gone, another replaced it. Her torturer made lazy trails over each buttock, tracing the underside before travelling down to her thighs. She tried to squirm away as another cube travelled up her thigh. An arm held her in place.

Cool tendrils of water ran down her as the ice continued to melt. She flinched when cube traced the centre of her sex. The cold seemed at first unbearable. As it pressed inward, the sensation turned to pleasure. The deft fingers pressed a new piece of ice over her clit, then worked it into her throbbing channel. The fingers remained, pushing in and out of her.

She squirmed, her passage flooding with the melting water and her cream. What would it feel like to have Christopher or Jason’s fiery cock ploughing into her chilled passage? How long before she found out?

Two more fingers probed her ass and she felt a chill unrelated to the ice as lubricant was worked in and out of her tight passage. Slowly, something unfamiliar probed that area, slowly sliding in until it popped into place, the base pressing her buttocks.

A butt plug? No way! 

Again she was shifted, until she lay across the arm of the chair again. Her shoulders rested against the seat and she turned her head, waiting. Excitement pulsed through her, and despite the ice, her body was heated. She sighed in pleasure as a cock pressed to her entrance. Slowly it slipped inside.

God how she wished they’d talk. Still their anonymous, silent actions turned her on more than she would have ever thought. Why had she ever thought of them as boy toys or thought she could take control of this liaison? She never had been. They were. And they were showing her now in their slow, seduction of her senses and possession of her body.

She trembled as she submitted to whatever they wanted. Her thighs quivered and she wanted to beg them to fuck her hard just the way she liked it. She whimpered, pushing against the wide head of the arousal parting the slippery folds at her entrance.

Jason she decided as he surged forward. She hadn’t heard the rattle of a condom being opened. His shaft speared though her sensitive tissues. It was so full. She hadn’t imagined how the butt plug would press against her passage and double her sensations. Mindlessly, she tried to get more of him as he pulled back just as rapidly, but she couldn’t control anything in this position. Perhaps that was the point. He thrust once, twice more, then suddenly withdrew.

No! He couldn’t do this! Tears of frustration filled her eyes as she felt him move to the side. 

But then a second cock was there, pushing inside, claiming every centimetre of her tender passage. Again there were two more strokes, and he was gone. No wonder she hadn’t heard a condom, Christopher didn’t intend to come. Neither of them did.

Over and over they fucked her, neither taking more than a few hard strokes. Nonetheless, the pressure built inside her until she knew her release was imminent. It loomed before her, a gaping door, promising fulfilment.   

She wobbled as she was pulled to standing. Two sets of fingers probed her pussy.

“So hot and wet, baby. You want to come?”

They rubbed her clit as she nodded. She had to come. She needed to. This wasn’t just about want. One of them pinched the small bud and lightning shot through her. She lurched, a cry trapped in her throat. Her knees gave out and she would have fallen, if not for strong arms holding her upright.

Relentlessly, they tormented the nub, bringing her orgasm after orgasm until she hung weakly in their arms helpless from the pleasure and the need clutching her. On each release, her body called to be filled, but they denied her, giving her what she now recognised as a half-life. Release without true fulfilment. She needed them in her. She needed them over her.

She could never go back to the fantasies she’d used to sustain her.

How had they known her thoughts? How had they known she’d planned to go back to that and try to forget this after the weekend?

But they had known and she couldn’t go back.

Finally, they laid her on the bed. Her legs bent over the edge. Her bound arms beneath her lifted her pelvis towards them. She heard a condom wrapper. Christopher. Thank goodness. He lifted her legs, drawing them up so her feet rested on the mattress and she was spread wide for him. With anyone else, she might have tried to squirm away from being displayed. But not with Christopher. Not with Jason. 

Christopher ploughed into her so quick and so deep, she didn’t have time to breathe. Her release came so quickly, it took her by surprise. Her body clenched around the plug, clenched around Christopher.

The bed sank beside her and she felt Jason lean over her. His mouth fastened on her breast. He pulled at the peak, drawing it deep as she continued to squeeze Christopher’s cock—not that it stopped the relentless pistoning or the unbelievable tremors quaking through her. Christopher groaned, driving deep one last time. His fingers dug into her thighs.

Jason’s mouth brushed her ear. “You scared us this morning…”

But she was just in the shower.

“You’ve brushed us off so many times. We thought maybe—”

She shook her head, denying his words.

“Don’t push us away anymore, Dana,” Christopher enjoined.

“You need to see us for the men we are… We’re not kids playing at adulthood.”

“We’re grown men with grown-up responsibilities, commitments and desires. And we know what we want.”

Jason traced a finger between her breasts before splaying his hand over her breastbone. “We want you, Dana. All of you. Your companionship, your body.”

“Tell us you want us too, luv.”

“We need you, baby.”

She nodded her head, shocked, but so full of love for them, she could barely bear it.

They pulled her to her feet again. Wonderment filled her and she speculated on what would come next. God knew. These two surprised her at every turn. 

And they did again. 

They started dressing her. She tried to shy away. She couldn’t dress. She needed to shower again.

Christopher pulled her against his chest and breathed deeply. “I love the smell of your arousal. Just knowing it’s because you’ve fucked us… By tonight I’ll be so randy, I might fuck you all night again.”

Well who needed sleep anyway?

“And I haven’t come yet,” Jason added. “Who knows when it might overcome me? I might have to drag you off to a dark corner of the Tube and have my way with you while the trains speed past.”

She made a small aroused sound in her throat. Right about now, she probably would let him fuck her in public if he wanted to. She couldn’t wait to spend the day with them before rushing back here to meet with the executives flying in from the Cranston Industries headquarters.

The sooner she was dressed, the sooner they could go. She didn’t fight as they fastened her garter belt around her waist and helped her into fresh stockings. A skirt followed. Her wrists were released, and a silk blouse slid up her arms and was buttoned. No bra. No panties. Did they expect her to traipse around like this today?

“Don’t remove the blindfold, yet,” Christopher ordered when she lifted her hands. Obediently, she dropped her arms to her sides. This was the game they were playing and she’d abide by the rules.

A hand patted her ass, running over the end of the plug. “Do you like our present?” Jason asked.

She couldn’t respond with her mouth gagged so she lifted a shoulder. 

The sound of dressing came to her then the door opening. “After we go, you can take off the blindfold,” he said. “Meet us in the lobby in twenty minutes. As you are.”

The door closed. Leaving her alone in silence. She stood there for a moment, listening to the sounds of the building. She heard nothing but the tick of the clock on the bedside table.

Lifting her hands, she removed the stocking. She blinked at the sunlight streaming through the far windows. Her room was in shambles and it looked like an orgy had taken place there. She ignored the mess and went directly to the mirror to check her appearance. 

Walking was…interesting. Her legs still wobbled—God that had been amazing sex. Each step accentuated the plug in her ass and drew her attention to the play of muscles there. Experimenting, she sat on the edge of the bed. The plug pulled slightly and pressed deeper inside her. A moan tore from her at the wicked pleasure. Was it supposed to feel this way? She’d been wrong about the spanking too. Her buttocks had reminded her of what had happened as soon as she’d sat. Already, she needed to come again, and the pleasure-pain only reminded her of that. 

Need or not, she had no desire to bring herself to release. Not after this morning.

She stood and returned to the mirror, gazing at her unfettered breasts behind the white silk blouse. The tips of her nipples poked against the soft fabric. She straightened and the aroused peaks became more evident. If she looked hard enough, she could see the faint shadow of her areola, too. The muscles in her cunt flexed in reaction.

She panted, trying to breathe away her arousal and only succeeded in inhaling the scent of sex. Oh lord! Could she actually leave the room like this? She was a walking bundle of ‘fuck me now’ energy.

What would her superiors think? She bit her lip and noticed how her eyes sparkled. At the moment, she didn’t care what they thought. She was already hired. Her work was valued. They wouldn’t fire or demote her for not wearing a bra and only three people in the room would know she wasn’t wearing panties.

Thankfully, the plug wasn’t visible through her clothes. She couldn’t have gone along with that.

This weekend might have started out purely as a business trip, but now it was about Christopher and Jason. For someone who’d always been business minded, it was as if she’d lost her mind.

About time, too. 

 

* * * * 

 

Jason paced the lobby. “How long should we give her?”

Christopher leaned against one of the posts facing the lifts. He glanced at his watch. “It’s only been fifteen minutes.”

Jason leaned his shoulder against the post for a moment then took off pacing again.

“Uh, mate…” Christopher said, trying hard not to laugh. “You should have just fucked her. Why didn’t you?”

His lips quirked. “Truthfully? I figured once I started—once I really started—I wouldn’t be able to leave the bed. I would have wanted to stay there with her all day. And now…I’m terrified that we scared her to death and she’d not gonna show. And if she doesn’t, I’ll bet my cock she won’t let us past her bedroom door again. I don’t even care about that part either. Well I care, yeah. But really, I just want to be with her.”

“Yeah. Me, as well.”

“How can you be so bloody cool about it then?”

Cool? His insides were a huge jumble right now. Sleeping with a co-worker wasn’t exactly the way to be taken seriously at the job. Or in life. Unless things worked out, which he hoped they would. Still, if things worked in his and Jason’s favour and Dana indeed wanted them, they’d still have issues. Their little home town was about as straight-laced and uptight as a place could get. One man married one woman. End of story. No one was gay. No one had a ménage fling let alone a relationship. Couples didn’t live together unless they were married.

Two men and a woman in love would stand out.

He glanced at Jason. Perhaps they’d have to discuss moving.

The bell over the lift rang and he grabbed Jason mid-pace and turned him towards the opening doors. Dana stood there, more gorgeous than ever, a beauteous smile on her face. This wasn’t the pinched smile she used at work nor the playful or naughty grin. This was a full out toothy smile.

She headed for them, her happiness never fading. “Yes,” she said. “I want you. Both of you.”

“Even though we’re younger?” Jason asked. Christopher knew the root of that question. Jason had put up with being treated as an inferior youth for his entire life. The youngest of five children, he’d been babied. When his mother had died, that coddling had only intensified. Even now, his older sisters were sure he couldn’t function on his own. He didn’t want anyone thinking of him like that…especially Dana.

“Even though.”

“And even though our taste in relationships is considered…ah…deviant by some,” Christopher asked.

“Even though.”

“For how long?” he pressed on.

“Christopher!” Jason admonished. 

He shook it off. “Dana, I don’t want you to do this because it’s taboo and exciting. We’re not a walk on the wild side.”

“Christopher,” she whispered. Gently, she pulled his head towards her and reached up to kiss him. Her mouth slowly opened, caressing his, worshiping. His hands loosely bracketed her waist as her soft lips feathered against his. “I said I wanted you,” she repeated. “Not your image.”

“What about me baby?” Jason laughed. “I have a complex too.”

Leaving his embrace, she pressed into Jason’s arms. Christopher bit his lip as she pressed her pelvis to his friend’s. Lucky bloke…but then, he had one coming. 

“You’re perfect for me,” she told Jason and kissed him in much the same manner. 

“Hot damn, English chicks are hot!” exclaimed an American youth who happened to be sitting in the lobby nearby. “Didja see that?” he asked his friend. “She’s with both guys.”

Dana giggled and pressed close to Jason, pulling Christopher into their embrace as she peaked over Jason’s shoulder at the boy.

“You got a sister who lives near here?” the other American asked.

“Sorry boys,” she laughed. “No sisters and I’m not British.”

“Holy crap! You’re American, too. Let us know if you wanna come play with the hometown boys.”

Christopher growled under his breath, turning his deadly gaze on the pair.

“Or not,” they both said, cringing back into their chairs. “Jeez, touchy people.”

Yeah, he was touchy. Dana belonged to him and Jason. No one else had better…touch.

 

* * * * 

 

 Dana was still laughing when they returned to the hotel hours later. Christopher and Jason had dragged her all over London. As soon as they’d learned she’d always wanted to see London Bridge, they’d taken her, showing her the Thames and introducing her to the Tube along the way. She’d seen Big Ben, a famous cathedral whose name she couldn’t recall and the inside of a very questionable pub. But the food had been good. 

A silly grin curved her lips at the memory. Hands had wandered underneath their table in a dark back corner, stealing beneath her skirt, while she’d caressed both their cocks. And every time one of them was close to coming, the waiter would appear. She’d been ready to scream with frustration, until Christopher had squeezed her clit while Jason’s fingers darted in and out of her. She’d pressed her mouth into Jason’s shoulder to suppress her howl as she’d climaxed right there in the middle of pub.

She’d insisted they leave the waiter a really big tip.

And poor Jason…

Still hard with no relief in sight.

Afterwards, they’d strolled through Hyde Park enjoying the sun and the chilly spring breeze. Dana had been enchanted by the greenery in the middle of the thriving city. Surrendering to her wanton side, she’d considered suggesting the guys find a secluded place…but even her wanton side didn’t want a run in with the police—or the bobbies, as Jason had called them at one point during their jaunt.

All too soon it was time to return to the hotel and attend the meeting.

 

* * * *

 

Jason followed Christopher and Dana down the hallway to Dana’s room anticipating what would surely follow when they entered. They had an hour and thirty before they needed to appear downstairs and all of them were vibrating with barely restrained sexual energy.

Christopher dropped back to talk to him when the neared the door and Dana went on. “I think I’m going to go to our room and go over the presentation.”

Jason looked at him as if he was high. What the hell…? He glanced at Dana, then back at Christopher questioning him. “We know it backwards and forwards.”

“You know it backwards and forwards. I could use a little refreshing. And you could use a little—well, I appreciate what you did this morning.”

Suddenly, he understood. Damn for a brilliant scientist, he was thick sometimes. For some reason, Christopher was clearing out so he could be with Dana. “Are you sure? You don’t owe me anything. It was just the way things happened.”

“I’m very sure. Look, we both have to face it. Most of the time it will be all three of us, but occasionally we’ll each have some alone time with Dana. I’m not jealous or resentful of that and I know you don’t work that way either.”

Jason looked at him, feeling the fuzzy kind of feeling one only found with family. “Love you, mate.”

Christopher made a sound in his throat, laughing as he looked away. “Plonker.” He shook his head. “Always knew you’d say it first.”

“Always knew you’d avoid it.”

Christopher punched him in the shoulder and he punched back.

Dana cleared her throat. “Should I just go read a novel?”

Jason dashed to her side, dragging her into the room. “Absolutely not!”

As soon as they entered the room and the door shut, Dana dropped to her knees and opened his fly. “You’ve been so patient,” she said, shoving his pants and boxers to his knees. She immediately took him into the warm cavern of her mouth. He reached for the wall for support.

Her hands stroked up the back of his thighs until she cupped his ass. Gently, she squeezed, pulling him towards her as she took him deep in her mouth. Her wicked tongue flicked along his length, before she pulled back and flattened it over the head. 

The whole while she gazed up at him, her eyes worshipful as she loved his cock. His balls drew up as she worked him, his mind focused on her mouth and the way her lips stretched around him.

Circling his base with her hand, she began a rapid forward and back motion and his fingers curled against the wall. “No, Dana. Baby, you’ve got to stop.”

He pulled back, popping free of her lips. As cool air touched his skin, he almost regretted stopping her. Quickly, he tugged off his shirt and stepped from his pants.

Dana came willingly as he pulled her to her feet. Even through her shirt, her breasts felt so good against him. He pulled out her shirttail and worked his hand up beneath her shirt until he found her exquisitely shaped breast. He knew some women complained that they were too small at this size, but he found her perfect.

She shuddered as he brushed his thumb over her nipple. Corresponding satisfaction filled him. He liked bringing her pleasure. He loved watching her face as each sensation took her. 

“I’ve been dying to fuck you again,” he told her. “Today was agony.”

“I’ve been thinking of little else since this morning. Seeing Big Ben was great, but I couldn’t get my mind off Big Jason and his promise.”

“Promise?”

She leaned up on her tip toes until her lips were at his ear. Her minty breath brushed across his cheek. “That he was going to fuck me in the ass and fill me with his cum. I haven’t before, you know. Never had a man…or a dildo there. Just this plug. Today.”

“Bloody hell, baby! You’re gonna make me lose it!”

She laughed and turned, bending over the bed and pulling her skirt up around her waist. “Please Jason. I need you.”

He bit his bottom lip, gazing at her rounded ass, highlighted by her dark garters and stockings, as well as, the dark skirt bunched around her. She was a school boy’s fantasy, and now as a grown up, he finally got to have the dream come true. He licked his lips. The pink base of the plug peeked from between her cheeks. Slowly, he pulled it from her, her low cried wrapping around him as he worked it free.

“Now,” she panted. “Please now.”

He knew he should woo her to a higher level of arousal, but he chose not to. The entire day had been foreplay. Neither of them could move much farther along the sexual plane.

Quickly, he found one of the condoms he and Christopher had left out when they’d gotten ready for Dana that morning. Despite his earlier promise, he wanted to fuck both her ass and her pussy. This was the only way.

He slid on the rubber, then generously lubed the length of his cock with the lubricant which had been with the pile of condoms.

“Be careful,” she begged, as he placed his tip at her crinkled rosette. “First time.”

“I will, baby. I will.” Bit by bit, he worked inside her measuring his progress by her whimpers and rasped entreaties. The tight hole clamped around him, squeezing him as he went. So fucking tight.

“Please, all the way. More.”

Satisfied that she could handle it, he shoved forward the last inch until his groin mashed against her ass.

“Dana,” he groaned.

“Oh God, I can feel you so deep.” She took several choked breaths. “It’s so…I never thought it would be like…” She pushed onto him. “More,” she demanded in a guttural voice. 

Carefully he moved, mindful of her untried passage, but before long, the segued into a deep thrusting rhythm. His fingers dug into her hips and he pulled her up into his drives. She shuddered, her already tight muscles fisting around her. He’d lose it quick at this rate and he wanted so much more. 

“No!” she cried as he pulled free.

“Shh… It’s all right, baby. Climb up on the bed.”

He discarded the condom and followed her. Dana turned into his arms, her legs twining with his. “When I come, I want to be inside your pussy with you squeezing around me while I look at you,” he told her. Shoving her legs apart, her surged inside her, his only thought that of uniting with his woman and finding release at long last. His hands buried in her silky shirt and he realised, he’d been so caught up with her ass that he’d forgotten her clothes. Damn, this was different without Christopher. Together, they would have had Dana naked by now, one pleasuring her while the other took care of business, both making her writhe.

He pulled free the top button of her blouse, kissing the skin in between as he powered into her cunt, stretching the passage and drawing hoarse chants of pleasure from her.

“Yes,” she cried. “Yes, Jason!”

With a yank, he tore free the rest of her buttons, at least three going flying. He didn’t care. He needed her skin. He needed to taste her and smell the floral scent she’d dabbed between her breasts. 

There was no way to easily remove her skirt so he left it, along with her stockings. Her pussy was bare and hot as it enveloped him and he was in heaven…clothes or not. Dana writhed and he knew he wasn’t alone. Her glossy brown hair spread out over the pillows, getting caught in her fingers as she fisted the pillows.

“You like that? Quick and hot?” he rasped.

She nodded, making a non-verbal sound as her mouth dropped open and she arched beneath him. Her body tightened with release and he struggled to keep from coming. He pushed her legs up towards her chest, holding her wide as he continued to thrust.

Bollocks! It had been too long today—holding off since this morning. He couldn’t stop. As Dana’s second climax washed over her, it grabbed him and dragged him along as well. A great surge started in his balls shooting forward and his cum exploded forth into her, marking her as his. 

“Better?” Dana asked.

“God, yes.”

She yawned. “You guys wipe me out. I wish we had time for a nap.” She stretched and closed her eyes. “Mmm…can’t. S’posed to keep you out of trouble.”

“What?” he demanded.

She opened an eye. “That’s why I’m here, isn’t it? I’m doing a really bad job of it.”

“No, baby. Not even close.”

 Reaching for the phone, he called Christopher and told him to come upstairs. They all needed to talk. He didn’t want to move, but he forced himself out of the bed and went to retrieve his pants. Afterward, he waited near the door for his mate’s knock.

Christopher rolled his eyes when he saw Dana half clothed and asleep in the middle of the bed. “Botched it up, did you?”

“Did not.”

“Huh. Okay. She didn’t want her clothes off?”

“Shut up. I didn’t call you to critique my performance, though judging by her deep sleep, it didn’t suck.”

“I never thought it did.”

“She thinks she’s here to babysit us.”

Christopher frowned, obviously displeased by that. “That doesn’t bode well… Dana, luv,” he said, sitting beside her and jostling her shoulder. “We need to talk to you.”

Murmuring, she turned over and buried her nose in his hip. He looked up at Jason. “It really didn’t suck.”

“Not even close,” Dana muttered. She stretched, her adorable face scrunching as she did. “Please tell me someone is making coffee.”

“In a minute, baby. We need to talk to you.”

“What?” she asked. Her eyes were suddenly alert as she pulled a pillow over her front and sat up, looking warily at them. Pain pierced through Jason as he recognised hurt and panic in her stare. Lord, she thought they were gonna dump her in the bin with the rubbish.

Christopher took her limp hand. “There’s no easy way to say this and I want to get it out before we go downstairs—”

She pulled away. “It’s okay. I get it.”

She obviously didn’t get it at all.

Her fingers shoved through her hair. “If you two could leave. I’ll get dressed and—” 

“Dana! Listen,” Jason demanded. “We love you for God’s sake. Will you stop trying to run away or shove us out?”

“Wh—love?” She looked from him to Christopher. They both nodded. Christopher opened his arms. For a moment, she gazed at him then she dove into his embrace. Jason climbed up behind her and hugged her from behind.

“Tell me,” she said.

“I love you,” he said, kissing her shoulder. Christopher murmured the same.

It wasn’t what they’d intended to say, but it worked just the same. They’d hash out the rest later.

“Hey, you didn’t tell us,” Jason teased.

She rolled her eyes. “Of course I do.”

Christopher leaned towards him, chucking him on the shoulder. “At least she didn’t call you a plonker.”

“Shut up.”

“A what?” Dana asked. “What’s a plonker?”

 

* * * *

 

“And that’s our project in a nutshell. You’ve already reviewed the data we sent, but we could go over the numbers or any questions you might have.” Jason closed the folder in front of him which outlined the research he and Christopher had done, as well as the proposed direction of the project. He took a sip from one of the bottled waters the hotel had provided as a courtesy then looked back and forth between the men he and Christopher had addressed.

Dana stared at her lovers in amazement, the reality of their intelligence settling in once again. How had she ever thought of them as boy toys? They were destined for great things. In a few years their names would be famous in the medical science community.

Kyle and Marcus, the executives visiting from Cranston, glanced at each other then nodded. Marcus cleared his throat. “As you’ve mentioned, we’ve reviewed the data. The progress you’ve made is impressive and we feel it’s just the start of what you’ll do. We want to move this project back to the Cranston site in the United States. As soon as possible. Within the month at the latest. You’ll find facilities there to better accommodate this particular research. Our lawyers have already started the process for testing permissions.”

No! They were supposed to support the project, not move it. The reality of what they were saying punched Dana in the stomach and she thought she might be sick. This couldn’t be happening. Jason and Christopher were leaving, going to America while she stayed in England.

All good things must come to an end…  

“Excuse me,” she said, getting up from the table. She had to get out of there before she threw up.

“Dana…” Christopher said as she passed. She shook her head and kept moving. They’d only had one weekend together. She shouldn’t be so attached. Why then did it feel like someone had sucked the air from the room?

Spots speckled her vision as she headed for the restroom a couple of doors down from the conference room. She stumbled through the outer ‘ladies’ lounge’ portion and headed to the sinks in the actual restroom. She closed her eyes, gripping the marble counter. The cool stone did little to alleviate the heat prickling across her skin.

She should have paid more attention to her yoga breathing… Calm down Dana.

She would be fine. So she’d had a weekend of bliss. It was the kind of fantasy most women her age only dreamed of—unbridled sex with two younger men. Two men who had treated her as if the sun and moon rose from her pussy. They’d made her their sustenance and the air that they breathed.

She felt the same.

But she couldn’t deny them this opportunity to fulfil the dream they’d shared for so many years. They’d find a cure. She knew they would. Both men were brilliant beyond their years. She couldn’t selfishly deny the world of what they offered…just to keep them in her bed.

Taking a deep breath, she turned on the water and splashed her face then dried it with paper towelling. The spots continued to pepper her vision. Accelerated blood flow, rapid breathing, she told herself. Get a grip. So you go home and dream about them some more while you touch yourself. How will it be different?

Now she knew what the real thing was, and it was a mere shadow of reality. She knew how the two men interacted, how they loved her…how she loved them.

Backing against the wall beside the sinks, she slid down the marble until she crouched. Leaning forward she pressed her head to her knees.

Get a grip, Dana. Get a grip. Breathe.

“Dana?” came Jason’s frantic voice. “Are you okay?”

He was in the ladies’ lounge? A guy?

“Dana?” Christopher. Equally distressed.

“I’m okay,” she called. She slid back up the wall until she stood unsteadily on her feet again. Fuzzy lines now blocked half her vision. A migraine. Great. Nice timing. In about twenty minutes she’d be able to see again but the pain would be blinding.

Her hip bounced against the counter, and she stumbled as she slowly headed towards the door. She heard a whoosh as it was pushed open.

“What’s wrong?” Christopher demanded. His voice seemed to thunder off the walls.

“Migraine. Please don’t yell.”

“Oh luv.” She found herself lifted and carried back into the dimmer lounge area. He sat down with her across his lap and she pressed her face into his shoulder.

“Do you have pills in your purse?” Jason asked.

“Yeah, but—” She realised she had no idea where her purse was located. In the conference room? Or had she dropped it in the bathroom? Or on the way to the bathroom…? Oh crap.

She heard rattling, then a few tablets were pressed into her hand. “You left it by your chair when you walked out. Here. You looked ill, so I brought you one of the bottled waters, as well.”

Muttering a grateful thank you, she downed the medication. With luck, the meds might take effect before the pain began. 

Jason slipped onto the couch beside Christopher and pulled her so that she sat on his lap while she was stretched across his friend’s chest. Slowly, he stroked her back and hip while Christopher sheltered her head with his own, cradling her against him.

“We’re not going without you,” Christopher murmured. 

“You have to,” she insisted weakly. “You’ve made such progress. You can do so much.”

“So can you. We want you to work with us. We’ll make that clear.”

“Your genetics research coincides with our cancer work,” Jason added. “Together they appear to take us one step closer to the cure. We think your research may hold a key.”

They’d been scoping out her research without her knowledge? It should tick her off, but she didn’t have the energy for it. She chuckled weakly. “So you want the old lady for her brain.”

Christopher’s arms tightened around her. “Call yourself old again and I swear I’ll spank you.”

Again? Didn’t he realise that wasn’t much of a threat? After this morning, she knew she liked it.

“You have a couple of years on us. So what?” he continued. “You’re gorgeous. I feel you rolling your eyes. Stop it. You’re perfect for us. No twig-like girl stands a chance beside you. You’re a woman with curves and depth. Besides…between your years of uninspired marriage and our wild bachelor years, I think our ages are evened out.” 

“Now you’re digging.”

Jason caught her chin, making her look at him and she was pleased to see her vision was starting to clear. “The age thing doesn’t matter. Say it.”

“It does sort of.”

He groaned, tipping his head back on the seat. “Dana!”

“Well…come on. At my age, we’ll have to have the kids you mentioned right away.”

Both men stared at her and embarrassment flooded through her.

“I mean—”

“Don’t you dare take it back Dana Matthews! You’re ours forever,” Jason interrupted.

Well, that wasn’t exactly what she’d said. It’s what she wanted though.

Christopher kissed her, then Jason did, neither stopping until they were a jumble of limbs tangled on the couch. And then they started again.

A discreet cough eventually broke them apart. “Excuse me.”

Wide eyed, Dana looked up at the two men standing over them. Heat flooded to her cheeks. Wait! This was the freaking ladies’ lounge, wasn’t it? What the hell were all these men doing in here? And now she was out-numbered four to one. Weird.

“I take it you three are together,” Marcus said. “A threesome?”

“Yes,” her lovers both said emphatically, hugging her tight.

Marcus looked at his partner, Kyle. “That solves the housing problem. Um…we hate to interrupt you three, but the staff in the hallway pointed us to you. We have to rush for our plane. Our wife is expecting any time and we want to be home, but before we go, we just wanted to tell you, Dana, we’re sorry to uproot you again. This should be the last time, we hope. We hope all of you will love Cranston.”

Kyle smiled. “You’ll find the town very accepting of our lifestyle.”

The pair shook hands with Jason and Christopher, nodding respectfully to Dana. “Congratulations, may this be the start of something huge.”

Dana looked at Jason and Christopher as the men left, her heart full of her love for them. The start of something huge? She had a feeling it certainly would be.
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