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Chapter One

Danni was sick and tired of people not taking her seriously. She jabbed the button of the elevator in the big office tower.

If her coworkers knew she’d come to the client site on the weekend to look over the final installation and examine all the nuts and bolts, they would be annoyed as hell. She was here to clean up some of the sloppy work they’d done. No one had listened when she’d pointed out the problems at the time and now they were at the wire. They didn’t listen because she was a woman.

The project would be unveiled on Monday and she, for one, wanted to be proud of the job they’d done.

The doors whooshed open and she immediately felt the heat wafting into the elevator. It was the weekend, so the air-conditioning was turned off and it was ninety degrees out. She stepped into the executive offices of Topaz Industries.

She liked a lot of things about this company, but especially their dedication to green technologies and doing the best for the environment. Not that she had a say in the clients her company contracted with, but it made her want to do the best job possible for them, even if it meant giving up her weekend and defying the limited beliefs of the team and their boss.

She walked through the hot offices, carrying her knapsack over her shoulder. She wound through the corridors until she found the trouble spot she was most concerned about and dropped her bag to the floor. She was wearing denim cutoffs and a loose plaid shirt, the sleeves rolled up. She was already starting to sweat, though, so she unbuttoned the shirt, then tied it, baring her midriff. She grabbed the bottle of water from the outer pocket of her bag and took a deep sip, then reached inside for her tools.

* * *

Blake stared over Evan’s shoulder as he made their agreed-upon change to the slide. Evan was the more artistic of the two of them, making a presentation that would knock everyone’s socks off, while Blake had more of a flair for speaking in front of a group.

The presentation was on Monday to all the staff at the official unveiling of their new corporate headquarters here in Philadelphia. He and Evan were pleased with how the space was working out and Blake was sure that together, they would ignite a high level of enthusiasm in the team.

The construction crew had done a great job getting the office completed right on schedule. He and Evan had arrived on Wednesday to check progress personally and the place had been crawling with workmen.

Blake had wanted to get a look at the place to get a feel for the office flow and Evan had wanted to see how the décor had come together. Blake had hired someone specifically to ensure the colors and furniture used were conducive to a calm yet invigorating work environment.

When they’d shown up that day, however, they’d been greeted by the sounds of circular saws, hammering, and heavy boots plodding over unfinished hardwood floors. The small hope they’d had of getting any work done in the offices on Friday had dissipated immediately, so they’d waited to come in today when things would be quiet.

The problem with being here on a Saturday was the lack of air-conditioning. Blake had shed his jacket and tie. He unbuttoned a few more buttons of his shirt. Evan already had his shirt undone to his waist. But they wouldn’t put the air-conditioning on for just the two of them. That would be an awful waste of energy.

“We’re getting close,” Evan said as he hit the preview button to view the revised slide.

“Yeah, I’m about ready to call it quits,” Blake said.

“I know, buddy, but if we just push through, we won’t need to come in again tomorrow.”

They could have had a staff member put the presentation together, but there were some things they felt strongly about doing themselves, and firing up the staff about this move was one of them.

Blake glided a hand through his hair, pushing it off his face. Evan was right. Blake totally attributed their rapid rise to success to Evan’s unending drive to push through whatever it took to get the job done. That’s why he was an excellent business partner. And the way he insisted they kick back and let loose after a hard run made him an excellent friend.

“Okay, let’s look at the next slide.” Blake stared at it, concentrating. He knew they needed some wording changes here to increase the effect.

The high-pitched whine of a drill pierced his concentration.

“Fuck, what the hell?” Evan grated. “I thought the workmen were all done.”

“You and me both,” Blake said. “I’ll go take care of it.”

He headed toward the door of the office.

“I’ll come along,” Evan said as he stood up and followed him. “I need to stretch my legs.”

They strode into the hall, following the nerve-grating sound. He didn’t know why someone was working on the weekend, and he didn’t care. He just wanted that infernal noise to stop.

He turned a corner and . . .

“What the fuck?” Blake stopped in his tracks and Evan practically ran into him.

Instead of a burly workman, what he saw was a well-proportioned, sexy ass in tight-fitting denim cutoffs, revealing very long, very shapely legs. The fraying shorts barely covered the curve of her ass and he had trouble dragging his focus from its round, sexy shape. His gaze glided from the flare of her hips to her small waist. She seemed to be wearing a very short plaid shirt that left her midsection exposed. Her skin, so smooth and tanned, glistened with a sheen of moisture.

“Excuse me,” Blake said loudly, but the drilling continued. “Excuse me, miss,” he said even louder.

Suddenly, the noise stopped and she turned around. His breath caught at the sight of her. A perfect heart-shaped face with crimson lips and long, dark hair flowing in waves over her shoulders. But what really drew his attention was the fact that the shirt, which was tied at her waist, was completely open in front, revealing a red bra. One that barely contained her round, full breasts.

She wore large, clear goggles and he could see that her eyes—blue as a summer’s sky—were wide.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t know anyone would be in today.” She pulled off the goggles. “I’m really sorry to disturb you. I’ll go take a break and come back later.”

“I thought everything was done,” Blake said.

Evan exchanged a glance with Blake. It was clear she was nervous. As if she thought she might be in trouble.

“It is. I just wanted to make sure”—her wide, blue eyes turned to them—“that everything’s perfect.”

“Are you being paid overtime for coming in on the weekend?” Evan asked.

“No, I came in on my own time.”

“Why would you do that?” Blake asked.

“As I said, I want everything to be perfect. Some of the work over the last few days had to be rushed and I thought it should have had a little more attention.” Those beautiful eyes focused on Blake. “Look, I don’t want to get in trouble with my boss. He doesn’t know I’m here.”

Blake smiled. “Okay, we won’t tell him. On one condition.”

Her eyes grew cautious. “And what’s that?”

“That you join us for a drink after you’re done.”

* * *

Danni’s heart pounded. Had this stunningly attractive man just asked her out? She was dressed in her denims and plaid shirt, the two of them in their expensive shirts and dress pants. She was sure the matching suit jackets and ties were back in their offices. Why the hell would these corporate suits want to have a drink with her?

Both men were well-built and muscled. One had his shirt open to the waist, and she could see glimpses of his six-pack abs. The other’s chest was visible above his few open buttons and he also clearly worked out. They weren’t just desk jockeys.

The one who’d asked her for a drink had thick, wavy hair that was long and glossy on top and trimmed short on the sides. And his voice was so velvety deep she thought she’d melt on the spot.

He was essentially clean shaven, with just the hint of a shadow around his jaw, whereas the other had a beard, thick and close cropped. His hair was straight and a sandy brown, but with natural golden highlights.

“I’m not really dressed to go out anywhere,” she pointed out, hoping they weren’t serious about reporting her if she didn’t join them for a drink. “I was going to go for a swim afterward. That’s why I’m wearing my bathing suit.”

She’d seen them eyeing her bikini top. The shock on their faces made her realize they thought she was blatantly revealing her bra.

“What a brilliant idea,” the sandy-haired man said. “There’s a pool in the building. Blake and I would love to cool off, too. Why don’t we all go for a swim together?”

“I’m down for that,” the man called Blake said.

“Is it a health club or something?” she asked.

“No, it’s a private pool.”

Wow, Topaz Industries was known for treating its employees well, but she didn’t realize they had a private pool. She wished she worked for them. She had intended to stop at a public pool near her town house. It was always crowded, which she hated, but she loved being in the water.

“You wouldn’t be breaking any company rules taking me with you?” she asked.

Blake grinned. “No worries there.”

“I guess that would be okay. I still have about two hours’ work.” She frowned. “Except that you wanted me to stop drilling.”

“Don’t worry about it. We’ll figure it out. Do you have a cell with you?”

She nodded and grabbed her phone from her bag and handed it to him. He tapped in a number.

“Text me when you’re done.” He smiled, his face beaming. “I’m Blake, by the way. And this is Evan.”

She shook his hand firmly. Then Evan’s. “I’m Danni.”

Evan grinned. “Well, you’re the prettiest Danni I’ve ever met.”

As they turned and walked away, she couldn’t help admiring their tight butts.

Their names were Blake and Evan. Something about those names nagged at her, but she couldn’t quite place why.

Chapter Two

Danni pulled off her goggles and sighed. She was sweaty and hot. It would be good to get somewhere air-conditioned. It would be even better to dive into a nice, cool pool. She smiled. Especially with the beyond-gorgeous Blake and Evan.

She put away her tools and retrieved her phone from the outside pouch of her bag and texted Blake that she was done. Then she pulled out a brush and drew it through her thick mane of uncooperative hair. Perspiration rolled down her chest, gliding into the valley between her breasts. She grabbed a tissue from her bag and patted it over her skin. When she glanced up, she saw Evan and Blake standing in the doorway watching her, their tongues practically hanging out.

She ignored the flush of heat washing over her at their frank male gazes and tossed the tissue in a nearby wastebasket.

Blake’s suit jacket was neatly tucked over his arm whereas Evan had his tossed over his shoulder. She couldn’t help admiring the view of their chests peeking out from their partially unbuttoned shirts.

“So where is this pool?” she asked, smiling.

“Upstairs,” Evan said. “This way.”

He gestured for her to precede them and she walked to the elevator. She was pretty sure they were watching the sway of her behind as she walked. It felt so strange having these handsome, well-dressed men following her like enthusiastic puppy dogs. She opened the glass door in the reception area and continued to the elevators. She pushed the UP button.

When the doors opened, they followed her inside.

As the elevator started upward, she glanced at the floor numbers lighting up as they moved.

This building had offices on the lower sixteen floors and above that were apartments. They were passing floor twenty.

“Does one of you live in the building?” she asked.

“We both do,” Evan said.

The hair on the back of her neck prickled. She knew the apartments in this place were wildly expensive. Beyond the pay grade of a mid-level manager. These men had to be several grades above that.

The elevator finally stopped.

At the penthouse.

The doors opened and she stepped into an entryway with two doors at right angles, both with frosted glass, letting light into the foyer. Blake opened one of the doors and led her into a bright, spacious apartment. There were floor-to-ceiling windows all around, a kitchen open to the large living room, a gym, and double French doors leading to what she assumed from the large bed visible was the master bedroom.

And there was hardly any furniture. It didn’t look lived in at all.

“We’ve just moved in,” Blake explained.

“Why are we here? I thought we were going to the pool?” she asked.

“Because this is where the pool is. I told you it was private.”

“You’re kidding. You have a freakin’ swimming pool?”

Blake chuckled. “That’s right.”

Wow. Her stepfather was rich, but his apartment, though lavish, was nowhere near as big as this place. And he certainly didn’t have a private swimming pool.

“You share this place?” she asked, gazing around in awe.

“There are two apartments on this floor,” Evan answered, “and I own the other one, but we’re just in the process of getting moved in, so we’re both staying in this one for now. The other place has no furniture yet.”

“I’ve got the basics in here,” Blake said. “Couch, table and chairs, and a bed in both of the bedrooms. It’s enough until we can get a decorator in.”

“Wait. You’re Blake Hawkins and Evan Swift.”

Evan smiled. “That’s right. And you are Danni . . . ?”

“Jenson.” Even though her mother had tried to talk her into taking on her stepfather’s last name when they’d gotten married four years ago, Danni had refused. She was her father’s daughter and she refused to give up his name. “You two own Topaz Industries.”

“You’ve heard of us?” Blake asked.

“My stepfather’s told me about you. He would love to meet you. He and my mother are involved in this big fund-raiser gala on Friday and all he can talk about is the possibility of meeting you two at it.”

Blake’s smile faded. “So is it possible your stepfather knows we have a board meeting in San Diego that day so he asked you to come into the office today in that skimpy little outfit and accidentally run into us? Did he think maybe sending in his sexy, half-naked stepdaughter might influence us into changing our schedule to come to his party?”

Her eyes widened and her heart started pounding. Then anger surged through her.

“You think I’m some whore who came here to seduce you into coming to that asshole’s party? I don’t even like him and I’d be more inclined to drive you away just to spite him.”

She turned and stormed toward the door, but Evan grabbed her arm.

“Wait, Danni. Please.”

She stopped, her nostrils flaring.

“Danni, you have every right to be angry, but let’s talk about this for a minute,” Evan said.

She glanced over her shoulder. At the warmth in his eyes, she slowly turned around, still frowning.

Evan turned to his friend, who still eyed her suspiciously.

“Blake, think about it. If she was going to sweet-talk us into coming to the party, she wouldn’t talk so openly about it.”

“That’s not true. She might have felt that such a straightforward and candid approach might work best.” Blake’s gaze turned to her. “But your burst of anger is swaying me.”

Her hands curled into fists. “I’d be happy to sway you,” she snapped through gritted teeth. “Right to the floor.”

To her shock, Blake chuckled. “You’re feisty.” His eyes gleamed. “I like that.”

She stared at him, confused.

In her experience, rich, powerful men didn’t back down. Ever.

Of course, her only example was her jerk of a stepfather. He attempted to control every situation and never gave an inch.

“Come on. Let’s go take that swim. We could all use some cooling off.” Evan took her hand and led her to the patio doors.

His fingers around hers sent sparks flashing through her body. His hand was so strong. So big.

They stepped into the warm sunshine, Blake behind them. The blue water in the pool glittered and she felt that irresistible urge to jump in. She untied her shirt and dropped it onto the wooden deck beneath her feet, then unzipped her shorts. Suddenly, she became aware of the two men staring at her. Watching her every move.

God, she felt like she was stripping in front of them. Which was silly. She wasn’t wearing any less than she did at the lake, where she walked around in her bathing suit for all the world to see. Still, something about the way they were looking at her made her feel self-conscious.

“Uh . . . aren’t you two going to go change?” she asked.

They hesitated and for a moment, she feared they would strip down to their boxers. That would just be too strange and . . . awkward.

“Yeah,” Evan said. “We’ll be right back.”

She waited until they were back inside before she pushed down her shorts and cast them aside. Then she used the elastic around her wrist to pull her riotous hair into a ponytail, strolled to the pool, and walked down the steps. The water was perfect. Not too cold. She sat on one of the white steps, glorying in the feel of the water surrounding her to her waist. As she relaxed in the sunshine, she felt her cares drift away.

She heard the patio doors open again and glanced up.

Her heart stuttered.

Blake and Evan stood there like two perfectly sculpted statues. Thick, well-defined biceps, washboard abs, and broad chests her hands longed to glide over. Especially Evan’s, which had a lion tattoo covering the entire right side of his chest. She would love to stroke that big mane.

God, it had been months since she’d been with a man and seeing the two of them dressed like that—or rather, undressed—was enough to trigger thoughts of erotic adventures.

Wild and sensuous.

Like her with both of these sexy men.

“How’s the water?” Blake asked.

“Perfect,” she murmured.

They laughed, both well aware of her perusing their bodies. Surely seeing the hunger in her eyes.

She was surprised a puff of steam didn’t rise from the water at the heat sizzling between her legs.

Blake walked to the diving board and dove into the pool. His body glided under the water, then his head popped up through the surface. He shook it, water droplets scattering from his dark, wavy hair in all directions.

Evan dove into the water, too, and soon stood beside Blake, water dripping from his sandy-brown hair and his close-cropped beard.

Blake’s hair was darker and longer on top and he was clean shaven, but he was just as buff and sexy as Evan. Looking at them both together was mesmerizing.

“Aren’t you coming in?” Evan asked as they walked toward her.

She tried to pull her attention from the men, standing up and wading deeper into the water. As they watched her, she became intensely aware of her nipples hardening as the water eased over her breasts. She pushed herself forward and swam to the deep end, then began to tread water.

“So you said you just moved in. Where were you before?” she asked.

“San Diego. But we’re doing more business here, so we decided to make the move. How about you?” Blake asked. “Have you lived in Philadelphia long?”

“Yeah, my whole life. My dad grew up here and he and a friend started a construction company after they finished school. Sometimes when I was a kid he’d take me out to the work sites with him. I used to love wearing the special hard hat he got me and I’d pretend I was building things. Sometimes he’d let me help out. When I was in high school, he let me work with him on weekends and summer vacations to earn extra money.”

“Do you still work for your dad?” Evan asked.

She frowned and shook her head. “Dad died about six years ago.”

She still ached at the loss.

After that, her mom sold Dad’s half of the company to his partner.

“I’m sorry to hear that. It sounds like you were very close.” Evan’s eyes were filled with sympathy.

“We were. It was really hard.” Her lips compressed. “My mom’s remarried now.”

“And you clearly don’t like the guy,” Blake observed.

She glanced at him questioningly.

“The asshole comment,” he said.

“Right. Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.”

“It’s okay that you feel that way about him,” Evan said.

“Oh, I know. I just shouldn’t say it.”

Blake laughed. “Okay, so what don’t you like about him?”

“Nothing specific. He’s just a controlling, conniving, manipulative kind of guy.”

“Is that all?” Evan grinned.

She frowned. “And he thinks I’m a total loser. He’d be happy if I just disappeared from the face of the earth. Then he wouldn’t have to contend with a stepdaughter who embarrasses him by her very existence.”

“Is that because you work in construction?” Blake asked.

“Yeah. He tried to talk me into taking some office job in his company, but I wasn’t interested.”

“Doing what you do makes you feel closer to your dad,” Evan observed.

Her gaze darted to his. “That’s true.”

All she’d ever heard from her family and friends was that she could do better for herself. This was the first time someone seemed to get it.

“He taught me how to do this kind of work, and to do it well,” she said. “Every day as I do my job, I remember what it was like working with him. When he would show me how to do a task or improve my skill. It’s like he’s always there, just over my shoulder.”

Even her mother didn’t really understand it.

“I think it’s great that you’re doing what you love,” Blake said.

“So you don’t think I should pull myself up? Strive for something better?”

Blake shrugged. “What could be better than doing what you love? And with all those memories tied to it, I don’t see why you’d ever give it up.”

She tipped her head. “I’m surprised. I really thought the two of you would think differently.”

“You mean that we’d be just another couple of wealthy assholes like your stepfather,” Blake said.

She bit her lip. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have judged you.”

Blake smiled, an adorable dimple appearing on his clean-shaven cheek. “It’s okay. It’s not like we aren’t assholes sometimes.”

Evan chuckled. “Speak for yourself.”

She swam to the walk-out steps in the deep end and sat on the lowest one, still up to her neck in the water. These two men were not what she’d expected. It made her feel warm inside that they understood how she felt.

Evan swam over and rested his hand on the pool’s edge beside her so he didn’t have to tread water.

“You look deep in thought.”

The warm feeling inside Danni flared, turning into a rippling heat. She rested her hand on his shoulder, drawing him closer, then kissed him.

Immediately, her body blazed to life. Exciting tingles frayed the edges of her nerve endings as her lips moved on his. She pushed herself from the step and wrapped her arms around him, deepening the kiss. His mouth responded as his free arm encircled her waist, pulling her nearly naked body tightly to his.

Oh, God, the feel of his hard body against her . . . of being held in his strong embrace . . . made her melt inside.

When their lips parted, she stared at him in a daze.

“That was . . . nice,” he said with a warm but almost stunned smile.

When she felt a hard ridge growing against her belly and realized he was as turned on as she was, her excitement shot through the roof. It was all she could do not to squirm against him.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, and his hard bulge nestled right in the cradle of her legs. Pushing against her steamy, hot, intimate flesh.

“You two look cozy,” Blake said.

Her breath caught. She was here with two men, not just one. Would Blake quietly slip away or . . .

He moved in behind her.

His lips brushed the back of her neck and she tipped her head to give him better access. His hand glided down her side, then he pulled himself closer to her, sandwiching her between his and Evan’s hot, hard bodies.

Oh, God. They both wanted her. Her heart stuttered at the feel of the two masculine bodies tight against her. And they seemed to be willing to share her.

Could she really do this?

Blake arched forward and both their hard cocks pressed into her. Arousal blazed through her like an inferno.

Oh, God, she wanted to feel their hands on her. To feel them both inside her. The intense attraction burned through her until she thought she’d go up in flames.

But she just couldn’t.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to . . .” she said breathily. “I just can’t do this.”

Blake’s lips brushed against her ear in a soft kiss and he immediately eased away.

“Of course, sweetheart,” Evan said. “We won’t do anything you’re not comfortable with.”

* * *

Danni sat down at the table as Blake poured a glass of wine for each of them. Her first reaction after turning them down in the pool was to flee, but the men had done everything they could to make her comfortable about what had happened. They’d insisted she stay for dinner and she’d finally relented.

She knew they’d only moved forward the way they had because she’d encouraged them.

It wasn’t like her to make a move on a man like that—let alone two men—especially when she’d just met them, but the fact that they seemed to understand her and accept her for who she was had touched her, making her feel intensely close to them.

But that didn’t mean she should have a wild threesome with them.

As they’d sat on the deck enjoying the warmth of the early evening, she couldn’t help but enjoy the sight of their lean, muscular bodies stretched out on the lounge chairs, wondering if she’d let the opportunity of a lifetime slip by.

“What kind of food do we want to order?” Evan asked.

Blake had wanted to take her out somewhere special, but with Danni dressed in cutoffs and a plaid shirt, they couldn’t go anywhere dressy. She was even underdressed for a casual place.

She sipped her wine as the two men started a grand negotiation about what they’d eat. Blake insisted on a gourmet meal delivered from one of the finest restaurants in the area, but Evan insisted on pizza or Chinese takeout.

Blake said he wanted to treat Danni to something really special and takeout didn’t fit the bill. Evan pointed out that Emilio’s pizza was the best in the city and as far as he was concerned their house special was a gourmet delight.

Although it was amusing watching them make their case to each other, Danni’s stomach was starting to rumble. Finally, she stood up and walked into the kitchen, found a flyer for Emilio’s, and ordered a pizza. She carried some plates back to the dining room and set them on the table, then sat down and sipped her wine, watching the men as they continued their discussion. They were no closer to a solution.

The men were still arguing when the doorman called up to say their pizza had arrived. Their gazes turned to her and she smiled.

“The pizza sounded good, so I ordered it.”

Evan laughed.

“Okay, you win. Pizza it is,” Blake said.

Blake went into the kitchen and returned with a big platter. When Evan let in the delivery guy, then set the box on the table, Blake transferred it to the platter and disposed of the box, obviously trying to make this dinner more upscale.

When Danni bit into the pizza, the warm cheese melted in her mouth and the aromatic seasonings delighted her taste buds.

“This is a real treat,” she said, then sipped her wine.

“You see, Blake. She likes it.”

Blake nodded. “I concede. Emilio’s was a perfect choice.”

Once they finished dinner—which didn’t take long since they were all hungry after a long day in the sun—Danni helped clear the table and wash up the few dishes. When they returned to the living room, she sat on the couch and the men sat on either side of her. Evan refilled her glass.

As she sipped her wine, she noticed their mail sitting on the square coffee table. She could tell that one of the envelopes in the slightly scattered stack was the same ivory linen used for the invitations to the fund-raiser her stepfather and mother were insisting she attend. As she looked closer, she recognized enough of the partially visible return address to know that’s exactly what it was.

Blake noticed what she was staring at and she tensed, not wanting a repeat outburst like they’d had before. But instead he smiled and reached for the envelope.

“You looking at this?” he asked with a smile. “So did you really mean it when you said that you’d rather we didn’t attend this gala event to spite your stepfather?”

She pursed her lips and sighed. “That wasn’t really fair of me. I was mad and I misspoke. He and I might not get along, but I wouldn’t want to sabotage him.”

“So would you like us to go?” Blake asked.

Chapter Three

“I didn’t say that,” Danni said. “But it doesn’t matter. You said you have an important meeting in San Diego. Even if you didn’t, I wouldn’t want to influence you either way.”

“You don’t have to say that just to appease me, you know,” Blake said. “What I said earlier . . .” He swirled his wine in his glass. “Well, I was being an asshole. I never should have accused you of what I did. I’m sorry.”

She stared at him in shock. In her experience, rich, powerful men like him didn’t apologize.

For anything.

“Thank you. I . . . was a bit of a jerk myself,” she conceded. “I’m sorry, too.”

Evan laughed, his fingers stroking his close-cropped beard. “You are a sorry pair. How about we put on a movie and enjoy the rest of the evening?”

“I’m game,” she said.

“But first I’d like to know,” Blake said, “are you going to the event?”

“Unfortunately, yes. Mom and Jerrold want me to go. They’re quite insistent. If it was just Jerrold, I’d ignore him, but . . .” She shrugged. “It’s really important to Mom.”

Blake took her hand and raised it to his mouth, then kissed it. The feel of his lips on her skin, brushing lightly, sent quivers along her spine.

“What if we could arrange for one of us to go with you? As your date?” Blake asked.

She smiled. “One of you? And break up such a great set? I don’t think so.”

It wasn’t that she didn’t want them to go. But Mom was hoping she’d meet a man there. Some rich, eligible bachelor who would lift her from her sad, lonely life. Ugh.

Having one of these very eligible men on her arm would make the evening more bearable. There’s no way Mom would try to thrust her on other unsuspecting men when she was with Evan or Blake. Jerrold wouldn’t let her. If he thought she was dating either of these men, he’d be over the moon.

But she wasn’t dating them. So why complicate things?

“I think she might be embarrassed being seen with us,” Blake said.

Evan laughed. “Or maybe she really wants both of us to come. That would really shock her stepfather.”

She couldn’t help herself. “It’s true that if one of you comes then I’d like the other to come, too.”

Oh, God, she couldn’t believe she’d said something so wicked and suggestive. When their gazes darted to hers, a little wide-eyed, she simply blinked innocently.

“So what movie do we want to watch?” she asked.

* * *

Two hours later, at the end of the romantic comedy they’d let her choose, the closing credits scrolled up the screen of the huge, high-def TV. Over the course of the movie, she’d relaxed and enjoyed the feel of their warm, masculine bodies so close to hers. That warmth started to heat up her insides, making her long to be closer. A lot closer.

As if sensing her mood, they’d eased in a little and she’d found herself snuggled between them. And loving it.

Now she was quite cozy between them, her head leaning against Evan’s shoulder, Blake’s arm curled around her waist.

The credits finally ended and Blake let out a sigh.

“I don’t even want to move,” Blake said, his arm tightening around her.

A slow burn had been building inside her and she longed for exactly what she’d turned down in the pool earlier. The chance to experience an exciting, illicit sexual escapade with both of them.

Especially with these two men, who were so warm and understanding.

She drew in a slow breath, knowing she couldn’t just let this opportunity slip away.

“I know how you feel,” she said, “but there is one thing that could motivate me to get up.”

“And what’s that?” Blake asked.

“A dip in the pool. I think the idea of swimming in the dark is”—she grinned—“sexy.”

A slow smile spread across Blake’s face. “I’m game.”

Evan laughed. “Count me in.”

Danni stood up and walked toward the patio doors, her stomach fluttering. The men followed close behind. She stepped onto the dark deck, the only light a soft wash of moonlight on the wood. Evan turned on a switch and the pool lit up a deep sapphire blue.

“Ohhh. It’s beautiful,” she said.

As she walked toward it, she realized the color was slowly shifting through jewel tones.

“I put it on a subtle setting,” Evan said. “I hope you still consider it dark and sexy.”

She turned around and smiled, continuing to walk backward.

“Does this answer your question?” She unbuttoned her shirt, letting it fall off one shoulder seductively as she continued unfastening it. She let it slip to the ground and unfastened her shorts. They dropped to the deck, and she left them behind as she continued moving.

She turned, and with a soft laugh, ran in a slow, long-legged stride to the pool’s edge, then dove in. The water was perfect. Warm and welcoming. She broke the surface and turned around to see Blake diving into the pool as Evan tossed his jeans aside, then dove in after him.

She swam to the shallow end of the pool, the two men right behind her.

Oh, God, she longed to feel their hands on her.

As soon as she felt the bottom against her feet, she turned around. They had caught up to her and were standing watching her. Waiting for some cue from her, she realized. Because they wouldn’t want her to feel pressured into anything.

They were so sensitive. So thoughtful of her feelings.

She drew in a deep breath, overwhelmed by her need for them. She stepped to Evan, the large lion tattoo on his chest attracting her to him, and slid her arms around his waist, finding his lips. Their mouths merged in a delicate, surprisingly tender kiss. The feel of his raspy beard on her face was exciting. He wrapped his arms around her and held her close, his large, solid body an anchor she needed with the feelings spinning through her.

Feelings that swelled through her with an unexpected poignancy.

She wanted to be with these men. To give herself to them completely.

She stepped back and gazed from one to the other. Delight sparked through her at the thought she’d soon be experiencing their intimate touches.

She smiled and released the hook on her bikini top, then peeled it away.

Blake stepped closer, his eyes darkening to a deep navy as he gazed at her naked breasts in awe.

“God, you’re beautiful.” The low rumble of his voice sent shivers through her.

Blake stepped close and stroked her shoulders, then down her chest. When his big hands cupped her breasts, the nipples thrusting deep into his palms, she shuddered with need. Evan moved behind her and slid his arms around her waist, drawing her back against him. His cock was hard and swollen. He tucked his hands under her breasts and lifted.

Blake leaned in and took one hard nipple in his mouth. She exhaled sharply, thrusting her breast farther into his mouth. Evan’s thumb stroked her other nipple and the dual stimulation had her insides melting.

While still suckling her nipple, Blake drew her bikini bottoms down her thighs. She lifted her legs so he could slip them off. Then he grabbed her calves and wrapped her legs around his waist. His cock, nestled into her private flesh, was even thicker than Evan’s. She almost whimpered at the feel of his rock-hard shaft—with only the thin fabric of his boxers between them—pushing hard against her.

Evan released her as Blake lifted her onto the side of the pool. As the water dripped down her totally naked body, she felt strange sitting there exposed like this in front of them. But the glittering appreciation in their eyes drove away her anxiety. They both leaned in close. The feel of their mouths covering her nipples was intense.

Then they began to suckle.

Her fingers glided through their hair, pulling them closer to her. At the feel of Evan’s raspy beard against her skin, tingles shot through her. Blake’s longer, wavy hair coiled around her fingers as she held him close. Then he sucked deeply and she moaned.

Evan slipped from her nipple and kissed downward. Her legs opened in anticipation. His lips glided over the neatly trimmed triangle of curls above her folds. He leaned back and gazed at her, a smile on his face. Then he ran his finger over her slick flesh.

“You’re wet for us,” Evan said with a broad smile.

She nodded, her gaze locked on his. He leaned forward and licked her. Her eyelids fell closed at the feel of his tongue rasping over her. Then burrowing into her, driving the excitement up even higher.

Blake moved to suckle her other nipple, triggering a new surge of pleasure. His fingertips glided over her abandoned nipple, teasing and stroking it.

Evan’s tongue found her clit.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned.

Evan licked and cajoled. She sucked in air as pleasure spiraled through her.

“Let me taste,” Blake said.

Evan shifted out of the way and Blake stepped between her legs, his gaze burning over her. Then he licked her.

“God, your pussy is delightful,” he murmured, then dove in again.

She arched against him at the feel of his tongue pulsing into her opening. He lifted her legs over his shoulders and pushed in deeper still. His tongue wiggled inside her, then glided along her slit, ending on her sensitive bud. He licked and suckled her clit.

“Oh, God, that feels so good.” Her voice trembled.

As he continued to tease her with his tongue, he dragged a finger along her slickness. Her eyes widened as a big finger slid inside her.

“Mmm, yes.”

Evan slid a finger into her, too, and stroked her passage. She clamped her internal muscles around them, squeezing their fingers together. Blake chuckled and the two of them moved in unison, thrusting inside her.

“Ohhhh, God.” Quivers danced along her body and she lay back on the deck, giving herself over to the erotic sensations.

Pleasure coiled inside her and she knew she was getting close.

Their fingers moved faster. Blake’s mouth moved away, to her groan of disappointment, but Evan took over. His hot mouth covered her clit and he teased it mercilessly.

A third finger slipped inside her—she didn’t know whose—and Evan suckled hard.

She felt her hold on reality crumble away. All that was real to her was the hot, raging need surging through her body and the feel of the two men filling that need.

She gasped as an orgasm blossomed inside her, expanding outward until it consumed her whole world. Ecstasy shimmered through her, then she floated on a sea of pure bliss.

Finally, she settled back to earth on a deep sigh.

She opened her eyes to see their two faces smiling down at her. She held out her hand with a smile and Evan took it and drew her back to a sitting position.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice deep and throaty.

“Our pleasure,” Evan said, then he kissed the back of her hand, his whiskers erotically abrasive against her skin.

She slipped back into the water and grinned.

“Speaking of your pleasure, I think you should let me do something for the two of you now.”

“What do you have in mind?” Blake asked, his eyebrow raised.

She patted the side of the pool. “Well, why don’t you two sit right up here and I’ll show you?”

Evan immediately shed his boxers and then pushed himself up and onto the side, his legs hanging in the water. She stared at his cock. It was hard and ready.

Blake surged into position beside him, also having discarded his boxers. His cock twitched.

She laughed and wrapped a hand around each of them.

Evan was thick and meaty. Her fingers just barely fit around him. Blake was thinner, but oh, so long. She easily held him in her hand, but wondered if his entire length would fit inside her.

She stroked both of them at the same time, in awe at having two huge cocks in her hands at once. She couldn’t believe she was being so bold, but why not? They were hot and sexy. And they wanted her.

Locking her gaze on Blake’s deep blue eyes, she leaned down and pressed her lips to his tip. Heat flared in his eyes, exciting her. She opened around him, taking his whole cockhead into her mouth. She ran her tongue over him, then around in circles, spiraling downward until she glided the tip of her tongue around the underside of the corona.

His groan of appreciation encouraged her. She glided down his long cock, taking it halfway, then slid back, squeezing his hot, hard flesh in her mouth. The feel of it made her twitch inside, longing for it to push deep inside her. She released Evan’s shaft, glided her hand down her stomach, and stroked her folds, squeezing Blake’s shaft with the other hand.

Evan wrapped his big hand around his cock and stroked as he watched her fingers caressing herself, his green eyes gleaming.

She moved down Blake’s long cock again, taking him deeper, her hand tight around the base of his erection. It throbbed in her grip.

“I like watching you do that,” Evan said in a raspy voice, his eyes firmly focusing on the hand between her legs.

He couldn’t really see much since it was below the waterline, but clearly just the knowledge she was touching herself was enough, since his cock rose even taller.

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” Blake said, glancing at her hand in the water as best he could while she bobbed up and down on his cock.

“Baby, come up here and show us what you’re doing there,” Evan said.

She slid off Blake, a line of saliva joining her lips to his cockhead. Slowly, she licked her lips, breaking the connection.

“But I haven’t even started on you,” she said to Evan.

“I don’t care about that right now,” he said as they both stood up and grasped her arms, then lifted her from the pool.

They guided her to a nearby lounge chair and laid her out on it.

“Show us what you were doing in the pool. With your hand,” Evan said.

The two of them had knelt on the ground on either side of the chair, facing her. A little self-consciously, she dipped her hand between her legs again and flicked her fingers over her clit. At the excitement in their eyes, her self-consciousness faded and she stroked herself more firmly, feeling the delightful tremors inside her body. She pushed her fingers inside and stroked.

“I’ve already come,” she said, her words deep and throaty. “I want to make you come now.”

“Baby, with you doing that, I’ll come just watching,” Evan said.

She smiled. “Let me taste you first.”

Chapter Four

Evan couldn’t refuse the melting desire in her eyes. He moved closer so she could wrap her hand around him. It was so soft and warm around his swollen cock.

She glided her hand up and down a few times as he watched her fingers glide into her pussy.

God, that is so fucking hot!

Then her lips wrapped around him and he groaned at the intense pleasure.

She opened wider, and his groin tightened at the sight of her pouty red lips gliding downward, taking the whole cockhead into her mouth.

He stroked back some of her hair that had escaped the elastic holding it together, then wound his hand in the long ponytail.

She squeezed his shaft, then glided her tongue around and around, sending quivering heat through him.

“Ah, fuck, baby.” Evan coiled his hand tighter in her hair.

He pushed her deeper onto him, enjoying the tight band of her lips hugging him. Then he pulled her back, until she barely had the tip still inside. She lapped at his tip and he groaned, then he loosened his grip and she swallowed his cockhead again.

She arched and moaned around him and he saw that Blake was sucking one of her nipples. The fingers of Blake’s other hand were pinching and pulling on her other nipple, making it thrust forward, long and swollen.

She arched again, her fingers now thrusting into her glistening pussy.

“Yeah, sweetheart. Make yourself come,” Blake said, his voice rasping with desire.

Evan’s cock slipped from her mouth.

“Oh, yeah,” she whimpered. “I’m so close.”

The reedy sound of her voice ramped up Evan’s arousal. His cock throbbed and a desperate heat swelled inside him. He grabbed his cock and stroked, hard and fast.

Her breathing accelerated and she arched again, her face flushing, her breasts thrusting upward.

“Are you coming, baby?” Evan asked, his gaze locked on her face.

“Yeah. Oh, yeah.” The words came out short and sharp. Then a moan exploded from her throat. Her body shuddered as she pulsed her fingers in and out of that sweet pussy of hers.

His groin tightened and then heat burst through him, flooding his cock and erupting in a white fountain. It spilled onto her stomach and breasts, glistening in the moonlight.

Her hand glided over it, spreading it over her skin, leaving it gleaming. Then she wrapped her hand around Blake and took him in her mouth.

Even though Evan had just come, he could imagine being in that sweet mouth again. His cock pulsed to life.

He watched her ruby lips move up and down Blake’s cock, Blake groaning. Evan could see his friend’s cock grow incredibly large, and hard as a marble column. Blake guided Danni’s head slowly forward and back, slowing her pace. The look on his face was pure bliss. Surely, he was close to coming.

“Fuck.” Blake pulled out of her mouth and squeezed his cock, a grimace on his face.

“No, I want you to come in my mouth,” she protested.

Damn, now Evan’s cock was rock-solid again and aching.

* * *

Danni lay flat on the chair, still glowing from her second orgasm. But she still hadn’t felt one of their cocks thrusting inside her, and that’s what she wanted.

Blake had pulled out just before he came, so he was still hard as steel. Her gaze drifted to Evan and her mouth dropped open at the sight of him swelling to full attention.

Blake stroked her cheek, his midnight eyes gleaming, then leaned toward her and found her mouth, his lips pressing against hers with a light, coaxing pressure. His arms slid around her and he drew her up and into his embrace. She responded enthusiastically, her hands gliding around his neck, her tongue pushing inside his mouth. He groaned as he opened, then sucked her tongue in deeper.

Blake slid his arm under her knees and swept her up. She felt him carrying her, their mouths never parting. Evan opened the patio doors and Blake carried her inside, then set her on the leather ottoman in front of the couch. She was sitting, but he pressed her back until she was lying back, her feet still on the floor. He pressed her legs wide and knelt on the floor in front of her.

“I’m going to fuck you now, sweetheart,” Blake said.

His low murmur sent her heart pounding faster. She felt his cock brush her opening, searing hot and hard as stone. It pressed against her slit, his tip pushing inside. It was a teasing agony of pleasure and she just wanted him to push forward.

“Oh, yes. Fill me with your big cock,” she pleaded.

“Whatever you want, sweetheart.” Blake moved deeper.

The feel of him stretching her tight passage . . . slowly pushing inside her . . . sent her heart pounding.

He stopped only a little way in, then pulled back. She groaned. He pushed in again and she held her breath, but he stopped only a little farther, then pulled back. She squeezed him inside her, trying to stop him from escaping. When he pushed forward again, she arched.

“Please go deep. I want to feel all of you.”

His eyebrow quirked up. “You sure? Sometimes women find me too long.”

She nodded. “All the way,” she pleaded.

He was long, but she wanted to know what it felt like. To have every last inch of this incredible man inside her.

This time he didn’t pull out. But he didn’t thrust deep, either. He moved with a slow and steady stroke. Painfully slow. She rocked her hips, trying to encourage him, but he kept his pace, refusing to be hurried by her.

Then finally he stopped and she realized he was all the way inside her. She squeezed him, then groaned at the exquisite sensations tingling through her.

“You feel good inside me,” she said, gazing into his deep midnight eyes.

He smiled. “That’s good, because I love being here.” His velvety voice sent quivers through her.

He drew back. She moaned at the rippling pleasure as his cockhead stroked her canal. Then he glided forward again. Her whole body ached with the need he was stoking inside her. Once he was all the way inside again, he rocked his hips, pulsing his cock into her in short strokes.

She clung to his shoulders, staring into his gorgeous eyes as blissful sensations threaded through her belly, coiling along her canal as his cock caressed it. First in bursts of short strokes, then shifting to long, deep thrusts.

“Oh, God. That’s so good.”

He pumped, driving her need higher and higher, as pleasure built up inside her like a giant storm, ready to spiral out of control. He swirled his hips, then drove deep again and she gasped.

Oh, God, she was teetering on the edge, then . . .

He thrust again and ecstasy burst through her. Her whole body tightened, then expanded in an explosion of bliss.

She rode the wave, moaning as he pumped into her again and again. Then he erupted inside her, igniting an even more powerful orgasm. He slumped on top of her and held her close as she shuddered beneath him.

His lips brushed her neck, then glided along her throat to her lips. His kiss was passionate and intense.

Finally, he slid from her body. But before she could feel the emptiness at the loss of his big member inside her, Evan took his place, kneeling in front of her, then pressing his thick cockhead against her.

When he drove deep inside, she gasped.

“You okay, baby?” Evan asked, concern shimmering in his emerald eyes.

She nodded vigorously, wrapping her legs around his waist in encouragement. He laughed, then drew back and thrust deep again. Still quivering in the aftermath of the orgasm Blake had given her, she felt new pleasure rippling through her.

“God, you are so sexy,” Evan said.

She arched against him, already feeling the orgasm pulsing forward.

“I’m going to come again,” she rasped in disbelief.

“Yes. Come for me, baby,” Evan insisted, his green eyes dark as a forest.

She shot into bliss yet again, her whole body shuddering in ecstasy.

He pumped hard and fast, then groaned as he nailed her to the ottoman. She shook as he erupted inside her, filling her with a delicious heat. The reedy sound of her own moans filled her ears. Her body quivered and she felt as though a fireball had burned straight through her, searing every nerve ending. An epically delightful sensation.

Evan stroked her face, then his lips found hers. The kiss was tender and yet intense. His lips moved on hers in a deep and caring way.

“That was incredible. You are incredible,” Evan said.

She simply stared into his warm green eyes.

“Thank you. So are you.”

He laughed, then eased back.

“I’ve got to admit, when I heard that loud drilling this morning and set out to find the source, I never dreamed it would lead to us drilling such a beautiful, exceptional woman.”

“Amen to that,” Blake agreed.

She just lay there, catching her breath. She never thought any kind of drilling could be as delightful, or satisfying, as what she’d just experienced.

* * *

Danni sat on the couch, sipping her hot coffee. She’d slipped out of bed earlier than the men, used to getting up at dawn, and had found their fancy coffeemaker just finishing brewing a pot.

She settled back on the couch, staring at the bright blue sky outside and the brilliant sunshine. Maybe she’d talk them into a swim before they ousted her out of here. Surely by now they must be tired of her company.

When she set her cup down on the coffee table, the invitation caught her eye. She leaned forward and picked it up. Her mother, who was on the committee for the worthwhile cause that helped feed starving children the world over, had asked Danni to help address the envelopes. Mom felt that hand-addressed envelopes gave an important personal touch. And it wasn’t just to help convince the receiver to attend. Mom really appreciated that these important people gave up some of their busy time to attend an event like that and she truly wanted to honor them by putting in this extra effort. It was one of the things Danni loved about her mom.

Danni had actually addressed this envelope to Blake. And the one to Evan, too. She remembered because that’s when her stepfather had gone on and on about how important the two men were, and how it would be a real coup for him—and her mother, of course—if these very influential men attended. He’d stared over her shoulder as she’d written the addresses, as if waiting for her to make a mistake.

Mom didn’t care about the influence her position on the charity committee brought, of course, other than to raise as much money as possible for the children the event was intended to help.

“Good. You found the coffee.” Evan wandered past her toward the kitchen.

He wore just his boxers and she couldn’t help but admire his muscular body, longing to stroke the lion on his chest again.

She dropped the invitation back on the stack of mail.

“I think something about that party is bothering you.”

Chapter Five

Danni started at the sound of Blake’s deep voice behind her. He walked around the couch and sat down beside her. He wore a robe, tied loosely around his waist.

She shrugged. “I just hate big parties like this. Everyone dressed up. Having to act just so.”

“You stepfather puts a lot of pressure on you, doesn’t he?”

“Not really. Usually he just ignores me, but with something like this . . .” She nudged her head toward the envelope. “Well, he takes his networking opportunities very seriously, and he’s afraid I’m going to embarrass him.”

Evan set a cup of coffee in front of Blake and sat down in the armchair across from Danni.

“He probably doesn’t actually feel that way,” Evan said. “Maybe you’re just feeling insecure.”

Her gaze locked on his. “When my mom first insisted I go, he said outright, ‘Don’t embarrass me.’”

“Ah, well, that’s pretty clear.”

“The guy’s a jerk,” Blake added. “I’d say you shouldn’t worry about it, but I’m sure that won’t help. When someone treats you that way, it hurts.”

She sat up straighter, her back stiffening. “Nothing that man does can hurt me.”

Blake said nothing, but his intense gaze unnerved her. As if he could see far more than she wanted him to.

He leaned back, sipping his coffee. “What is he worried about with you going to the event?”

She sighed. “I don’t know exactly. How I’ll dress is one thing. He knows I won’t go like this”—she gestured to the threadbare denim shorts and well-worn shirt—“but even when I dress up, he never likes my choice of dress or shoes. And he hates how I apply makeup.” She didn’t do it very often, so she could understand that one. “And then there’s any time I open my mouth to talk. Aside from the fact he lives in terror that I’ll actually tell someone I work in construction, he thinks I’ll talk like a workman instead of being entertaining with scintillating conversation.”

“Are you worried about these things?” Blake asked.

She frowned and stared down at her coffee cup.

“Well, I don’t like to feel out of place.”

She hated admitting that. Hated showing her vulnerability. But these two men had accepted her just as she was, and being with them made her feel comfortable with who she was. She could open up to them.

“How about this?” Evan asked. “Why don’t we coach you? Help you pick out a perfect dress and shoes, arrange someone to do your makeup.”

“And send me in with a fashionable gag on so I can’t embarrass myself or Jerrold by saying anything?” she asked, eyebrow raised.

“Hmm.” Evan’s eyes lit up. “I like the idea of a fashionable gag. Maybe black leather with studs.” He grinned. “And maybe a blindfold and a few leather restraints.” His lips turned up in a devilish smile. “But not for the party.”

Blake chuckled. “I like that idea, too. But to prepare for the party, we could coach you how to interact with this type of crowd.” He smiled. “I don’t think you have a problem talking to people. I think you just don’t have a lot in common with those who’ll be attending the event, so you feel self-conscious.”

“It’s nice that you want to help me, but . . . why?”

“Isn’t it obvious? I want an excuse for you to keep on seeing us.”

She narrowed her eyes. She would have thought that after last night, they’d have had their fill of her and be happy for her to be on her way. But maybe the threesome thing held enough novelty that they didn’t want it to end just yet.

She sure as hell didn’t. And the talk of gags and restraints had triggered unusual urges inside her. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to be on the giving or receiving end.

Or a little of both.

“What do you say, Danni?” Evan asked.

Finally, she smiled. “Okay. I guess I don’t mind spending a little more time with you two.”

* * *

On Monday, Danni got out of her car and walked to the restaurant where she was meeting Evan and Blake for lunch. She’d arranged to pull in some overtime next week so she could take the afternoon off and go out shopping with them. She’d insisted they pick somewhere casual because she’d be heading there straight from work and didn’t want to have to get dressed up in something fancy at the job site. She didn’t want the men she worked with to see her as anything other than one of the guys.

Once in her car, however, she had slipped off the oversized shirt she wore and pulled on a sleeveless cream blouse in a soft, chiffon fabric that she’d found in a Goodwill store a few months ago. It was designed so the sleeves dropped off her shoulders, draping casually on her upper arms.

She didn’t ordinarily wear things like that, but when she’d seen it, she’d just had to try it on. And when she had, it had made her feel soft and feminine. She’d bought it on a whim, knowing she’d probably never wear it. But today . . . it just felt appropriate.

When she opened the door and stepped inside, she told the host that she was meeting two gentlemen there. He led her to a table by the window. Evan glanced up at her and his jaw dropped. Blake turned around. She sat down in the chair between the two of them at the square table.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“Nothing’s wrong. You just look . . . different,” Evan said. “Very nice,” he added quickly.

“I’m wearing jeans and a summer top,” she said wryly, though she was elated he’d noticed. “You didn’t think all I had to wear were denim shorts and a plaid shirt, did you?”

“Of course not,” Evan said. “It’s just that you look quite feminine in that top, with the soft fabric and all.”

She waved to the waitress and ordered a drink, then picked up the menu.

The waitress came by and took their food order.

“So where are we going this afternoon?” Danni asked.

“I thought we’d start at E.V.’s. The staff there will help us pull together the perfect dress, shoes, and accessories for you,” Evan said.

Danni had heard of E.V.’s. It was an exclusive store for the very wealthy. No one knew what the initials stood for and only a select clientele could shop there. You had to be on the list to get in. She knew that because Jerrold had been incensed when he had been refused membership.

He would be livid if he knew she, of all people, had been allowed to shop there.

“Then we’ll take you to a salon,” Evan continued, “where they’ll discuss your hair and makeup in preparation for your appointment before the event on Friday.”

“Do you think they’ll want to cut my hair?” she asked nervously, running her hand through the dark brown tresses. She liked her hair long.

“I’ve already warned them that if they try and talk you into cutting it, I’ll have them blacklisted in our social circle.” Blake lifted a coil of her long locks with this finger. “I love your hair long.”

“You didn’t really do that.”

He smiled, but didn’t answer her.

Lunch arrived and they enjoyed their gourmet burgers and sweet-potato fries, then she accompanied the men to their car. They had the driver take them to E.V.’s.

When she walked in the front door, her eyes widened. The woman who greeted them, dressed in an expensive black designer dress tailored perfectly to her svelte body, her blonde hair coiled behind her head, welcomed them pleasantly and introduced herself as Karri. Then she turned and led them down a wide hallway. The dark hardwood floors reflected the light from the large, glass block walls and the skylights above. Light fixtures with glittering crystals lined the walls, sending rainbows cascading across the cream ceiling.

Karri opened a door and gestured them into a large room with quilted leather sofas in a soft taupe. Danni sat down in one and almost moaned at the softness of the leather. A bottle of champagne sat on the glass coffee table in front of them. The pedestal that held the glass tabletop was a stunning sculpture of a swimming mermaid, her body curled upward, her bare breasts visible, and her long hair swirling around her as it would in the sea.

Karri opened the champagne bottle and poured them each a glass. The tall flutes were cut crystal and glittered in the sunlight from the large windows.

Suddenly, Danni became very aware of her slightly frayed denims and her secondhand top. She drew in a breath, feeling spectacularly out of place.

Their hostess didn’t seem to notice, however. Of course, Karri wouldn’t show any sign of disapproval. Not when Danni was a guest of Evan Swift and Blake Hawkins.

Danni sipped her champagne while Karri explained that their team had picked out several outfits to show them. Karri assured them that in any one of these gowns, Danni would outshine everyone else at the party.

Danni knew it was just a sales pitch, but when Karri ushered in the sales staff with each of the outfits displayed to perfection on special racks, Danni realized the woman was right. The gowns were exquisite. No one would even notice her face or hear what she had to say while she wore any one of those gowns. In a way, she’d be invisible in plain sight.

When Karri asked her which one she’d like to try on first, Danni turned to Evan and Blake questioningly.

“Which do you think?” she asked.

“You heard what Karri said,” Blake replied. “Any one of these will be perfect, so pick the one you like best.”

“I think the red color really suits you, so why not try that one last?” Evan suggested.

She gazed at the different dresses, some adorned with sequins, some with lace, one just an amazing concoction of fine, liquid silk. This was not what she was used to. It was overwhelming.

“Uh . . . I’ll start with the green one, then the blue, and after that the red,” she said.

Karri gestured her to a dressing room across from the couches. Danni opened the door as Karri followed her with the green dress. The dressing room was as big as Danni’s whole living room.

She peeled off her camisole before she realized that Karri was still in the room.

“That bra won’t show off the dress to its full potential.” Karri picked up a phone and told the person on the other end to bring in a bra and panty set, giving a model number and Danni’s exact bra size.

How she knew that Danni wasn’t sure. Someone knocked on the door and a young woman brought in a gorgeous bra set in black silk with wide lace trim. The lovely silk seemed to shimmer in the light. The woman left and Karri waited expectantly for Danni to remove her bra. It felt odd changing in front of this stranger, but Danni stripped off her bra and dropped it on the leather bench.

Karri handed her the new bra and Danni slipped it on. Oh, God, it not only fit perfectly, but it was so comfortable. She turned to the mirror and adjusted the straps. Her eyes widened as she saw how wonderful it made her breasts look, lifting them and making them look rounder and fuller.

Danni dropped her jeans to the floor and stepped out of them, then laid them on the bench, too.

“Don’t forget the panties.”

“I don’t think that’s necessary,” Danni said.

“These will show no panty line,” Karri said.

Danni sighed and pushed down her panties, her cheeks flushing a little, then pulled on the black lace ones Karri handed her.

Karri unfastened the zipper on the green gown and held it so Danni could just slip it over her head. It fluttered into place, then Karri zipped her up. Karri smiled as she gazed at Danni.

“That really is stunning on you.”

Danni turned to the mirror and stared. The dress was generously adorned with sequins, ranging from emerald green to sapphire blue, and a range of tones in between. The effect was elegant and unusual, giving the dress a multidimensional look.

Karri handed her a pair of shoes covered in matching sequins. Danni stepped into them and instantly gained six inches, making her legs appear longer and her whole body trimmer, yet still curvy.

“I’ll go show the guys.”

“Wait. First the finishing touches.” Karri opened the top of six drawers in a cabinet against the wall and Danni saw it contained glittering jewelry.

Karri selected a diamond necklace with a large teardrop-shaped emerald hanging from it. She attached it around Danni’s neck, then handed her a silver evening bag with sequins that matched the dress.

“Now?” Danni asked.

Karri smiled. “Yes.”

Danni opened the door of the dressing room.

* * *

Blake’s eyes locked on Danni as soon as she stepped into the room. Surely this couldn’t be the same feisty woman in a plaid shirt and cutoffs that had been drilling in their offices on Saturday.

Danni was a stunning woman no matter what she wore, but just like a jewel that had been polished to perfection, this dress brought out the full extent of her beauty.

“Wow,” Blake said.

“I second that,” Evan said with wide eyes.

Karri beamed at their reaction. Danni just seemed nervous. Or maybe she was just overwhelmed by the whole thing.

She walked farther into the room, clearly hesitant.

“Turn around for us,” Evan suggested.

Danni moved closer, then turned and walked away.

Damn, in those tall shoes, the sway of her hips was more pronounced. Blake’s groin tightened, and he longed to run his hand over her sexy, round derriere.

She turned back again. “I’ll go try on the next one.”

She hurried into the dressing room again, with Karri accompanying her. Blake sipped his champagne, then checked his e-mail. A few minutes later, Danni stepped into the room again, this time wearing a blue silk number. It hugged her perfect, full breasts, then narrowed at the waist, and finally the full skirt flowed to the floor like a waterfall. When she walked toward them, it fluttered around her like a shimmer of iridescent clouds. The shoes she wore this time were simply a blue silk that matched the dress, but with high heels covered in clear gems. The flap of the matching blue evening bag was covered in the same gems.

“This is very nice, too,” Blake said.

And sexy. And quite arousing with the way it clung to her torso, showing every lovely curve.

Danni turned around, the skirt swirling around her legs.

“What do you think of it, Danni?” Evan asked.

“It’s very nice,” she stuttered. “Beautiful.” She glanced in the floor-to-ceiling mirror on the wall. “I still have the red one to try on.”

She disappeared into the dressing room again.

“They both look great on her,” Evan said.

“True,” Blake answered.

“So I have one question. Are you getting as hard as I am?”

“Oh, yeah.”

This time when Danni stepped into the room, Blake’s eyes nearly popped out at the sight of her.

The dress was a vivid crimson, and it was just perfect for her. Evan had been right about the color on her. It set off her dark mane of hair beautifully. The slinky red fabric seemed to mold to her body, setting off every curve, accentuating her full, round breasts. It dipped low in front, showing off her ample cleavage, but in an elegant way. As she walked toward them, his cock grew harder with her every step. Then when she turned . . .

Oh, fuck, she was basically naked from the waist up, with only a strand of diamonds across her back holding the fabric together. He longed to run his hands over her naked skin and test the strength of that bejeweled string.

“Definitely this one,” Evan said, his eyes gleaming as she turned back to face them.

“I like it, too,” Danni said, “but you don’t think it’s too revealing?”

“Not at all,” Karri said with a smile. “And it sets off your figure beautifully.”

“Karri, why don’t you leave us alone so we can discuss the options,” Blake suggested.

“Of course, Mr. Hawkins. Just pick up the phone if you need me. It’s a direct line.”

She turned and left, closing the door behind her.

Blake lurched to his feet and walked toward Danni.

“This dress is the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

Her eyes widened as he drew her into his arms, then his hands wandered over her naked back and glided over her ass. He pulled her closer, pressing her against his throbbing cock. Evan stepped behind her and ran his hands over her shoulders, then stroked her ass with one hand.

“I totally agree.”

But Danni stiffened in his arms. “I’m sure there must be cameras in here.”

Blake nuzzled her soft neck, his need growing. “Who cares?”

“I do,” she protested.

“Okay, we can fix that.” Blake turned her around and led her to the dressing room, Evan following on their heels.

The room was huge. Once they were inside, Blake closed the door behind them. And locked it.

Chapter Six

Danni felt heat rushing through her, a result of Blake’s and Evan’s desire-filled gazes. Her breasts suddenly felt confined in the previously comfortable black lace bra.

She felt the dress slipping from her shoulders as Evan drew down the zipper.

“Oh, God, we can’t do this here,” she protested.

“Of course we can,” Blake said, his deep, rich voice persuasive. “There’s no way any one of the store’s staff is going to come back into the room until we call.”

“But they’ll know.”

“They can’t know for sure, and even if they did, they wouldn’t tell anyone. If it got out that they were that indiscreet, their entire clientele would disappear.”

Evan pushed the dress from her shoulders and it slithered to the floor, leaving her in only the black silk bra and panties.

Heat washed through her. There was something wicked and highly erotic about being stripped naked by two sexy billionaires in the dressing room of a posh store.

Blake ran his fingers along the strand of glittering jewels that had replaced the back strap of her bra and managed to unhook it, then Evan peeled the bra from her body and cupped her breasts while Blake watched, his lips nuzzling her neck.

Her nipples puckered and pushed forward. Evan’s mouth found one bud and he suckled deeply. His short beard rasped against her skin, sending goose bumps along her flesh.

“Oh, God, yes.”

She fell back against Blake and his big hand cupped her other breast. When his thumb stroked over that hard bud, she arched against him. She ran her hand over Blake’s cock, feeling the thick member under his fine wool suit.

“I want to see you two,” she said, reluctantly pulling from Evan’s mouth, then kneeling on the plush carpeted floor.

They both unzipped and pulled out their hard cocks. She gazed at them hungrily, then wrapped her hands around them and stroked. She eagerly took Evan into her mouth. She could see herself in the two mirrored walls. The sight of one cock protruding from her mouth and the other firmly in her hand as she stroked it was so hot she felt liquid arousal gushing between her legs.

She dove down on Evan and bobbed several times, squeezing him in her mouth, to his groan. Then she switched, taking Blake deep as she stroked Evan. Evan stroked her breasts as she sucked Blake.

“Oh, fuck, I want to be inside you,” Evan said.

She drew back from Blake and started to move her mouth to Evan, but he pulled her to her feet and kissed her, deep and hard.

“That’s not what I mean.” He stroked down her belly, then between her legs. He tugged the panties aside and she gasped as the silk tore.

“Oh, no. These aren’t mine.” Not that she could really get away without buying them once she’d gotten them wet with her arousal.

“Don’t worry about it,” Evan insisted, then pulled her in for a deep kiss again. His tongue plunged into her, and she felt his fingers glide over her slick folds and slide inside.

Blake was behind her, his hand flat on her stomach as he pulled her back to feel his rock-hard cock against her ass.

Evan sat down, then turned her around to face Blake. He drew her onto his lap and she felt his big cock slide right into her slick opening.

“Oh, God,” she murmured.

Evan glided her up and down a few times, then drew out and repositioned himself. This time as he lowered her down, his cock pushed into her back opening. The exquisite feel of fullness sent her thoughts scattering.

He was thick and hard, stretching her back passage to the limit. It was excruciatingly pleasurable.

Finally, she sat on his lap, his big cock fully inside her. Blake knelt in front of her, his hand stroking his cock, and licked her nipple. His mouth closed around it and he sucked it in deep, to her moan of approval.

Blake straightened and pressed his cockhead to her slit, the torn panties leaving it bare to him. As the cockhead pushed inside her, she found herself staring in the mirror. The sight of his cock moving into her left her breathless.

Evan shifted, reminding her of his big member in her ass.

Blake pushed in the last inch, then held her close.

Oh, God, both big cocks were inside her, and it felt divine.

“We’re going to fuck you now, sweetheart,” Blake said, his velvety voice caressing her ear. “We’re going to make you come so hard, you’ll scream out loud.”

“And don’t worry about it,” Evan said when she stiffened. “No one will hear you.”

She didn’t know about that, but once they started pumping into her, she knew that it didn’t matter, because there was no way she’d be able to stop herself.

Both big, hard cocks filled her again and again. Her ass ached with the pressure, at the same time blossoming with exquisite pleasure. Blake’s big cock in front dragged along her sensitive vagina, sending sparks flaring within her.

“Oh, fuck, sweetheart, I’m not going to last long,” Evan grated.

“Me, either.” Blake kept pounding into her, driving her hard against Evan.

She sucked in a breath as her body coiled tighter and tighter, until it was like a spring at its limit. Then she gasped as the cocks drilled deep into her. The coil released and everything seemed to spin around her. Then an orgasm exploded through her like a firestorm, searing her as she wailed.

“I’m fucking coming,” Blake said.

When she felt him erupt inside her, her orgasm jumped up a notch. Then when Evan groaned and she felt his heat, she shattered in sheer ecstasy. Her voice grew louder and louder until her wails turned to shrieks of euphoria.

The men kept pounding into her and she lost herself in the bliss. Sailing beyond time and space as her body shuddered in release.

Finally, she slumped on Evan’s lap.

“Oh, my God,” she panted. “They’re going to call the police.”

“I assure you they won’t. They’d never risk their sizable commission just because their clients fuck in the changing room.”

Her lips turned up in a grin as she sat there with their big dicks still inside her.

“You know, you two are very bad boys,” she said.

“That’s true. I think you should take us home and punish us,” Blake said.

She stroked over Blake’s tight ass and squeezed.

“Don’t think I won’t do it.”

In fact, the very thought started to arouse her again.

“But you can make amends right now,” she suggested.

“How is that?” Blake asked, his eyes glittering.

She rocked on their cocks and he got the hint. He started to thrust inside her again, pushing Evan deep with every movement. She clung to Blake’s shoulders and soon wailed out loud once again as another orgasm sizzled through her. It went on and on, the delightful pleasure washing through her in swells.

Finally, she crumpled between them.

“You may be bad boys,” she murmured between pants. “But I have to admit. You’re very, very good.”

* * *

The men insisted on buying the dress and all the accessories for her, and although she felt odd accepting, the total was well above the already generous budget her mother had offered her to buy an outfit for the event. In that department, Jerrold did not skimp, wanting her to wear a designer gown in hopes she’d fit in. But she didn’t want to go back and tell him she needed more. And she couldn’t afford it.

In fact, the panty and bra set alone used half the budget, though how any store could justify a four-digit price tag for a tiny bit of lingerie Danni could not understand. Something about threads of platinum woven through the silk giving the fabric that shimmery quality she’d admired. And, of course, it turned out the jeweled strap was real diamonds.

Their next stop was the salon, which was almost as luxurious as the store, though nothing could quite compare to E.V.’s.

Two sleek-looking women in tailored gray dresses with bright silk patterned scarves, which seemed to be some kind of uniform, looked Danni over. One lifted a handful of Danni’s hair—feeling and examining it, then lifting it to the top of Danni’s head and letting it fall in different ways around her face. The other woman inspected Danni’s face, touching her skin and holding swatches of product against her cheek.

One of them asked to see the dress Danni would be wearing. Blake had brought it in with them and they took the garment bag from the hook where he’d placed it and looked it over, then draped it in front of Danni, explaining they wanted to see the neckline and color.

Finally, they explained what they were going to do with her hair and makeup. Danni was happy to hear the stylist talk about leaving the color and length alone. She went on to say she planned to pin most of it up, but leave a mass of loose hair tumbling over one shoulder and something about little gem butterflies scattered throughout.

Danni just nodded. She would have just washed and brushed it, letting the plethora of waves hang loose. The makeup artist talked about what kind of foundation and blush she’d use, how she’d contour Danni’s cheeks and a whole lot of other things Danni didn’t know or care about, and how her eyes would be done in a smoky blend of colors that would bring out the blue of her eyes and at the same time complement the color of the dress. The lipstick would, of course, be a vivid red to match the red fabric.

“And your nails. We’ll do a matching red gel to maximize shine and it will last for several weeks. We’ll work a lovely design on top with black and white, unless you’d prefer gold to match the necklace?”

“What necklace?” Danni asked.

Suddenly, the woman’s cheeks flushed red. “Oh.” She glanced nervously at Blake. “I didn’t realize . . .”

Danni turned her gaze to Blake, too.

“It’s all right,” Blake said to the woman, then stood up and walked toward Danni.

He pulled something from his pocket. It was a long, narrow box. He snapped it open and inside she saw a huge rectangular-cut ruby, surrounded by a row of small diamonds. Five strands of pearls were attached to each side. Blake lifted the necklace from its cushion and wrapped it around her neck. The hair stylist lifted Danni’s heavy waves of hair so he could fasten it, then she let them tumble back into place.

Danni stared in the mirror. The pearls formed a collar around her throat, holding the gem flat against her neck. She ran her fingertip over the glittering gem.

“It’s beautiful.”

She saw both Blake and Evan smiling in the mirror behind her.

“After you picked out the red dress, when you were changing,” Evan explained, “Karri showed us this. We thought you’d like it.”

“It’s a gift from us,” Blake clarified.

She felt all quivery and light-headed. She should turn it down, especially after they’d already done so much for her. She’d already talked herself into hitting Mom and Jerrold up for the extra money for the dress and all, even though she knew she’d have trouble getting Evan and Blake to accept the repayment. But this necklace . . . there’s no way she could ask Jerrold to cover this.

So she should refuse it.

But she’d never been treated like this before. Being pampered with beautiful gifts. Having so much attention paid to her.

When Jerrold gave her something, it was because it benefited him in some way, not because he cared about her happiness.

Sure, Blake and Evan were reaping the benefits of some spectacularly awesome sex with her, but they knew they didn’t have to give her anything to coax her into it.

They seemed to actually like her, and enjoyed making her happy.

She stroked the bright stone, feeling a swell of emotion pushing its way forward.

They actually seemed to care about her.

“Thank you,” she murmured hoarsely.

Blake’s smile faded and his eyes turned intense as he watched her, clearly sensing her vulnerable emotions.

His hand rested on her shoulder. “You’re welcome, sweetheart.”

Then he turned her chair and drew her to her feet. She realized the two women had disappeared, leaving them alone in the private studio. His mouth found hers and his tongue glided over her lips, then inside. She melted against him, giving herself to the kiss completely.

When he drew back, his serious gaze locked on her.

“You deserve it, you know. That and so much more.”

“I don’t need gifts . . .”

“I don’t mean gifts. I mean someone who cares about you. And appreciates you.” He guided her to Evan, who drew her close. “And both of us do.”

“It’s true,” Evan said, then he kissed her, too.

She melted against him, gliding her tongue inside his mouth and coiling it with his. When he released her, they were both sucking in air.

“I think we should take you out to dinner,” Blake said. “Right now, before we take you right here in the salon.”

She stroked her hand through Evan’s beard, loving the coarse feel of the dense whiskers, imagining them gliding up her inner thigh right now.

“Is that a problem?” she asked.

Evan chuckled. “Only that we have reservations in twenty minutes and it’ll take fifteen to get to the restaurant.”

Blake tipped her chin toward him and kissed her. “Not that the restaurant wouldn’t hold our table, but we have a surprise for you.”

Chapter Seven

“So what’s this surprise you have for me?” Danni asked as they sat in the back of the limousine heading to the restaurant.

“I told you,” Blake said patiently, “it’s a surprise.”

“I can’t imagine what it could be. You’ve already given me an abundance of gifts. Any more would be too much.”

“I don’t know if I agree with that,” Evan said, “but it’s not a gift.”

The driver pulled up in front of Alana’s, an elegant restaurant she knew Mom and Jerrold often talked about.

“I’m not really dressed for such a fancy place,” she protested, her fingers toying with the hem of her blouse.

“Don’t worry about it,” Evan said. “I guarantee they won’t turn us away.”

The driver opened the door and she got out of the car, followed by Evan and Blake. Evan’s arm slid around her as they walked to the front door.

They must look an odd sight. Her in jeans and a secondhand blouse and the two men in expensive business suits. As they walked into the posh entryway, with dark wood paneling, crystal lamps, and heavy glass doors with brass handles, she wondered why they weren’t embarrassed to be seen with her like this. Jerrold would have made it very clear she was out of place.

She caught her reflection in the smoky mirrors along the wall of the entryway and realized she still had the ruby-and-pearl collar on. With the expensive necklace on, her outfit looked grungy-chic.

A staff member opened the door for them and once they were inside, a man in a black suit smiled at them.

“Ah, Mr. Swift, Mr. Hawkins. So nice to see you. Your table is ready. Please follow me.”

He led them through the softly lit restaurant to an area in the back with fewer tables and a quieter ambience. There were only a couple of empty tables there, but the host led them toward two men already seated at a table for six.

The men stood up as they approached, their gazes turning to her.

The host pulled out her chair and she sat down, looking at Evan and Blake questioningly.

“Danni, this is Marcus and Rhett.”

She turned to the men and smiled. “Rhett, like Rhett Butler?”

“Yes. My grandmother was a great fan of Gone with the Wind, so my parents named me that in her honor.”

“That’s very nice.”

Rhett was a tall, good-looking man with dark blond hair so long he’d tied it behind his head. His brown eyes sparkled and he was sinfully sexy. He wore a stylish suit that was clearly an expensive cut.

Marcus, on the other hand, wore jeans—though she could tell they were a designer label—that fit his long, muscular legs and trim waist perfectly. His casual shirt was open at the neck, giving a glimpse of vines tattooed up his chest and curling along his neck and behind his ears. His black hair was cropped close to his head. She imagined if she ran her hand over it, it would feel like coarse stubble. He also had a pierced ear that was stretched with one of those wide inserts, so it made a large hole in his earlobe. He was muscular and laid back, but she could tell there was an alertness about him, as if he was ready to lurch into action in a split second.

“And your name’s Danni,” Marcus said. “I like it. It suits you.”

“Because it’s a boy’s name and I work in construction?” she asked.

She didn’t know if Evan and Blake had told them what she did for a living, but she wasn’t going to hide it, so she might as well get it out there right now.

Marcus shrugged. “Sure, I suppose. But you decide what people call you. If you wanted to be called Danielle, I have no doubt you wouldn’t put up with them calling you anything else. It’s clear you know your own mind and you don’t take guff from anybody.”

“Like if someone called you Marc,” Evan said.

“Got that right,” Marcus said. He turned back to Danni. “I grew up in construction. Got lucky and made it big. So people say. But it’s not really so much luck as I’ve got mad business skills. I’m not as rich as these nobodies”—he jerked his head toward Evan and Blake—“but I do all right for myself. Even if I didn’t, I think putting in a good day’s work building something with your own two hands”—he smiled, which set his amber eyes ablaze—“that’s what it’s all about.”

“So, the pep talk from Marcus aside,” Blake said, “the reason we asked Rhett and Marcus here is to give you practice socializing with rich society people in a friendly environment.”

Marcus snorted. “I’m no rich society dick, but I’ve got money and people hang on my words like I’m a goddamned celebrity. And they invite me to fancy-assed parties in order to talk me out of my money.”

“Marcus and Rhett will be at the gala, too, so you’ll have some friendly faces there,” Evan said.

“And if you need us to act like interested suitors,” Rhett said, his eyes twinkling, “we’ll be happy to.”

Embarrassment flickered through her at the realization that Evan and Blake had guessed why her mother was insisting she go to this party, but it faded when Rhett reached for her hand and lifted it, then turned it over and pressed his lips to the pulse point on her wrist. The feel of his delicate whisper of a kiss sent tingles racing along her spine.

“Yeah, we’ll be happy to fend off the men your mother wants to foist on you,” Marcus said.

Then his gaze swept down her body, brushing over her breasts, then back to her face. The thought of his large hands, which were calloused and clearly saw a hard day’s work regularly, set her heart aflutter.

God, Marcus wasn’t what she’d expected when she thought of the elite people who would attend a fund-raiser like the one this Friday. He came from modest roots, just like her. But then, he had money behind him and no one would argue with that. But he also had balls. He apologized to no one for who he was.

Was that the message Blake and Evan wanted her to learn?

The waitress brought a plate of appetizers, which Rhett and Marcus had ordered ahead of time, then took their orders.

“Okay, so let’s get this started,” Rhett suggested. “Danni, you’ve been introduced to Marcus and me and we’re all standing with drinks in our hands. What do you do?”

“Well, I say hello and I guess I ask what you do.”

“Marcus tells you he’s in construction and I say I run a mutual fund.”

“I’d ask Marcus what kind of construction.”

Marcus’s lips turned up in a predatory smile. “And I’d say that if you’re really interested, I could take you to my latest project and show you. It’s a huge skyscraper downtown with a stunning view of the city. Or if heights aren’t your thing, there’s always the five-million-dollar mansion I constructed last year, with a pool surrounded by natural rocks, complete with waterfall. It’s very secluded, so”—he smiled broadly—“skinny dipping is not out of the question.”

“You’re coming on a little strong, Marcus,” Blake said with an edge to his deep voice.

“No stronger than any one of these Don Juans will when they see this delightful treat of a woman.”

“Instead of asking what they do,” Rhett interjected, “why don’t you steer the conversation to interests? What do you like to do in your spare time?”

She wrapped her fingers around her drink. “I don’t have a lot of spare time, but I like to stay active. I hike, run, and swim whenever I can.”

Marcus chuckled. “Swim, eh? See, I would have gotten somewhere there.”

Her cheeks blossomed in heat as she remembered that that’s exactly what had happened with Blake and Evan. They’d invited her back for a swim and she’d wound up having sex with them in the pool.

“What else?” Blake asked.

She could see in his gaze that he was remembering the same thing.

“I don’t know. I like building things.”

“What kind of things?” Rhett asked.

“I built an entryway table for my town house. And I sometimes build bookshelves for my friends.”

“You’re good with tools,” Marcus said. “I like that.”

“That’s great, Danni,” Evan encouraged. “But what else?”

“I like to paint.”

“That’s good,” Evan said. “A lot of these people like to talk about art.”

“Oh, no. I mean I like to paint walls and furniture. I like to experiment with textured surfaces. And I refinish old furniture.” She grabbed her phone and swiped through the pictures. “I fixed an old, plain white bookshelf for a friend and painted it in a faux oak finish. See?” She held up the picture to show them.

“That’s not real oak?” Rhett asked. “That’s amazing.”

“What about books?” Marcus asked. “What do you like to read?”

She pursed her lips. “I’m not sure they’d be interested in that. Mostly, I like to read fantasy and science-fiction romance that’s . . . erotic.”

Marcus grinned. “You’re my kind of woman.”

She arched an eyebrow. “You like romance?”

“I like science fiction. And fantasy. And if it’s erotic, I can put up with a bit of romance.”

“Talking about cars wouldn’t work, I assume,” Rhett said.

“What do you drive, Danni?” Marcus asked.

“Usually I drive an old Chevy Impala that my dad had for years, but in the nice weather, I drive an old Harley-Davidson.”

“You’re shitting me,” Marcus said.

“My dad bought it at a police auction a long time ago and kept it up pretty well. When he died, I kept working on it and I’ve managed to keep it going.”

“That’s fucking awesome,” Marcus exclaimed. “You seem more my type of woman all the time.” He leaned back in the chair. “I have an old motorcycle I’m rebuilding. Maybe you could come over and work on it with me sometime.”

“Marcus, are you really hitting on Danni?” Rhett asked.

“Why not?” He glanced at Blake and Evan. “Are one of you two going out with her?”

Evan glanced her way, his green eyes assessing, and she gazed back nervously, wondering what he’d say.

“No,” Blake answered.

Danni’s heart sank. This thing with Blake and Evan had started as a casual fling but she’d started to think there was more to what they all shared. She’d started to think that maybe they’d have a shot at something more. But from their response, either they were embarrassed to admit they’d date a construction worker, or they weren’t really interested.

“You know, we’re trying to figure out what you should talk about with these people,” Marcus said, “but why don’t you just be yourself and to hell with them?”

“Because I don’t want to embarrass my stepfather.”

“Why? What the hell has he done for you lately?”

“He makes my mother happy.”

Marcus leaned forward. “Okay, well, then here’s what you do. Is the dress you’ll be wearing low-cut?”

“Yes, it is,” Evan answered.

“Good, then if you get uncomfortable talking with someone, just pretend you notice something on your skirt and lean forward to brush it away. I guarantee when you stand up, any guy will have forgotten what he was saying.”

“And if she’s talking to a woman?” Rhett asked.

“Her mother wants her there to meet men, so she’ll probably ensure Danni’s dragged around to every eligible bachelor there.” He turned back to Danni. “And if that doesn’t work, just say that you like the song the band is playing. The guys will fall all over themselves asking you to dance.”

“I think I’m getting more nervous, not less,” Danni admitted.

A big smile claimed Marcus’s lips. “No worries. Here, give me your phone.”

When she handed it to him, he tapped in his number.

“I’ll be watching out for you, but if you get uncomfortable in any situation, just text me and I’ll come over.”

He smiled, a devilish, knock-your-socks-off, sexy smile.

“While we’re at it, why don’t you give me your number, too? Just in case I need to find you at the party.”

She gave it to him, aware of Blake’s tight-set jaw and the disapproving glint in his eyes. Then she and Rhett exchanged phones for the same purpose.

Their dinner arrived, and while they ate, the men told her about some of the people who would probably be at the party and suggested topics she could discuss. After the meal, she said good-bye to Rhett and Marcus at the door, then Blake and Evan’s driver opened the back door of the limo.

She climbed in and Blake and Evan settled in beside her. She relaxed in the seat as the car started forward.

“Thank you for the lovely day,” she said, “and all the gifts.”

“You’re welcome,” Evan said. “But the day isn’t over yet.”

“It’s not?”

“We were hoping you’d come back to the penthouse for a drink,” Blake said.

Her fingers glided along the pearls of her necklace. “That would be nice.”

She knew they didn’t really mean a drink. She also knew it meant she’d get very little sleep tonight, and six a.m. came pretty early. But she didn’t care. She’d give up sleep—and a lot of other things—for a chance to be with these two men.

When they led her into the penthouse, she slipped off her shoes, and as soon as she stood up, Blake’s arms slid around her. His kiss was hard and demanding. His tongue swept into her mouth, claiming her with passion.

Evan stepped behind her, his body close, his hands resting on her shoulders. As soon as Blake released her lips, Evan turned her chin and claimed her mouth. Her body was half-turned toward him, still between both men. When Evan released her lips, Blake took her arm and guided her into the living room, Evan at her other side.

“You seemed to enjoy Marcus’s company,” Blake said, his blue eyes serious.

“Both Marcus and Rhett were nice. It’s good to know I can call on them at the party,” she said.

“But Marcus and you have a lot in common. Are you interested in going out with him?” Evan asked.

She frowned. Clearly, they were jealous, yet they hadn’t admitted any interest in her when Marcus asked. What was she supposed to think?

She drew away from them. “Before I answer that question, let me ask one of my own.”

Chapter Eight

Danni sat down in an armchair and glanced at them to ensure she had their attention. They both sat on the couch facing her.

“What is it?” Blake asked.

“Where do you see this going between us?”

“The three of us? That depends on what you want,” Blake said.

“So you’re throwing it back at me.” She shook her head. “I don’t want to guess. When we were at dinner, Marcus asked the two of you outright if we were involved and you said no. I assume that means I’m just a casual fling.”

“He asked if one of us was seeing you,” Blake corrected. “And the answer to that is no. We’re both seeing you.” He shook his head. “I wasn’t going to tell him that because I didn’t want to embarrass you. I saw how you were looking at Evan when Marcus asked the question. You looked nervous, so I guessed you didn’t want anyone to know that the three of us are an item.”

She hesitated as that sank in. “I guess that makes sense.”

“Whatever this is between us,” Blake said, “it’s more than a fling. I don’t think we need to define it—it’s only been a couple of days—but I don’t want it to end yet.”

“You don’t?” She glanced at Evan and he nodded in agreement. Her heart raced. “I don’t want it to end, either.”

But she realized that what she wanted from the relationship was probably more than what they wanted. What she wanted wasn’t really viable. Being with two men. Falling in love with two men.

Evan laughed and stood up, then pulled her to her feet. “Whatever we’ve got going on is amazing and wildly sexy, so let’s not waste any more time talking about it. Let’s get on with enjoying it.”

“No,” Blake said firmly.

Both Evan’s and Danni’s heads jerked toward him in shock.

Oh, God. It didn’t matter that he’d just said he didn’t want this to end. Her stomach furled into knots, in fear that he had just decided that she wasn’t worth the trouble after all.

He stood up, his face stern, and walked toward her.

Was he going to tell her to leave?

“The fact is,” he said in a deep, authoritative voice that washed over her senses like warm velvet, “you flirted shamelessly tonight, which was very disrespectful to Evan and me.”

She shivered, confused by his demeanor.

“That’s true,” Evan said, but a smile curled his lips.

Blake held out his hand to her. Although his face was still stern, his eyes held a glimmer of a smile.

“Now, young lady, I think we should punish you.” The last four words were spoken in a deep, husky tone.

Every nerve ending in her body seemed to spark at the same time as excitement flared within her.

She rested her hand in his and he drew her to her feet.

“What kind of punishment?” she asked nervously.

Blake chuckled. “That’s not for you to question.”

Then he jerked her tightly to his body and stared down at her. His midnight gaze—deep and penetrating—locked on hers.

Then he kissed her. Hard.

She was sure he could feel her trembling in his arms.

Then he released her and twirled her around. Suddenly, she was leaning over the back of the couch, her ass in the air. His hand smacked across her denim-clad buttocks and she gasped.

“That’s just a taste of your punishment, young lady,” Blake said. He coiled his hand in her hair, as Evan liked to do, and pulled her to a standing position. He tugged her head back until it was resting against his shoulder. “If you’re uncomfortable with this, say so now, because I intend to thoroughly discipline you.”

“I . . . uh . . .” She bit her lip. “I’ll do whatever you say, sir.”

Evan laughed heartily.

“Good.” Blake’s eyes gleamed as he turned her to face him and released her hair.

His gaze dragged over her body, from top to toe, then back again, blazing a trail of heat through her. He tucked his finger under the pearls at her neck. The feel of it against her throat, between her skin and the smooth pearls, made her heart thump.

“Take off everything,” he commanded, then tugged on the necklace, pulling her face a little closer to him. “Except this.”

His gaze held her mesmerized, locked in a confusing, sensual web of anxiety and desire. He seemed so aloof and commanding, but at the same time, she could see the gleam of excitement in his dark blue eyes.

“Do you understand, young lady?”

Quivers danced through her. “Yes, sir.”

He released his hold on her necklace and watched her expectantly. She glanced to Evan, who just smiled, his hands pushed into his pockets.

She reached for the hem of her top and pulled it over her head, then dropped it on the back of the couch. Then she unzipped her jeans and pushed them down. Her skin pebbled as they watched her, tingles dancing along her arms and legs. She reached behind her and unfastened her bra, then dropped the straps from her shoulders.

They’d seen her naked before, but it felt strange just stripping off her clothes while they stood watching her. She drew in a breath and dropped the lacy garment forward, exposing her breasts. Evan’s mouth curled up in a smile as his eyes glowed appreciatively.

Blake’s expression was unreadable. He had stepped into a role of authority, keeping his expression distant and stern.

Which was wildly sexy.

She hooked her fingers under the elastic of her panties and pushed them down in one swift motion, then kicked them away.

Now she stood totally naked in front of them. Her skin tingled under their scrutiny.

“Good girl.” Blake held out his hand and she rested hers on it. He grasped it snugly and led her to the bedroom.

“Lean over the back of the chair,” he said, indicating the armchair by the fireplace.

She shivered as she walked to it, then leaned forward, resting her stomach on the plush surface and grasping the armrests for support.

“Spread your legs,” Blake instructed.

She moved her feet apart, opening her thighs.

“More.” His tone was cool and commanding.

She glanced to Evan, who stood to one side of the chair, and the smile curling his lips reassured her. She spread her legs wider, very conscious of exposing her most intimate parts to Blake.

“Evan, come here and look at this.”

Evan walked behind her and she could feel both their gazes burning over her exposed flesh.

“Goddamn, what a pretty sight. Too bad we have to punish her,” Evan said, “because I would love to fuck that wet pussy right now.”

“Yes. Unfortunate,” Blake said. “So let’s get on with it.”

She heard a drawer open, then a moment later, something swished across her skin. Soft strips of suede.

“I’ve got a flogger here, young lady, and I’m going to use it on you.” Blake continued moving the soft suede strips over her ass in a rippling motion. “If you want this to stop, just tell me. Or use the word ‘tower.’ That’s your safe word. If you do that, then everything stops. Do you understand?” he asked.

She nodded.

Suddenly, the fabric flicked against her in a stinging blow.

“I didn’t hear you. Do you understand?” he asked with a bite in his deep voice.

“Yes, sir,” she answered quickly.

The strands of the flogger stroked over her lightly again.

“Good.”

Then he flicked it again. Stinging pain flashed across her ass. He stroked gently, then flicked. Her skin burned with the pain.

Then Evan, who now stood near her hip, glided his hand lightly over her burning cheek.

“Such a nice rosy color,” he said. “And warm.”

Blake’s hand cupped her other cheek.

“Yes.” Blake squeezed lightly.

Her stinging flesh tingled under his touch and she found herself arching against him. He chuckled, then flicked the flogger against her again, this time in a smarting blow.

Evan’s hand glided along her spine, soothing her.

Then the flogger whipped across her ass again, making her cry out.

Immediately, Blake’s fingers glided lovingly over her heated skin. First across one side of her round ass, then the other. He changed direction and moved back again, then she gasped as his fingertips danced across her intimate petals.

He glided sideways with the lightest of touches, then over her ass again. But a second later, he found her slick folds again. This time, he stroked the length of her. She could feel the wetness oozing from her, glazing his fingers.

“Fuck, she’s so wet,” Blake said, the cool authority in his voice eroding.

“Let me feel.” Evan stroked over her, his fingers pressing a little harder than Blake’s had. Up and down.

Then his finger slipped inside and she stifled a moan.

“I’m not sure she’s been punished enough yet,” Evan said.

“Well, this flogger is useful in many ways.”

Chapter Nine

Evan’s hand moved away and Danni felt something hard and smooth press against her slick flesh. It pressed deeper, sliding inside her just a little. He rotated it, sending blinding pleasure through her as the hard, cool surface of the glass flogger handle stimulated her hot, wet opening.

As he slowly pushed it deeper, she sucked in a breath.

“Squeeze that pretty pussy around it,” Blake commanded.

She did as he said and as he drew the hard surface out a little, the unyielding, ridged surface dragging over her sensitive inner flesh, she felt weak in the knees. He pushed it deeper this time and drew it back slowly. She gasped at the intensity of it.

Then he pulled it all the way out and she groaned at the loss.

When she felt it nudge against her back opening, she spread her thighs wider, arching her lower back to lift her ass a little higher.

“You want this in your ass, baby?” Evan asked.

“Oh, yes. Please,” she begged.

Evan chuckled and she could see he’d pulled his cock from his pants, his big hand encircling the stiff shaft. He watched as Blake pressed the slick glass handle into her back opening. It parted her slowly, pushing in relentlessly. She sucked in air, squeezing it as it invaded her tight passage.

“Oh . . . God . . . yes,” she whimpered.

Evan moved in front of her and pressed his cock to her lips. She opened, taking him inside gladly. She suckled his cockhead, loving the hot, heavy feel of it inside her mouth as the glass wand filled her ass.

“Are you enjoying your punishment, young lady?” Blake asked.

She nodded, squeezing Evan tighter in her mouth.

Then Blake’s hand smacked against her ass. She gasped, then drove down on Evan.

“Ah, fuck, baby.” Evan curled his hand in her hair and pulled her deeper still.

She squeezed him in her mouth, to his groan.

Then she felt something hot and hard nudge her hot slit. Blake’s cock was going to push into her and she wanted it . . . needed it so badly . . . inside her. She arched against him and he pushed in a little. She wrapped a hand around Evan’s cock and pulled it from her mouth.

“Oh, yes, Blake, please. Fill me up.”

Blake instantly drove deep into her, to her cry of delight.

She popped Evan’s hard member back into her mouth and sucked hard.

Blake drew back a little, then glided deep again. He filled her with smooth, slow strokes, driving her pleasure higher and higher with each one.

She slid her mouth off Evan again, tightening her hand around him and gliding it up and down in quick strokes, matching the beating of her heart.

“Oh, God, sir. Please.” She squeezed around Blake and the glass handle inside her ass. “I want both you and Evan inside me.”

“Evan is inside you. He’s filling your sweet little mouth.” Blake’s tone was filled with amusement. “When you’re not talking, that is.”

Blake glided deep again and she sucked in air.

“I know but . . .” She gasped at another deep stroke of his cock. “Please, I beg you. I want to be between you. One in front, the other in back.”

Evan laughed. “I like that idea.”

The glass wand slid from her ass and suddenly she found herself standing as Evan moved around the chair and leaned against the back of it. Blake’s cock slid away and she moaned at the loss. Then Evan pulled her tightly to him. His lips took hers, his beard raspy against her face as his tongue swept inside her. She felt his cock glide over her wet flesh, then . . .

“Oh, God, yes,” she cried as he plunged in deep.

His arm slid around her waist and he held her tightly against him. Then Blake’s cock zeroed in on her anal opening and . . .

“Yessss . . .” Her voice quivered as his big cock pushed into her. Farther and farther. Until her whole body trembled with need.

When he was all the way inside, his body pressed tightly to hers, they all stood perfectly still. Time seemed to stop as she quivered between them, totally claimed by them both. Knowing she belonged totally to these men.

Then she felt strands of hair quiver against her neck as Blake released a soft breath.

“My God, you’re so perfect,” he said, that low voice of his curling through her like hot silk.

Her heart swelled. She felt so utterly vulnerable. And so completely protected.

Blake stroked her hair behind her ear and his lips brushed against her temple, then nuzzled her neck.

She had to stop herself from uttering words of love. It didn’t make sense. It was far too soon.

And it was totally crazy to think they could ever feel that way about her.

But the intense sensations flooding through her . . .

She trembled as Evan’s hand glided down her arm.

God, she’d never felt this way before.

Blake began to move. His cock glided back, dragging along her sensitive, tight passage. Then he pressed deep again. Evan joined him, the two of them filling her with smooth, deep strokes.

She gasped as she clung to Evan.

“Oh, God, yes. Fill me.”

Their strokes sped up, their big shafts driving deeper. She whimpered as her whole body vibrated with need, heat blazing through her.

They thrusted, their breathing accelerating. Her heart pounding.

“Oh, yess . . . yesss.” She whimpered as rapture embraced her. “Yessss!” Her soulful moan cascaded to an intense wail as an orgasm blossomed through her.

“Yes, sweetheart,” Blake rasped against her ear, his breath making the tiny hairs on her neck quiver. “Come for us.”

His words, like a command she could not ignore, sent her flying even further over the edge. She gasped, then moaned as her insides swirled and exploded into an ecstatic frenzy of bliss.

Evan groaned and she felt him pulse inside her. Blake drove forward, pinning her to Evan’s body and he, too, erupted inside her. She wailed as their orgasms sent her sailing into another, more intense bout of ecstasy.

She moaned and moaned as they rocked their hips against her in short, sweet strokes. Her consciousness melted into a golden pool of honeyed delight.

Then she sighed and collapsed between them. Evan’s hands grasped her hips, keeping her from slithering to the floor as Blake moved back. Evan scooped her up and carried her to the bed. Soon the three of them were stretched out together, her between them. She lay on her back, gazing from Blake’s handsome face to Evan’s.

She stroked Evan’s short, thick beard and laughed.

“What’s so funny?” he asked with a smile.

“Not funny,” she said as her other hand found Blake’s clean-shaven cheek and she glided her fingers over it. “Just deliriously happy.”

Blake laughed. “That’s what I like to hear after I’ve made love to a woman.”

“I think I helped with that,” Evan pointed out.

“Oh yes.” She grinned. “You were both very important cogs in the well-oiled machine that led to our spectacular success.”

Blake’s eyebrows rose. “Did you call us cogs?”

“No, I believe she said cocks,” Evan said, his lips quirking up.

She laughed again and grasped their cocks. “Yes, these definitely had a lot to do with it.”

She gasped in surprise as Blake’s long fingers glided over her still-slick folds, then burrowed inside.

“And I think I found what she meant by well-oiled.”

“Yeah,” Evan said as his fingers slipped inside her, too.

Heat flared through her and she opened her legs.

“Oh, God, you’d better finish what you started,” she said, arching upward.

Blake leaned in and kissed her, his fingers stroking inside her sensitized passage.

“Or what?” His deep voice coiled around her.

She was sucking in air now as pleasure trilled through her.

She grasped his shoulder. “You wouldn’t want to leave a lady in need, would you?”

Blake smiled, but along with the amusement in his eyes, swirling right alongside desire, there was also a deep warmth and tenderness that took her breath away.

“Of course not,” he said, then rolled over her.

Evan’s hand slid away as Blake pressed his big cock against her. She moaned as he drove inside her, and after only a few strokes, she gasped and plummeted into another orgasm. Blake rode her until her gasps turned to long, mournful moans as the pleasure rippled through her entire awareness. When the pleasure faded, he kissed her and rolled away, then Evan mounted her. The feel of his thick cock gliding into her thrust her straight over the edge again and he pounded deep and hard as the next orgasm rolled over her in relentless waves, like the pounding of the surf.

When he finally pulled out, she was breathless and weak.

“Oh . . . my . . . God . . .” she said in gasps. “You are the most incredible men I’ve ever known.”

They smiled and settled in close to her.

Her eyelids fell closed and she wondered how she would ever survive once this delightful interlude with them was over.

* * *

Danni’s eyelids popped open and she realized it was getting light outside. She glanced at the bedside clock and realized it was five forty-five. The alarm on her cell would go off in fifteen minutes.

Both men were still lying next to her, but no arms or legs were entangled, so she carefully slipped from under the covers and crawled off the end of the bed. She left the master bedroom and went to the en suite in the other bedroom to shower so she wouldn’t wake them. Just because she had to be up early didn’t mean she had to cut their sleep short.

She towel-dried her hair, then let the thick waves hang loose to dry. Wrapped in a towel, she walked into the living room to retrieve her clothes. She could smell hot coffee brewing in the kitchen. She pulled on her underwear, then her jeans and top, and continued into the kitchen.

Blake stood at the stove, cooking eggs. He wore only pajama bottoms, leaving his muscular back bare. She wanted to walk right over and wrap her arms around his waist, then rest her head against his naked skin with a sigh.

“Pour yourself a coffee,” he said. “Your omelet will be ready in a minute.”

“You didn’t have to cook for me.”

“No problem. I don’t want you to go to work without a good breakfast.”

He folded the omelet into a perfect half-moon. She poured herself a cup of coffee and added cream and sugar. He turned the omelet onto a plate and handed it to her, then followed her to the table and sat down.

She took a bite. “Mmm. This is really good.”

“I’m glad you like it.”

“If you keep treating me this well, you’ll never get rid of me.”

As soon as the words were out of her mouth, her cheeks blossomed with heat and she gazed at him. Just as he opened his mouth to say something, Evan walked into the room.

Evan wore only gray boxers. His broad chest was bare and his close-cropped beard neatly trimmed. Her gaze wandered down his lion tattoo. He was a delightful sight.

“Have you told her yet?” Evan asked as he poured himself a coffee.

Chapter Ten

“Told me what?” Danni asked, turning back to Blake.

Was this it? They’d gotten her all set up for the party. They’d arranged for Marcus and Rhett to help her out at the event if she needed it.

And they’d had some great sex last night.

Had they decided it was time to say good-bye?

“Evan and I were talking and we decided . . .”

Her chest clenched and time seemed to stand still as he spoke.

“ . . . that we’d like to join you at the gala on Friday.”

“What?” she asked, dumbfounded.

“We’d like to go to the event with you,” Evan said as he sat down beside her. “That’s okay with you, isn’t it?”

“But I thought you had another commitment.”

“We were able to move the board meeting to the following week.”

She felt the smile quiver across her lips, then stretch her mouth wide. She felt like a bit of an idiot grinning at them like that, but she couldn’t help it.

“Yes, that’s very okay. In fact, I’d love it.”

Both men smiled.

“Good,” Blake said. “We might have to meet you there, but we can send a car for you if you like.”

“Oh, no. That’s not necessary. Mom wants me to arrive with her and Jerrold. But . . .” Danni grinned again. “I’m really glad you’re going.”

* * *

On Wednesday, Danni hurried to the restaurant to meet her mother. She’d had to grab a quick shower and change because she’d had dust all over herself after sanding drywall this morning. Mom had called last night to invite Danni to lunch. Danni had asked to do it another day, preferably not on a work day, but Mom had insisted that it couldn’t wait.

Danni didn’t know what she wanted to talk about, but she was concerned.

She pulled open the door of the restaurant, conscious of her clothes. She wore clean jeans and a nice cotton camisole that she could cover with a shirt when she got back. She didn’t have time to put on a special outfit that would be more to her mother’s satisfaction, and then change again when she got back. She’d just have to put up with Mom’s disapproving comments.

She spotted her mom at a table. She walked over and sat down.

“It’s nice to see you, Danielle,” Mom said. “Thank you for coming.”

“Of course, Mom.” She picked up the menu on the table in front of her, then ordered the special, knowing it would be fast to arrive.

Mom made some small talk while they waited for the food, but Danni got impatient, not caring about Mom’s friends’ vacation and where they boarded their dog while they were gone.

“Mom, you said you wanted to talk. What is it? Is everything okay?”

Mom dropped her gaze to her plate and poked at some of her linguine, hesitating.

“Mom, you’re making me nervous. Are you okay? Is this about that doctor’s appointment you told me about recently?” Danni’s stomach clenched.

“No, it’s not my health. It’s . . . well, this is hard to say. It’s about Jerrold . . . and his business. It seems the business is in dire financial straits. If Jerrold doesn’t get an investor . . . and soon . . . then he’ll lose the business.” Mom gazed up at Danni, her face strained. “If that happens, we’ll lose everything.” She took Danni’s hand and squeezed, her eyes begging for understanding. “I can’t go back to having nothing. I can’t live like I did when I was with your father.”

Danni compressed her lips. “I don’t recall us having nothing. Dad wasn’t rich, but he worked hard and brought in a decent wage. We had a nice house, clothes, and food on the table.”

“I know, dear. I didn’t mean to disparage you father. You know I loved him. But after he died, we didn’t have a lot and I was always worried about making the monthly bill payments. It was very stressful and . . .” She gazed at Danni with wide imploring eyes, begging for understanding. “I don’t think there’s anything wrong with not wanting to have those kinds of worries again.”

Danni nodded. “I get it, Mom. I wish there was something I could do to help.”

“Actually, there is.”

Danni’s gaze darted to her mother’s. “What?”

But she was sure she knew what was coming next.

“Well, Mabel saw you at Alana’s having dinner the other night and she said you were eating with some businessmen . . . including Blake Hawkins and Evan Swift. In fact, she said you arrived with the two of them.”

“And?”

“How well do you know them?”

Danni pursed her lips. “What exactly are you asking?” There’s no way she wanted to explain to her mother that she was having a hot, sexy threesome with them.

“I’m hoping you know them well enough to ask a favor.”

Oh, God, please don’t ask.

“Do you know if they’ll be attending the fund-raiser?” Mom asked. “I haven’t received their RSVP yet.”

“Yes, they will. They just recently decided.”

Mom smiled. “That is good news.” She leaned closer. “Now . . . since you seem to have some kind of relationship with them . . .”

“Mom . . .” Danni said in a warning tone, hoping to stifle the inevitable request.

“I’d like you to convince them to talk to Jerrold and invest in his company.”

“Mom, this puts me in an awkward position. I really don’t want to do that.”

Mom squeezed Danni’s hand. “Please, dear. For me.”

* * *

As Danni rode the elevator up to the executive floor that afternoon, she fretted over her decision. She didn’t want to disappoint Mom, especially since Mom had kept on with her argument, pulling every emotional string she could until she’d made Danni promise to at least try.

Danni knew Mom had been scared after Dad died. She’d never had to fend for herself before and with a daughter to take care of . . . it had been hard for her.

Danni didn’t want her mother to be unhappy. She really loved her and knew in her heart she’d do anything for Mom.

The elevator doors opened and she stepped into the elegant reception area. She walked to the receptionist. The woman glanced at her, her gaze taking in Danni’s dusty jeans and work shirt. She’d had to come up on a break.

“I’d like to talk to Blake Hawkins or Evan Swift, please,” Danni said politely.

The immaculately dressed woman ached an eyebrow. “Do you have an appointment?”

“No, but I think they’ll see me if you tell them I’m here. Danni Jenson.”

“I’m sorry, but without an appointment that’s impossible,” the woman said dismissively.

Danni gritted her teeth. Jumping off a cliff and flying to the moon might be impossible, but this woman asking her boss a simple question was not.

“I’d really like you to ask, because—”

The woman’s eyes rolled. “It’s not going to happen.”

Danni debated whether to just march past the woman straight to the executive offices. She knew where they were, since she’d put up the drywall there. There were two large corner offices, which she was sure would be Evan’s and Blake’s.

But that would cause a scene and she didn’t want to embarrass Blake and Evan.

“Now would you please go before I call security,” the woman said.

Danni’s hands clamped into fists, anger flaring through her.

“Danni?” Evan had just stepped into the reception area and a big smile stretched across his face. He’d clearly been in a hurry, but he stopped beside her. “It’s nice to see you. What are you doing here?”

“I need to talk to you and Blake for a few minutes.”

His smile faded. “I take it it’s important.”

She nodded and he glanced at his watch.

“Look, I really have to be somewhere, but Blake’s still in his office.” He turned to the receptionist. “Kim, call Mr. Hawkins and tell him I’m sending someone in to see him, then get someone to accompany Ms. Jenson to his office.”

“I can find my way,” Danni said.

He smiled. “Okay.”

He grabbed the visitor’s badge the now-nervous receptionist held out and clipped it to her collar. Just the brief touch sent shivers through her, a need building inside her to be with him and Blake again.

“His secretary said he’ll be back in a minute,” the receptionist said, “so Ms. Jenson can wait in his office for him.”

“Good.” He turned back to Danni. “I have to go.”

He stared into her eyes as if he wanted to pull her into his arms and kiss her. She certainly wanted him to.

But he turned and hurried away.

Danni walked down the hall past the smaller offices, then turned a corner. A tall brunette sat behind a desk between the two big offices. The woman’s gaze fell to the visitor’s badge.

“You’re Ms. Jenson?” she asked cautiously.

“Yes, I am.”

“Please, go right in.” She gestured toward the office door on the left.

But before she did, Blake appeared.

“Danni, what are you doing here?”

“I need to talk to you about something.”

“Of course. I only have a few minutes, but we can talk in my office.”

He led her through a door past his secretary’s desk and into the huge corner office with a spectacular view of the city. She’d seen it before, when they were building the office space, and it had been impressive then, but now, with his strong presence, it was even more striking. And a little intimidating.

“Sit down.” He gestured to the sleek leather couch by the window.

She sat down and he settled beside her with a smile.

“What is it?”

She sucked in a breath, losing her nerve. “If you’re in a hurry, maybe we should talk later.”

“Nonsense. You felt it was important enough to come here to see me. Tell me what’s on your mind.”

She bit her lip. “I have a favor to ask you.”

“Really? And what is it?”

“My stepfather—”

“Whom you don’t like.”

She frowned. “We don’t always get along, but that doesn’t mean I don’t like him.”

“He’s family. I get it.”

She nodded. “That’s right. Well, my mom just told me that he’s having some problems . . . with his business. She tells me that if they don’t get an investor right away, that he’ll lose it. And everything else.”

“So you’d like Evan and me to invest.”

“I really don’t want to ask. My mom . . . well, she’s really worried and . . .”

He glanced at his watch, then stood up.

“Fine. I’ll take care of it. I’ll arrange a meeting with him this week.”

“Really?” She stood up, too.

“Of course.”

But she heard the curtness in his voice.

“Is there anything else?” he asked, glancing at his watch.

“Uh . . . no . . . I . . .”

“Good.” He strode across the office. “You can find your way out?” he asked as he opened the door.

“Yes, of course.”

Then he stepped through the doorway and disappeared around a corner.

Her heart was pounding and she had to suck in air. She’d asked the difficult question, and he’d actually agreed. At least to meet with her stepfather.

But then he’d turned curt and rushed away.

Fear welled up inside her that maybe by asking him for this favor, she’d endangered the only romantic relationship she’d ever truly cared about.

* * *

An hour later, she got a text from her mom asking her to call. As soon as Danni finished work, she made the call and Mom was thrilled because Jerrold had already been contacted about the meeting. It was set for noon the next day.

Danni was pleased and surprised that Blake had acted so fast setting up the meeting.

“Why don’t you come over for dinner tonight and we’ll celebrate?” Mom said, her voice bubbling with joy.

Part of Danni wanted to, just to see how Jerrold would behave toward her now. It would probably drive him crazy having to admit that maybe she wasn’t a total screwup after all. More likely he’d ignore the fact she’d been the one to arrange the meeting. In fact, she was pretty sure he’d be embarrassed as hell that she even knew about their financial problems.

Did he know Mom had told Danni about it? Or was Mom hiding that from him?

Oh, God, her head hurt just thinking about it.

“I’m sorry, Mom. I’m really tired. It’s been a long day. A lot of heavy lifting today. And I banged up my thumb putting up some drywall.”

“Is it okay? Are you putting ice on it?”

“Yeah, I was just about to do that.”

“I hope it won’t be swollen or bruised on Friday. I can hardly wait to show you off with you all dressed up so everyone can see how pretty you are.”

“Mom, any guy who would lose interest in me because I had a bandage on my thumb isn’t worth getting to know.”

“You’ll have a bandage on it? Oh, no. Well, maybe you can pretty it up by wrapping it in a nice fabric or coiling ribbon around it. Make it a whimsical accent to your outfit.”

Danni sighed. “Don’t worry, Mom. I don’t think it’ll need a bandage, but if it does, maybe I’ll wear a pair of evening gloves.”

“Oh, that will look very elegant,” she said with a glow of approval in her voice. “And they’ll hide your nails.”

Which Mom often expressed concern over because they were short, unmanicured, and made her hands look like a workman’s.

Of course they did. She worked in construction.

“Are you sure the dress you got will be appropriate?” Mom asked. “Because, you know, Jerrold and I are willing to pay for it. I told you that.”

“It’s okay, Mom. It’s a designer gown.”

“Oh? Whose is it?”

Danni frowned. “I don’t know. You know I don’t pay attention to that kind of thing.” Damn, that wasn’t going to put her mother at ease. “But don’t worry. I got Blake and Evan’s opinion on the dress and they said it’s perfect for the event.”

“Blake and Evan is it?”

Danni could hear the smile in her Mom’s voice. Danni’s thoughts turned to memories of how Blake and Evan had come into the changing room with her in E.V.’s and how the three of them had lived out her most erotic fantasy to date.

“I’ve got to go, Mom. The swelling on my thumb is getting worse.”

“Of course, dear. You go take care of it. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

She hung up. She loved her mom, but they sure had very different ways of looking at the world.

She watched a show while she iced her thumb. She wondered if she should call Blake and thank him for setting up the meeting with her stepfather, and for doing it so quickly. But the memory of his curt attitude after she’d asked him made her think twice. Maybe she’d just wait until the next time they talked and thank him again then.

She hoped they’d talk again soon. She was sure once she was with the two of them again, her uneasiness over this whole thing would go away. She was probably way overthinking things and being ultrasensitive to his mood this afternoon because asking a favor like this of anyone made her uncomfortable. When she saw them again . . . when they made love again . . . then she’d know everything was okay with them and she could breathe easy again.

Hopefully, they’d call tonight.

* * *

The next morning, she trundled to the kitchen and poured herself a cup of coffee and grabbed a bagel, then settled at the table. Neither Blake nor Evan had called last night.

Not to worry, though. She didn’t expect them to be in touch every day. It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours since she’d seen Blake.

She showered and dressed. Her thumb was still a little sore, but the swelling had gone down.

She went to work and finished the drywall they’d started the previous day. By the time she got home, she was tired and dusty. She showered, made dinner, and settled on the couch to enjoy it. The phone rang and her heart jumped. Maybe that was Evan or Blake.

She picked up the phone and saw it was Mom’s home number.

“Hello?” she said.

“I just called to say thank you,” her stepfather said over the line. But sarcasm glazed his frosty voice. “That was a fucking waste of time.”

Chapter Eleven

Danni gripped the phone tightly. “I take it the meeting didn’t go well.”

“The meeting?” He spit out a laugh. “The meeting was a fucking joke. They sent some lackey to talk to me in a show of feigned interest. I don’t know who you talked to or why they bothered, but this is clearly a dead end. What did you do? Call in a favor with some guy you know at Topaz Industries and get him to send someone to talk to the old man to shut your mother up? Was this guy even a lawyer like he claimed? If so, I bet he was just one of their interns. You don’t give a shit that you got your mother’s hopes up, as long as you come out looking like a shiny coin. And it doesn’t hurt that I come out looking like some ass who can’t even close a deal.”

Danni’s lips compressed as anger steamed through her. There was no point in talking because he wouldn’t hear anything she had to say. And she sure as hell wasn’t going to defend herself for doing something nice for him that she hadn’t even wanted to do in the first place.

“I’m sorry it didn’t work out,” she said through clenched jaws. “I’ll see you at the party.”

She ended the call.

She sat down and sucked in deep breaths, trying to calm down. Trying to blink back the tears welling in her eyes. Goddamn it, she wouldn’t let Jerrold of all people hurt her feelings. She was used to his belligerence.

But as she stared at her dinner, she realized her appetite had dried up. She took the food into the kitchen and put it in the fridge, then went back and slumped on the couch.

It was a long evening, and had been an even longer week. She still hadn’t heard anything from Blake or Evan. She was tempted to text them, but what would she say? Just tell them she was thinking of them? That sounded so needy. And they might interpret it as her pushing to find out about the meeting with her stepfather.

She had hoped one of them would call her and arrange for her to come over. That they would just feel they’d done what she’d asked—given her stepfather a chance—and now let that whole thing slip into oblivion, while the three of them moved past it.

But now she worried that they were done with her. They might have considered her fun and sexy to be with, but if she was going to start pushing them for favors, she wasn’t worth it.

Her heart ached. She was used to her stepfather telling her she was worthless, but she’d never expected Blake or Evan to make her feel that way.

* * *

Danni stared at her very shiny red nails. She’d had them done at the salon and had decided on a simple manicure with no design on top in a color to match her dress, but the woman had talked her into a pedicure, too. And it wasn’t just nail polish. Apparently, it was something called gel polish and it needed to be cured under a special lamp. The manicurist told her it would last two to three weeks.

Given the kind of work she did, Danni would believe that when she saw it. As long as it lasted the evening, she’d be happy.

She wiggled her toes with a smile, admiring the red nails.

What would Blake and Evan think when they saw them? She could just imagine Evan taking off her shoe, his hand caressing her ankle, then the look of surprise on his face when he saw her shiny, cherry-red toenails. A shiver danced through her at the thought. And the images of what would come next.

She hadn’t been with the two men in days and she was really looking forward to tonight. They’d dance and talk at the party, then they’d invite her back to their place afterward. If they seemed at all reluctant, then she’d make this dress work for her. She remembered how they’d looked at her the first time they’d seen her in it in the store . . . and how quickly they’d gotten it off her again.

She was determined that tonight she’d show them the best sex of their lives. After that, there was no way they’d want to give her up.

* * *

Danni stepped from the limousine and walked up the steps to the country club with her mother and stepfather. The ride over had been tense. For her anyway. Her mother had chatted with her stepfather all the way over. Danni, however, was intensely conscious of her stepfather’s sour gaze every time he glanced her way.

Now that they were at the party, she could mingle with other people and ignore him.

They stepped into the ballroom filled with people. The women all wore dazzling gowns and the men elegant tuxedos. She noticed that men turned and gazed at her as she went by. Women, too, but the flickering heat in the men’s eyes was disconcerting. She stayed close by her mother’s side as she walked across the ballroom, scanning the crowd for Blake and Evan, but she couldn’t see them.

A waiter stopped and offered them drinks from his tray. Danni took one and sipped it. Mom took her arm and led her to a group of people and introduced her. Danni didn’t really get all the names, but Mom made a point of subtly repeating the names of the two young men in the group—Frederick and Don. They both smiled and told her how lovely she looked. She thanked them, trying to hide her discomfort.

Mom told her Frederick was a partner at Michelo, Smith, and Burns, which Danni knew was a very prestigious law firm. Don was the owner of an up-and-coming brokerage company. Mom headed off their questions by saying Danni was involved with Annex, a large architectural firm, which was not technically a lie since the construction company she worked for did a lot of work for Annex.

Frederick and Don continued the conversation with her and Danni noticed that somehow along the way, Mom managed to draw the other people in the circle to another conversation, leaving her alone with the two men.

“Your drink’s empty,” Don said. “Would you like something from the bar?”

She’d love a beer, but her mom had insisted she order cocktails or wine so she would look more ladylike.

“Yes, that would be nice.”

“What would you like me to get you?” he asked.

She smiled. “Why don’t you surprise me?”

“Of course.”

Don headed toward the bar and Frederick took that opportunity to move in closer.

“I’ve never seen you at one of these affairs before,” he said.

“I usually don’t have the time,” she said.

“Yes, it is difficult to meet all of one’s social expectations while spending the long hours needed to build a successful career.”

She just nodded and wracked her brain trying to remember any of the topics Rhett and Marcus had suggested she discuss. Fortunately, Frederick asked her what she liked to do in her spare time and as soon as she mentioned she loved to go swimming, he told her about his house on Lake Tahoe.

“Maybe I can show it to you sometime. In fact, we could fly out there on my private jet next weekend.”

“I’m sorry. I can’t really get away.” She couldn’t believe his audacity at asking her away on what he probably assumed would be an intimate getaway when they’d just met.

Then she remembered that day by the pool with Blake and Evan and her cheeks heated. Luckily, Don returned with her drink and she took a sip of the fruity cocktail.

“Thank you, it’s very nice,” she said to Don and he beamed.

She asked them what books they liked to read, but when they both started on about thrillers and political suspense, she just listened halfheartedly.

“Excuse me, gentlemen,” her mother interrupted, “while I borrow my daughter.”

“What’s going on, Mom?” she asked once they were out of earshot. “I thought you wanted me to meet men here.”

“Yes, but you’re clearly not interested in either of those two, so let’s not waste time.”

Danni had to smile at her mother’s single-mindedness.

Mom introduced her to a group with several young men, then did her subtle disappearing act again. Danni held up her end of the conversation well enough for a while, until one blond man turned the conversation back to jobs and asked her what she did at the architectural firm.

She tried to be vague, but when he asked her if she was an architect, she didn’t know how to answer. She wouldn’t lie and say she was, but had no idea how to describe what she did in a way that wouldn’t embarrass her mom.

She glanced down, trying to think, then noticed a piece of fluff on her red dress. She leaned forward to brush it away and suddenly realized this was exactly what Marcus had suggested she do.

She straightened up again and every man in the group was staring at her, their eyes glittering in the soft light from the chandeliers. They all seemed in a daze.

“Excuse me,” she said, “I see a friend.”

Their eyes filled with disappointment as she moved away.

She placed her empty glass on a waiter’s tray and picked up a full one. She sipped as she walked through the room looking for Blake and Evan. She glanced at her watch and realized almost an hour had gone by. Her heart compressed as she wondered if they had decided not to come after all.

She spent another hour chatting with various men her mother introduced her to, her anxiety level rising as she fretted about Blake and Evan, trying not to fall into despair that they weren’t coming. That they had decided to drop her completely.

She used the move Marcus had suggested several more times. A couple of times it didn’t work and she used the follow-up trick and wound up on the dance floor, but she was uncomfortable dancing with these strangers. Especially since most of them seemed to think she’d be willing to fall right into their bed, or join them on some weekend excursion.

Then she found herself with one man named Webster who, although giving her an appreciative gaze when she leaned over, wasn’t distracted from his questioning. He was very interested in architecture, so she knew she could easily get caught in her mother’s lie. Even when she tried to prompt him to ask her to dance by saying she liked the song the band was playing, he didn’t seem to notice.

“There you are, Danni.”

Danni glanced at the tuxedoed man stepping to her side.

It was Marcus. Webster seemed a little uncomfortable at the sight of him. Although the tuxedo was well tailored and quite elegant, Marcus still had that rough edge, with the tattooed vines visible above his collar, the large insert in his ear, and his cropped black hair.

“I’ve been looking for you to collect on that dance you promised me. I’m sorry, Webster, but I’m going to steal her from you.”

Without waiting for Webster’s answer, Marcus took her hand and led her to the floor.

“You looked a bit desperate, so I thought I’d save you.”

“Thank you,” she said as he drew her into his arms and swept her around the floor. Of all the men she’d danced with this evening, she found she was most comfortable with him.

“Are you enjoying the party?” he asked.

“It’s not as bad as I thought it would be,” she said as they glided past another couple. “Thanks to you and Rhett. Your advice was very helpful.”

Marcus smiled, then drew her closer. “Happy to help.”

As she danced, she felt the tension of being on all evening slipping away. But as that happened, she started to fret about Blake and Evan again.

“What time is it?” she asked.

His eyebrow arched. “Tired of spending time with me already?”

She smiled. “No, of course not. It’s just that . . . well, Blake and Evan told me they’d come to the party after all. I expected they’d be here by now.”

He glanced at his watch. “It’s after nine. If they’re planning to show up it’s getting pretty late.”

Her chest tightened.

Oh, God, they aren’t coming.

He frowned as she stiffened in his arms. “So tell me. Which one have you fallen for? Blake or Evan?”

She gazed at him, then pursed her lips.

“Both.”

“Really?” He laughed. “Again, you really are my kind of woman.”

Her eyes started to well with tears.

“Hey, I’m not hitting on you. Look, the fact they’re late doesn’t mean anything . . . except maybe that they’re idiots for making such a pretty lady wait around.”

“You don’t understand. Something went wrong this week,” she confided.

“What kind of thing?”

“I . . .” She sucked in a breath. “I asked them for a favor. I think they weren’t happy about it and . . .” She shook her head. “I wish I’d never done it. It wasn’t worth losing them over.”

“If those two idiots walk away from a sexy beauty like you because you asked them a favor, they’re complete losers.” His lips quirked up. “And Blake and Evan are anything but. I’m sure that’s not why they didn’t come.”

She gazed at him and he must have been able to tell she wasn’t convinced because he took her hand and led her from the floor, then out to the atrium. He guided her to a quiet area and then tapped on his phone. He put it away and turned his focus to her.

“Okay, we’ll just sort this out right now. Why don’t you call them?”

She shook her head. “It’d be too awkward. They must not want to talk to me or they would have called and explained.”

Rhett appeared with two drinks in his hand. He gave one to Danni. She smiled her thanks then took a sip.

“I got your text. So what’s up?” he asked Marcus, his concerned gaze on Danni’s face.

“Blake and Evan told Danni they were coming tonight and they haven’t shown. Danni figures she’s been stood up and is none too happy about it.”

Rhett slipped his phone from his pocket, opened his contact list, and dialed. She could hear a single ring on the line, then someone answered.

Rhett glanced at her. “Voice mail.” He disconnected, then flipped through his contact list again. “I’ll call them at the office. Maybe they got held up in a meeting. If so, their secretary should still be there.”

He made the call and then pursed his lips. He slipped the phone back into his pocket.

“I’m sorry, Danni. Their message says they’re out of town until Monday.”

She felt the blood drain from her face. “So they really aren’t coming.”

Rhett shook his head. “I’m afraid not.”

Her stomach clenched and she felt ill.

“Sweetheart,” Marcus said. “I know you think you’ve done something wrong, but you haven’t.”

She just nodded. And he was right. It didn’t matter whether she’d asked a favor of them or not. That might have hastened the end, but this relationship had been doomed to fail from the beginning. She had known that deep inside. Blake and Evan were totally out of her league. As nice as they’d been to her—and as hot as the sex was between them—they weren’t going to fall for her.

Even though she’d totally fallen for them.

Her stepfather was right. She was a loser.

Chapter Twelve

“I think I should probably go.” Danni knew her mother and stepfather would be staying to the end, but she could just catch a cab. She’d slip away quietly.

“No way.” Marcus took her hand. “We’re going to cheer you up. And don’t worry about your mother introducing you to any more clowns. Rhett and I will work as a tag team and keep you occupied.”

Marcus gave her hand to Rhett who led her back to the dance floor.

* * *

Danni saw her mother approaching as she stood with Rhett while Marcus went to the bar for drinks.

“There you are, dear,” Mom said while eyeing Rhett with a smile. She gazed at Danni expectantly.

“Mom, this is Rhett. Rhett, this is my mother, Marjorie Collens.”

“Very nice to meet you, Ms. Collens,” Rhett said, shaking her hand.

“Marjorie, please,” her mother said. “I’m glad you could make it to the party.”

Rhett smiled in Danni’s direction. “So am I.” He turned to Danni. “I’ll go help Marcus with the drinks so you can have some time with your mother.” He took Danni’s hand and kissed it. “I trust you’ll still be here when I get back.”

“Of course.” Danni smiled.

He was being extra charming so Mom wouldn’t drag her off to meet other men.

“Well, you certainly seem to have found someone you’re interested in,” Mom said once he was gone. Then she smiled. “Or should I say two someones. Are you having trouble choosing or”—she grinned—“are you planning on seeing both of them?”

“Would that be a problem?” Danni asked.

“For me? No. For them? I don’t know. They seem to be close friends.” She raised an eyebrow. “Have you ever thought they might have something a little . . . um . . . risqué in mind?”

Shock vaulted through Danni. Mom couldn’t be talking about what it sounded like she was talking about. Was Mom really thinking that Rhett and Marcus were angling for a threesome with her?

Not that Danni didn’t think Rhett and Marcus would love that. She just didn’t think her mom would think about that kind of thing. Or grin at her that way while suggesting that was their intent.

“What are you trying to say?” Danni asked, eyebrow raised.

“Nothing. I just hope you’re open to interesting new experiences that might come your way.”

“Mom, we are not having this conversation.”

Mom squeezed her arm. “Look, honey. I can tell something’s bothering you tonight and I just think you should grab some happiness if you can. If someone broke your heart, then don’t be afraid to move on. Or to open yourself to something new. And these two men both seem eager and willing to make you happy.”

Danni’s cheeks were heating, more so when she saw Rhett and Marcus approaching through the crowd with their drinks.

Mom glanced over her shoulder and saw them, then patted Danni’s arm. “I’ll be getting back to your stepfather now.”

Once Rhett and Marcus were back, Danni took the drink Marcus handed her and took a deep sip. Then another.

“Tough conversation with your mom?” Rhett asked.

“No. She just . . . confused me.” Then she put on a smile and said, “I really like the song the band is playing.”

Marcus chuckled. “That sounds like my cue.” He offered his hand. “Shall we dance?”

She nodded as she placed her hand in his, then accompanied him onto the floor again.

Marcus held her snugly against him as they swirled around, then the song ended and the band switched to a much slower number. Marcus drew her even closer to his big body. The heat of him, and the solid muscle, made her remember what it was like to be in Blake’s arms. And Evan’s.

God, she didn’t want it to be over.

“I know you’re feeling down now,” Marcus said, “and I’m not going to hit on you while you’re still reeling, but I meant it when I said you’re my kind of woman. I’ll give you a little time, but then . . . fair warning . . . I’m going to pursue you. And I won’t give up until you say yes.”

She didn’t know what to say. She actually felt a spark for him. He was ultramasculine with his short, cropped black hair, the vine tattoos curling up from under his collar and around his neck, his burning amber eyes, and the dark shadow of whiskers on his jaw. Something about his bad-boy swagger all dressed up in an elegant tux held a lot of appeal. But the attraction she felt for him was nothing compared to the full-out inferno she felt for Blake and Evan.

Her gaze flickered to the door and she sucked in a breath.

“Blake and Evan just arrived,” she said as she watched them standing near the ballroom door scanning the room.

“Of course they did.” Marcus turned them around on the dance floor and gazed toward the door. “I assume you want to go and talk to them.”

Evan glanced in her direction and their gazes caught. Her heart thumped loudly and a confusing flutter of emotions swirled through her. She wanted to go and throw herself into his arms. To tell him how much she missed him. Both of them.

But just because they’d shown up at the party didn’t mean everything was okay between them. In fact, maybe they’d purposely come late to make a statement of some kind.

Or maybe they’d come here to tell her it was over. They were nice guys, so maybe they didn’t want to just end it without talking to her first.

Maybe they were here to break up with her.

“Danni? Do you want to go and talk to them?” Marcus asked.

She drew back and stared at him in a daze. She frowned, knowing she couldn’t face them right now.

“No,” she murmured. Then her heart compressed and she pulled away from his arms and dashed from the dance floor and out the double doors to the balcony.

* * *

Evan caught sight of Danni. The way she gazed at him was odd, her eyes wide as if she was startled to see him.

He nudged Blake.

“There she is. On the dance floor with Marcus,” Evan said.

As they watched, she said something to Marcus, frowned, then pulled away and darted toward the nearest doors.

“What the hell?” Blake exclaimed.

Blake strode after her, Evan on his heels. Halfway there, Rhett intercepted them.

“Where have you two been?” Rhett asked.

Marcus was two steps behind him.

“Danni was beside herself wondering if you’d dumped her or what?” Marcus said.

Blake leaned in face-to-face with the bigger man.

“And so you decided to hit on her?” Blake’s voice held a dangerous edge. “What did you say to upset her?”

“Hey, man, that’s all on you two,” Marcus countered, eyes flaring.

Rhett placed a hand on each of their shoulders. “Calm down you two. Blake, aren’t you here to see Danni?”

Blake dragged his gaze from Marcus’s and nodded.

Evan grabbed his arm. “Let’s go.”

* * *

Danni stood on the large balcony looking down at the parklike area below, illuminated by soft hanging lights. There was a large garden and a pond with a fountain, colored lights reflecting on the falling water.

She leaned on the heavy stone railing, breathing deeply to calm her roiling emotions.

“Danni?”

She glanced around at Evan’s voice and watched as he and Blake walked toward her, her chest tightening.

“You look absolutely stunning,” Evan said with a smile.

“Thank you,” she murmured.

“We didn’t mean to arrive so late,” Blake said. “We left for San Diego a couple of hours after you and I talked on Wednesday, and our return flight today was delayed.”

“I thought you weren’t coming at all.”

“We told you we were coming,” Evan said.

“Yes, but . . . after I asked you that favor . . .”

Blake’s brow creased. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“I didn’t want to ask,” she babbled, “but . . . it meant so much to my mother, and . . .” She shook her head. “It doesn’t matter. I should have . . .”

Blake closed the distance between them in two long-legged strides and pulled her into his arms. His lips captured hers and he devoured her mouth. Her heart pounded as she melted against him.

“For God’s sake, Danni. We don’t care about some small-time investment with your stepfather. We could lose it all and not even blink an eye.” Blake grasped her shoulders and stared deeply into her eyes. “Don’t you get it? You’re what’s important to us. If we can help make life easier by helping you or someone you love”—he shook his head—“then we’ll do it.”

“Really?” The tightness in her chest faded.

Could it really be . . . ?

“But wait.” She drew back, needing a little distance. “My stepfather said you blew him off.”

Blake frowned. “I set up the meeting just like I said I would.”

“Yeah, but he said it was with someone in the legal department.”

“Of course. We wouldn’t look at any deal without Carl’s input. There was no reason for Evan and me to be there, especially since we had to head back to San Diego to tie up an important project. The deadline was moved up, so we were up to our eyeballs the last couple of days.”

“That’s why you were both so busy that day,” she said. “When you rushed away right after I asked you, I thought . . .” She bit her lip and raised her wide-eyed gaze to his. “So you weren’t upset with me?”

“What?” Blake’s serious expression faded and he laughed. “Of course not.” He drew her close and stroked her hair. “Is that what you thought?”

She nodded, feeling numb. Afraid to accept that maybe . . . just maybe . . . she had a chance with them after all.

“And then we disappear without calling because we had no idea what you were thinking.”

“And coming so late to the party,” Evan added, stepping close to her side. His fingers stroked across her cheek, gliding some loose strands of hair behind her ear.

“You must have thought we’d dumped you,” Blake said.

He gazed down at her, and she couldn’t stop the tears welling in her eyes.

“Fuck.” Blake tugged her into his arms again, holding her tightly against his broad chest. “You really think that asking a favor would drive us away? You really do think that all rich guys are complete assholes.”

“No. I just didn’t think that I would be that important to you. I’m just a construction worker.”

“You’re not just anything, Danni,” Blake said. “You’re special and we don’t want to lose you.”

Evan drew her from Blake and tipped up her chin. His lips found hers in a sweet, tender possession. Then he gazed down at her.

“We haven’t known you very long, but we know what we want.” He tipped up her chin again, gazing deep into her eyes. “And we want you.”

“You do?”

Evan’s smile took her breath away.

“That’s right. You’re different than any woman we’ve ever known before. Sexier, more interesting, delightfully appealing . . .” Evan grinned. “And feisty.”

“I especially love how you can go from being totally in control,” Blake said, “to totally surrendering to us. And to the pleasure.”

“And then back to being in control again,” Evan said. “No doubt about it, you keep us on our toes.”

“And in case you haven’t figured it out,” Blake said, “we’re falling for you.”

“Hard,” Evan murmured, then pulled her in for another kiss. This time his tongue delved deep, igniting the passion that had been on a slow simmer inside her ever since she’d met them.

The word “hard” took on new meaning as his cock throbbed against her. His hand flattened on her back and he pulled her tightly against him, making her moan softly.

Blake stepped behind her, resting his hands on her hips, then arched enough so she could feel his rock-hard erection.

“Baby, is it okay if we don’t stay at the party?” Evan asked. “I know you got all dressed up and all, but . . .”

She gazed at him, seeing her own raging desire reflected in his eyes, and glanced over her shoulder to see the same in Blake’s.

“Let’s go right now,” she said, slipping from between them, then grabbing their hands and starting for the door.

Blake opened the door for her and she stepped inside, breathlessly anticipating getting these two alone.

But as they started across the room, she saw her mother glance their way. Mom smiled at the sight of Danni, Evan’s hand still in hers, Blake close behind her.

Danni slowed. She squeezed Evan’s hand.

“My mother’s spotted us. She’s the one in the royal blue dress smiling at us.”

Both men glanced in Mom’s direction.

“Let’s go and say hello,” Blake said.

Chapter Thirteen

Danni felt guilty because her raging hormones insisted she drag the men out of here right now and satisfy her craving. But she knew they were right.

They walked across the ballroom to where Mom was standing. Her stepfather appeared at her mother’s side and handed her a drink.

Danni knew the instant he glanced up and saw Blake and Evan with her. His expression turned to one of total disbelief, especially when he saw Blake’s arm casually around her waist.

“Mom, Jerrold, I’d like to introduce you to Blake Hawkins and Evan Swift.”

Jerrold stepped forward, his hand extended to shake Evan’s hand. “It’s very nice to meet you, Mr. Swift. And Mr. Hawkins.” He shook Blake’s hand next. “I’m Jerrold Collens and this is my wife, Marjorie.”

Blake nodded, then turned to Danni’s mom. “Mrs. Collens. So nice to meet you.”

Mom smiled, setting her face alight. “Oh, please. Just call me Marjorie.”

“Of course,” Blake said. “Marjorie.”

“Nice to meet you, Marjorie,” Evan said as he shook her hand. “You have a lovely daughter.”

“Thank you. I think so.” Mom smiled at Danni, her eyes filled with motherly pride.

“Jerrold,” Blake said, “we’ve looked over the proposal you presented to our lawyer and we’ll be happy to invest in your company.”

“You will?” The way Jerrold’s smile split across his face, Danni thought he might burst.

“Our lawyers will have to hammer out a few minor details, but we should be able to sign the papers next week.”

“That would be wonderful. Thank you.”

Jerrold glanced at Danni and the admiration in his eyes . . . she was taken aback. This was what she’d always wanted . . . almost needed . . . to feel valued by him. But now that she had it, she realized it didn’t really matter. It might be a boost to her self-esteem, but the way that Blake and Evan felt about her mattered far more to her than anything her stepfather might feel.

But this made her mother happy and Danni loved the happiness glowing on her mother’s face. And not just because of the influx of money, though Danni knew that was a relief, but because Mom had always wanted Danni and Jerrold to get along. For Jerrold to treat her like his own daughter. After all this time, her mom realized that the latter would never happen, but now at least they could find a happy balance.

“Marjorie, would you mind if we steal your daughter away from the party?”

“Oh, I was hoping we could talk and get to know each other better,” Mom said.

Evan took Mom’s hand and kissed it. “And we would love to do that. Sometime soon. But we’ve been traveling the last couple days and we’d like to sweep Danni away so we can spend some alone time together. Just the three of us.”

“The three of you?” Her mom’s eyes lit up and she smiled. “By all means. We’ll talk another time.”

Danni’s eyes widened. Sure Mom had hinted at her acceptance of her daughter being in a threesome earlier this evening, but Danni had really thought she was just teasing her. Danni had expected that, when faced with the reality, her mom would be shocked. Instead, she beamed and patted Danni’s hand indulgently.

“Go and enjoy yourself, dear,” Mom said. “Let’s do lunch next week.”

“Of course, Mom.” Danni hugged her mother tightly.

Her mother leaned in and whispered in her ear, “You lucky thing.”

Danni’s jaw dropped as Evan and Blake whisked her toward the door.

* * *

The limo pulled up in front of the entrance and Evan and Blake hustled Danni inside. The car glided away from the curb.

The heat she’d felt on the balcony flared in her again and she rested a hand on each man’s thigh . . . and glided upward. When she reached their crotches, she felt their cocks swelling under the fabric of their fine wool tuxedo pants.

She squeezed them, loving the small groans the men made, then massaged the solid columns thoroughly, feeling the thickness of them in her hands. Feeling the ridges and even the throbbing veins. They were both rock-hard and oh, so needy for her. She moved to the seat across from them.

She smiled at their disappointed faces.

“I’d like you to take them out for me.”

Evan immediately unzipped and pulled out his thick, throbbing cock. It stood upright in all its glory. Wanting her. Needing her.

She smiled, gliding her gaze up and down its length. Amazed that it grew even longer.

Blake stroked his hand over his cock, which was still confined in his pants, then he unbuttoned and slowly pulled the zipper down. His hand slid inside his black boxers and she licked her lips as she watched his stiff cock rise up, so long and proud.

She cupped her breasts, feeling the nipples swelling against her palms, then she teased them with her fingertips.

“I want to see you stroke your long, hard cocks,” she murmured.

Their eyes glazed as they watched her fingers tease her nubs through the red fabric. Their big hands closed around their erections and glided up and down. The thought of those big columns dipping into her, then sliding deep inside her, had her gasping for breath.

“Now stroke each other’s cock.” Her throaty tone made their eyes burn hotter.

Blake moved into the seat she’d vacated to be closer to Evan. She sucked in a breath as she watched each hand move and wrap around the other cock. When they started to stroke, she felt a quivering need deep inside her.

“Oh, God, that’s so sexy.” She pushed herself forward and knelt in front of them.

She watched the cocks up close. Watched the fingers moving up and down. The pulsing veins on the hard columns.

She wrapped her fingers above Evan’s hand and stroked Blake’s cock with him. Then she leaned closer and took his tip in her mouth. Evan continued to stroke while she sucked. Blake moaned his approval.

She took Evan’s hand and drew it from Blake’s cock, intertwining her fingers with his. She dove down onto Blake, taking him deep into her throat. She squeezed him with her lips as she drew back, swirling her tongue around and around his shaft, then licking the tip as she slid off.

She smiled.

“Do you like that?” she asked Blake, though the simmering heat in his eyes told her he did.

“I fucking love it.”

His hand still moved on Evan’s cock, who seemed to be enjoying Blake’s attention and the show she was putting on.

She took Blake in her mouth again, sliding down and up several times, then away again. She shifted to Evan and pressed her lips to his tip. His heated eyes flared with lust at the touch of her lips. Blake kept stroking Evan’s cock as she opened around the cockhead. Blake pumped while she sucked the tip. Each upward movement of Blake’s hand pushed Evan’s cock into her mouth a little, then drew it back with the downward glide. She began to follow his hand, gliding down and up with his movements.

“Ah, Danni,” Evan said as he stroked her hair back from her face. “That is fucking sensational.”

She smiled and rewarded him with a thorough licking, swirling her tongue over and around his cockhead.

The car slowed and turned.

“Fuck, we’re at the apartment building,” Blake said. “I’ll tell the driver to keep going.”

Danni glided off Evan’s cock and smiled. “No. I think we should go up.”

She sat back on the seat and watched them with amusement as they struggled to tuck their erect cocks into their pants and zip up. By the time the driver opened the door, they had slipped off their jackets and had them folded over their arms.

Danni stepped from the car. The doorman opened the door of the building and she stepped inside, Blake and Evan right behind her. Once they were in the elevator and the doors closed, she pushed Evan against the mirrored wall and pressed her body close to him while she stroked his still marble-hard column. He groaned.

Blake moved behind her, his hard body pressed tightly to her back. She could feel his thick cock against her lower back. Then he pivoted his hips, causing his hard shaft to glide against her while he stroked her ass. Evan pressed his hand against her mound, his fingers curling under her. As Blake moved, he rocked her body so that Evan’s fingers pushed over her intimate flesh. God, she wished the layers of fabric weren’t in the way.

She kept rubbing Evan’s cock while Blake kept moving his hips. His hand found her breast and he squeezed, to her jubilant moan. His fingers strummed over her hard nipple, making it swell even more.

The elevator dinged and the doors opened. Blake pulled her back against his body, his arm around her waist and his hand gliding around her neck and drawing her head back against his shoulder. She was stretched out against him, her breasts thrust forward. Evan cupped them and caressed gently, then leaned in and covered one nipple with his mouth and suckled right through the fabric.

The elevator doors had already started to close as Evan dodged for the button to open them again. Blake cupped her breasts and guided her from the elevator. Evan had the penthouse door open and they continued inside.

“I think we’ve let you be in control long enough,” Blake said, his hands still cupping her breasts, holding her body tightly to him.

“That’s right,” Evan said as he closed the distance between them, his hot gaze sizzling over her.

Evan’s fingers brushed her cheek, then glided down her neck. He flicked the strap of her dress off her shoulder. Then the other one. As he peeled the top down, Blake released her breasts and helped tug the dress away from her body. Soon it was just a ring of red fabric pooled on the floor.

Chapter Fourteen

Danni stood in her shimmering black bra and the matching panties she’d sewn back together. Their steamy gazes ignited her already smoldering need.

“What are you going to do?” she asked in mock dismay.

“We’re going to take you any and every way we want,” Blake said fiercely.

Evan leaned in and whispered in her ear, “The safe word is ‘tower.’” His lips nuzzled her neck. “Got it?”

She nodded. Immediately, Evan tugged the cups of her bra down, revealing her breasts. He caressed them both, his gaze locked on them with vivid focus. He swooped down and took one in his mouth and sucked. Hard.

She cried out.

It was intense and . . . oh, God, so good.

Blake covered her other breast and squeezed it, then stroked roughly. Soon his fingers were pinching the nipple. And she was moaning at the intense sensations pulsing through her.

Evan reached around and unhooked her bra, then tossed it aside. Blake grasped her upper arms, holding them behind her back, which pushed her breasts forward even more. Evan smiled then lapped at one with his tongue. Soon he was suckling and teasing, occasionally nipping lightly with his teeth. She arched against him, wanting more.

He leaned back and tore her panties from her. His hot gaze seared her pussy as his laser focus settled on it.

“You have the fucking prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen.” Evan smiled broadly.

He rested his hand on her lower belly and hooked his fingers against her soft flesh. He pressed into the folds, stroking his fingers along her length. When he pressed three into her and pushed inside, she threw her head back and moaned.

Blake nipped her neck, then his lips moved along her throat possessively. He tugged her with him as he walked. She whimpered as Evan’s fingers slipped away. Blake sat on the couch, pulling her onto his lap. His arm slid around her waist, holding her tightly to him as he opened his legs, pushing hers wide open.

Evan knelt in front of her and leaned forward, then captured her nipple in his mouth again as Blake cupped her other breast and stroked it roughly. Evan sucked and teased until she was moaning with need. Then she felt his fingers slide over her wet opening again and drive inside. She arched as he finger-fucked her with short, hard thrusts. Her needy whimpers filled the room.

Evan’s fingers slowed, then slipped away.

“I want a closer look at this delectable pussy,” he said.

His thumbs spread her inner lips and he stared at her exposed button. Then his tongue dragged over it and she cried out at the intense pleasure.

“Oh, God, please fuck me.”

Evan chuckled. “Should we give her what she wants?”

“Not yet,” Blake said. He slid along the couch, laying her down and resting her head on his lap.

He unzipped and pulled out his enormous cock, which popped up beside her face and rested against her cheek. Evan spread her legs and pressed his mouth to her wet flesh again. As his tongue delved into her, pumping like a small, flexible cock, Blake stroked her breasts with one hand, moving from one to the other, carelessly plucking the nipples. With his other hand, he turned her head until her mouth rested against the side of his cock.

“Lick it,” he ordered.

She ran her tongue over the shaft. It was so hard and hot. She wished she could take the whole thing in her mouth and suck it dry, but his hand held her head still, and in this position she could only reach the bottom of the shaft.

Evan shifted to her clit and suckled softly.

“Oh, God, yes,” she cried.

Blake pushed his cock tighter against her mouth and she wrapped her lips around him as best she could and suckled the side of his shaft.

Evan licked and cajoled, driving her pleasure higher and higher.

She murmured against the thick flesh in her mouth. She wanted to tell them she was going to come, but the words were muffled against Blake’s cock.

They could tell, though, because Evan sucked hard, and at the same time pushed his fingers into her. The sensations thrumming through her as his fingers pulsed deep and his mouth stimulated her sensitive button were wild and explosive. She arched against him, sucking hard on Blake as an orgasm swept across her like a huge ocean wave pounding against the shore.

Evan deepened his thrusts, his tongue flickering over her bud and she gasped, then wailed loudly. The orgasm went on and on as she arched and swayed against him.

Finally, she collapsed on the couch. Blake released her head and she gasped for air.

“I think she liked that,” Evan said.

“You’re right,” Blake said, then he grasped her hand and pressed it to his shaft. “Now suck my cock.”

Danni rolled over and knelt beside Blake. She wrapped her hand around his thick member and pressed it to her mouth. Evan stood up and stripped off his pants and boxers, exposing his throbbing cock. As she dove deep on Blake, Evan knelt behind her.

When she felt his cock pressed against her wet opening, she sucked in air around Blake. Evan thrust forward, pushing her deeper onto Blake’s cock.

As Evan filled her, first in smooth, slow strokes, then in faster spikes, her breathing accelerated. She had to pull Blake from her mouth and gasp for air. Evan moved like a jackhammer now, filling her with blinding speed, driving her over the edge to a screaming orgasm that flooded her with joyful bliss. She catapulted into the void, her whole body rippling in ecstasy.

She fell onto Blake’s lap, his cock beside her face. As Evan drew his cock from her, she turned and licked Blake’s cock.

Blake grasped her shoulders and lifted her, then flipped her around so she was lying on her stomach facing away from him. He prowled over her, then lifted her ass. He stroked her wet slit, then suddenly, his cock drove into her and she gasped.

“Oh, God, that’s so good,” she whimpered.

He slid back, then plunged deep and hard. Then slowly back. Soon he was pounding into her in sharp, heady thrusts that filled her so full she thought she’d die from sheer delight.

“Yes, oh please. Fuck me. Make me come,” she begged.

Blake thrust harder and the pleasure welled up so fast she gasped in surprise. Then it exploded inside her, shattering her world into a million pieces. He groaned and pumped deep, driving her hard against the couch. She felt his eruption as he released inside her.

She panted as she caught her breath. After a moment, Blake rolled her over then leaned in and kissed her. He lifted her onto his lap, facing him, and cuddled her close. She stroked Blake’s muscular chest as Evan sat beside them. Evan stroked her hair, drawing the mass of waves behind her shoulders.

“We’d like you to move in with us,” Evan said.

Chapter Fifteen

Danni’s head jerked around to gaze at him. “You do?”

“Yes,” Blake answered. He stroked her cheek and she rested against his palm.

“I’d like that.”

“Good, then it’s settled.”

“Well.” She smiled. “Except for one thing. Which bedroom is mine?”

“What?” Blake pursed his lips. “Well, I just assumed . . .” Then he stared at Evan.

“That I’d just stay in your room? Or Evan’s?”

“I thought we’d all share one bed,” Evan said. “At least, most of the time.”

“So you’d each get your own room, but I bounce between your beds?” She tipped her head, having fun toying with them. “But isn’t one of you moving into the other apartment on this floor? So then who will I be living with?”

“I think she should stay with me,” Blake said to Evan.

“No way,” Evan said. “I don’t want to have a locked door between us.”

“I know.” She smiled. “I’ll just take the other apartment and you two stay here. You give me a key so I can come over whenever I feel like having sex with you.”

Which would be every night. And probably mornings, too. And afternoons when they weren’t working.

“So you’ll just come into our beds whenever you feel like it?” Blake asked.

She arched an eyebrow. “Do you think you’ll say no?”

Evan snorted. “Not fucking likely.”

“But it’s not about the sex,” Blake said.

She tipped her head, staring at him with a doubtful expression.

“Okay,” Blake conceded. “It’s not totally about the sex.” He stroked her cheek. “We want to have you here with us. To be together all the time.”

Danni laughed as joy bubbled through her.

“Okay, I have a suggestion. We take out the wall between the two places, do some renovating, and make it one big apartment. We can renovate to rearrange things any way we want.” She leaned in and kissed Evan, then gazed up at Blake who still held her in his arms. “But don’t worry.” She dragged her finger down his chest. “I’m sure I’ll spend most of my time in bed with the two of you.”

Evan laughed heartily, and Blake pulled her into a passionate kiss.

When their lips parted, Blake smiled. “I rather think that the reason you made that suggestion is because you like the idea of tearing down walls and doing some construction on the place.”

She smiled. “Well, it will make it feel a little more like my place, too. I assume you’ll let me do the construction.” She grinned. “And I’ll bring my drill.”

Evan stroked over her ass, then his fingers brushed her wet folds.

“Oh, I think there’ll be plenty of drilling going on here, construction or not.”

She giggled. “You dirty man.” She tipped her ass up to give him better access.

Evan’s finger slipped inside her and she pressed back against him, pushing it deeper into her. She raised herself onto her knees and leaned forward, offering herself to him.

Evan shifted to the floor and turned her to face the back of the couch, then pressed his cock into her wet slit. He glided inside a few times, then slid his slick cock out.

She grasped Blake’s cock, which was growing hard, and pressed it to her opening, then lowered herself onto him.

“Oh, God, you feel good inside me,” she said, stroking Blake’s cheek.

His midnight-blue eyes gazed deep into hers.

“And I love fucking being there.”

She felt a nudge against her back opening, then Evan slowly pressed into her, stretching her wide. He filled her in a slow, even stroke, allowing her time to adjust to two cocks inside her.

She leaned her head back against Evan’s broad shoulder, her hair spilling down his chest. Blake leaned forward and nuzzled her curved throat. Tingles danced through her.

“God, it’s the most amazing feeling having both of you inside me.”

“Fuck, baby.” Evan nuzzled her ear. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”

Then both men started to move. She sucked in a breath at the exquisite sensation of both their cocks gliding along her passages. Her pulse raced as the pleasure swelled inside her. Her fingers wrapped around Blake’s shoulders as she clung to him.

The men pumped into her, driving her pleasure higher and higher, until finally she was wailing her release. They thrust faster, sending her rocketing over the edge, then her world shattered into an ecstatic void of blissful delight. She was floating through the ether, their cocks filling her again and again.

Then Evan groaned, thrusting deep and erupting inside her, followed by Blake. Both men coming at once inside her drove her to a new orgasm, right on the heels of the first. She wailed, bouncing on them as she rode the wave of ecstasy.

Finally, she collapsed between them.

She rested her head against Blake, trying to catch her breath. Evan stroked her back, nuzzling her neck at the same time.

“Oh, yeah. I can definitely get used to this,” she murmured.

They both tightened their arms around her and she sighed happily.

“That’s good.” Blake stroked back her hair and kissed her. “Because we’ll never want to let you go.”
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