
Still reeling from a break-up, Gwen Bailey is surprised to find two handsome men looking for her newly-married boss. Brede Harker and Rory O'Brien are themselves surprised to learn Gwen's boss is married, because the three of them had plans. Finding out her boss met the pair on a website catering to women looking for "sugar daddies", Gwen is not quite sure what to do when the pair invites her out to dinner. She takes a chance, and their lives are never the same.
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Gwen Bailey'd had a premonition. She'd called the apartment of her boyfriend of six months when he was supposed to be out of town. He traveled a lot and had become very secretive. Usually, he let her know when he was leaving. For the last two business trips he'd been evasive, saying he didn't have time to call.
"I need space," he'd said. "Some time apart."
"You lied to me to avoid being honest about your feelings," she countered. "Why did you keep saying that we'd get together when you never meant to at all?"
"I didn't want to hurt your feelings, baby."
"Don't call me baby. And how does lying not hurt my feelings?"
There was silence on the other end of the line.
Stunned, her heart aching at the betrayal she'd been dealt, keeping her voice steady, and not giving in to the whimpering cry trying to escape, she said, "Okay, I get the message."
"You're a wonderful woman and deserve--"
"Oh, my God, just shut up with that crap!" she blurted, hanging up on him. Alone in the office, she buried her face in her hands and allowed herself to sob. Rod was a dirty, rotten rat. He couldn't just break up with her, he had to drag it out for weeks and lie about his whereabouts.
They'd had a great time cooking meals together, non-stop talking, and hot sex. She'd believed she was falling in love. Believed he was, too. But now that she thought about it, neither of them had ever left so much as a toothbrush at each other's apartments. Not in six months.
Wow. Light bulb moment. Very delayed light bulb moment.
Just then the outer office door opened.
"Hello, may I help you?" She glanced up, pasting on a business smile, hoping that her eyes weren't too red. Whoa, who are these hunks?
"We're here to meet with Ms. Barton."
"Really? Did you have an appointment?" Now what? Gwen's smile turned to a frown as she clicked on her boss's on-line calendar, seeing nothing for today.
"Yes, we did."
"Your names?" she asked, looking from one man to the other. My Lord, they're good looking.
"Brede Harker and Rory O'Brien."
"Did you make the appointment with Ada directly?"
"Yes."
"Well, I'm terribly sorry, but she's gone on vacation."
"Really?" Brede said, a slight bit of irritation in his voice.
"Yes. In fact she just left for Europe and won't be back for three weeks. She's on her honeymoon."
"Pardon me? Honeymoon?" Brede, the older man doing all the talking, looked caught off base. He cast a frowning glance at Rory, the twenty-something, and asked, "Did she leave a message for me?"
Gwen had read all her e-mails this morning, cleaned off Ada's desk, sorted through all the paperwork, and saw nothing about these men. "No, I'm sorry. I have nothing. I'd be happy to e-mail her for you, but I don't know when she'll respond. If you'd like to leave a contact number with me, I'll get back to you as soon as I hear something."
"Well, that won't be necessary. If she's not here and is on her honeymoon, then there's no point in seeing her," he said rather testily.
"I'm so sorry. I'm sure she didn't do this on purpose. She's much more considerate than that." Gwen was starting to feel uneasy. Not that the two men frightened her. On the contrary, they were gorgeous and sophisticated looking, but Ada hadn't given her any instructions about them, and she hated to leave them hanging. "I wish I could tell you something better."
"Brede," Rory spoke up, addressing the other man but looking at Gwen. "Maybe this young lady is free for dinner."
"What? Oh, no, I couldn't." Her face heated up as her gaze flickered back and forth between the two blue-eyed men. Now she was caught off base.
"Oh, you have other plans," Rory concluded.
"Well, no, but I don't know you, and Ada didn't give me any instructions."
"Do you know how Ada knows us?" Rory asked.
"No."
"Are you aware of a website called--"
"Oh, God, you're from sugardaddyinc.com?"
"Then you've heard of it."
Oh boy, had she ever! Ada had told her all about the website where you could hook up with older men. A dating service for women and older rich men. Gwen had been appalled. Ada was a beautiful woman and didn't need to troll the internet for dates. Witness the fact that she was on her honeymoon right this very minute.
Brede's smile lifted the side of his mouth, beautifully white teeth flashed, and the corners of his azure eyes crinkled in amusement.
Gwen's stomach flip-flopped. She squirmed in her chair, a sudden arousal hitting her hard. Lost in those eyes for a moment, her thoughts trailed off to dark nights, big beds, hot bodies, that mouth slip-sliding across the planes and curves of her breasts and thighs.
"I'll take that as a yes," Brede said. "You have a lovely soft blush, Ms…?"
Hormones running amok, she couldn't think, her clit suddenly throbbed achingly. She squeezed her thighs together, which didn't help. But it didn't hurt, either.
"What's your name?" Brede asked.
"Um…it's Gwen. Gwen Bailey."
"Well, Gwen Bailey, would you like to join us for dinner?"
Her gaze went from Brede to Rory. Rory's eyes, another blue but darker, almost ultramarine, watched her speculatively. Like he was sizing her up. For something, she didn't know what. "Oh, you know, I couldn't. I don't think Ada would…"
Brede leaned over her desk, balanced on both hands and brought his face down to her level, but not close enough to invade her personal space. "I don't think Ada's opinion really matters any more, does it? She had an appointment with us, has left us, and you, in the lurch, so she doesn't really have a say in the outcome."
"She had an appointment with both of you? At the same time?"
Brede's smile widened, his eyes flashed devilishly. "Does that shock you, Gwen?"
"A little, I guess," she stammered.
"You didn't know she was into this type of thing?"
Her thickly swollen pussy softened and gushed. She snapped her jaw shut so that the moan building in her throat didn't come out. She had no idea that Ada liked threesomes. Risking a glance at Rory turned out not to help. His gaze was intensely hot.
"Are you, Gwen?" Rory asked. "Into threesomes?"
She was afraid to unlock her jaw to speak. Afraid that if it opened, she'd never be able to close it again. Afraid that her moan would give her away. "No," was all her almost absent breath would allow her to say.
Brede, still leaning over the desk, held her gaze again but spoke to Rory, "Do you think we could persuade the lovely Gwen to join us?"
She swallowed heavily. It didn't even matter if they saw her reaction. It was too late for that. A tiny, the tiniest, thought--wish--desire flitted through her. Could she have a threesome with these two gorgeous guys? Her skin warmed again.
"She's thinking about it," Rory's teasing comment was casual.
"Yes, she is."
"Why don't you meet us at the Pearl Thrush tonight at seven. Nothing will happen that you don't want to happen, and at the very least, we'll have some good food, wine, and conversation," Rory suggested, the promise implicit if not explicit.
"That's a wonderful idea. Gwen, think about it. You'd be safe with us. You can e-mail Ada about it, if you wish."
"She's been with you?" Gwen gushed with astonishment.
"Why don't you e-mail her? We look forward to seeing you at seven," Brede confidently proposed, with his lovely trace of an Irish lilt. He straightened, glanced at Rory, and tipped his head toward the door. "Until then, lovely Gwen."
Rory angled his head and nodded in a formal, rather royal fashion. "Gwen," he echoed.
The door closed behind them.
She took a much needed deep breath, then immediately pattered on her keyboard, sending a question to her boss. Who the hell were these men, and why the hell had Ada left them to go off and get married?
"Well, are you going to do it or not?" Gwen stood before the mirror in her bathroom, asking herself the question. The fact that she'd already showered and shaved her legs and trimmed her pubic hair, something she didn't normally do, gave her the first hint that she did indeed intend to do it. Ada had e-mailed back, surprisingly enough since she admitted to still being in a state of new connubial bliss, that Brede and Rory were good guys, lots of fun, very sexy, and extremely proficient lovers. Gwen almost lost her breath at that last bit of information. Ada said that she, Gwen, was welcome to take them up on their offer and that she would receive nothing but pleasure with no commitment from them.
She stared now at her sweet smelling self, wet hair still flat against her scalp, and no makeup. Was she sophisticated enough to do this? She knew exactly what it meant. She was contemplating going out with two men and knew full well, if she wished it, she would end up sleeping with both of them. At the same time. And it wouldn't be sleeping, would it? She slumped over the sink, almost breathless with fear and anticipation. Good God, what was she planning?
The scent of her gushing arousal wafted up. She wrinkled her nose at the warm, musky odor. Should she wash again? Would the men like it? Men in romance novels always liked the smell of a woman's arousal. At least that was the way it was written.
Okay, stop. Work on your make up, work on your hair. Maybe don't use too much make up since it'll probably come off quickly enough. And her hair was already pretty short. Only needed a bit of gel, twisting, and drying. A little smile quirked her lips. What a major devil you are. You're planning to do this, aren't you, you slut! Now her little smile became a big one. There was no going back. She'd made up her mind to have this experience. It didn't have to be more than this once, and then she'd know what it was all about.
It was a big fantasy of so many women. Two luscious men working together to give her pleasure. Would she have to do anything to them? Not that she'd mind. Her mouth actually gravitated to a hard cock. She loved giving head.
Would they do each other? The picture in her mind was intriguing. And, yeah, very arousing.
***
The former private club was suitably dark, intimate, and romantic. Standing in the entry way before the maitre d' noticed her, she had trouble breathing. She almost backed right out of the place, leaving before Brede and Rory saw her, if they were even already here. She'd timed herself to be fashionably ten minutes late, damned if she'd sit around and wait for them. Damned if she'd do what they expected her to do, wanted her to do. They had no right. Ada had no right. What made her think she could pull this kind of thing off? It wasn't too late to leave.
Her head rose. Rory stood in the doorway to the bar in all his gorgeous, hunky glory. He had the same quirky smile on his face that he'd had in the office. It was all confidence and sex, and oh, my God, she was going to do this.
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