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      The Emergence series follows the lives of several men as they meet the women of their dreams and forge Dominant/submissive relationships. Each book takes the starring characters down their respective paths of self-awareness and discovery. The first two books feature the same three characters as they form a bond between two men and one woman. The last two books cover the lives of two other submissive women as they acquaint themselves with their true paths and the men who will partner with them for life.
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      She’s theirs for a weekend. Will they be hers for a lifetime?

      Stephanie Parkins doesn’t date—ever.

      After years of watching her mother’s antics, men are off her menu. But the truth is, now she needs one, and fast. Proving she’s approachable is the only way her bosses will promote her to a position that requires her to work directly with the public.

      Restaurateurs Aiden Collins and Dane Whitman need a date—now.

      They’re perfectly happy as a twosome, but without a woman on their arms, admission to this weekend’s fetish party will be denied. For a while now they’ve had their eye on the sexy beauty from the tenth floor—even though she buries herself under a frumpy wardrobe. What better time to bring her out of her shell and add the third they’ve been craving?

      When the three quite literally collide in the elevator, a miracle happens: she agrees to their proposal. And Stephanie turns out to be the submissive of Dane and Aiden’s dreams. But as she slips deeper under their thumbs, she could be more than either man bargains for.
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      “I’m telling you that woman is super intelligent and more than capable of handling this promotion.” The deep voice rumbled from around the corner.

      Stephanie froze in her spot just outside the break room. She held her breath, but her heart pounded.

      The voice came from her boss, Jack Cane, co-owner of Seabring Inc. She wondered who he was talking to. Or more importantly, who he was talking about.

      “I don’t know, Jack. I don’t care how smart she is, she looks like a librarian. She’s too stuffy. How are the clients going to relate to her?” Harold Reeves responded.

      Well, that answers one question.

      Her hands shook and she inched back to ensure neither man saw her in the doorway.

      “Stephanie can do it. I just know it,” Jack stated. “I’d bet anything that under that façade lies a perfectly normal sexy woman.”

      And that answers the second question. She was up for a promotion. The decision would be made Monday morning, one week from today. And the owners of the company were discussing her. That was a good thing. Wait. Did he say sexy?

      “You could be right, but unless she shows some signs of humanity between now and Monday, I don’t see how we can promote her,” Harold retorted.

      Stephanie closed her eyes and leaned against the wall. Talk about being in the right place at the right time. Or perhaps, she was actually in the wrong place. It was early, not even seven a.m. yet. No one else was in the office. She had lofty goals of making a good impression this week, however. And the best way to do that would be to make a huge dent in the files on her desk. A giant stack of nicely color-coded files, one for each IT client she needed to wrap up.

      At this point it wasn’t even going to matter how hard she worked.

      “I’ll make you a deal.” Jack chuckled. “The company party is this Saturday. If that woman shows up for the party, socializes appropriately and brings a date, we give her the promotion. If not, it goes to one of the other senior managers.”

      Stephanie had to bite her lip to stifle a groan. These guys were placing a bet on her.

      It took Harold about two seconds to seal her fate. “Deal.” The man laughed, a deep belly laugh that made her cringe. “Do you suppose she even has a boyfriend? I can’t imagine that frigid woman having sex with anyone.”

      Stephanie winced, picturing their faces. They were totally mocking her. And how inappropriate to base her entire future on how sexy she was, how social she could be and whether or not she had a date to a party.

      “Oh, and Harold?” Jack added. His voice trailed farther away. He must have turned his back.

      “Yes.”

      “No interfering. Neither of us is allowed to speak to her about this matter. Whatever happens happens.”

      “Agreed.” Stephanie could actually visualize Harold reaching out a hand to shake on the deal.

      She inched back toward her office, making no sound.

      Fuck. She didn’t know whether to be elated at what she knew the stakes were or pissed to realize how high the bar had been set. Could their discussion of her be considered sexual harassment? Probably not. After all, they thought they were alone. Still, their demeaning words ate a hole in her soul.

      A date. Now she had to get a man to attend a company party with her in five days and make it look as if she hadn’t plucked him off the street.

      She eased into her office, still walking backward.

      As she shut the door with a silent click, she turned and leaned against the cool wood. Head hanging, she glanced down at herself. They were right about one thing. She did look like a librarian most days. And it worked for her. It kept men from ogling and pawing at her everywhere she went.

      She didn’t need or want a man. All they brought to the picture was trouble. She was perfectly capable of taking care of herself.

      But God she wanted that promotion. So bad she could taste it. She’d worked so diligently to prove herself, staying late most nights, arriving early. After all that hard work for the last year, it sucked to find out the only way she would get that promotion was to be exactly the kind of person she didn’t ever want to be. Somebody’s girlfriend.
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        * * *

      

      Aiden moaned into his pillow. Judging by the line of moisture running up his back and sending goose bumps down his spine, he’d guess naptime was over. A smile spread across his face, even though Dane couldn’t see it from behind him. The man could do wicked things with his tongue.

      Life was good. The best part about owning a restaurant together was having the occasional leisurely afternoon free between the lunch rush and the dinner crowd to relax with each other. There was just one thing missing that would make their lives perfect… Icing on the cake…

      “Do I have your attention?” Dane stroked a hand down Aiden’s side and across his hip.

      “Hmm…” His cock jerked, pressing against the zipper of his jeans.

      “I love it when you fall asleep with your shirt off. Gives me all this glorious, smooth, muscular skin to admire.” Dane whispered the words so close to Aiden’s ear a chill ran through him.

      When Dane reached one hand around Aiden’s front and wiggled it between the sheets and the jeans, Aiden moaned louder. What had he been dreaming about that made him so horny so fast?

      Oh, right. He closed his eyes in an attempt to seal in the image formed in his sleep. Visions of what he imagined the inside of a fetish club looked like. He could picture all manner of people dressed in lace and leather and almost nothing, bumping and grinding into each other as they danced and watched the show. Ahhh…

      “Whatcha thinkin’?”

      Aiden’s grin grew bigger, and he turned onto his side to stare into Dane’s eyes. “I’m thinkin’ we need a date for Friday night in a big way. I don’t want to miss that party.”

      Dane smiled back, his hair rumpled from sleep, the dark brown locks falling across his forehead and begging Aiden to run his fingers through them. “And where do you propose to conjure up such a person in the next five—no make that four—days?” Dane leaned in and nibbled a path across Aiden’s face until he reached his mouth and took it in a rough, no-holds-barred kiss that sucked the brain cells out of Aiden’s head.

      The man could kiss. And while he took control and slipped his tongue into Aiden’s mouth, Dane nudged Aiden onto his back and climbed over him.

      Ah, the pressure. There was nothing in the world that could equal the feeling of having Dane covering his body while Aiden’s cock swelled and knocked against the other man’s. Even through the two layers of denim, it was apparent Dane was as turned on as Aiden this afternoon.

      Dane pulled his face back only enough to mutter, “Need you…” He grabbed Aiden’s arms with both hands and tugged them over his head. Resuming the kiss, Dane fumbled blindly with the headboard.

      Aiden’s dick throbbed harder as he realized the path he was on. He pulled out of the kiss. “Guess it’s your turn to Dom.” He chuckled.

      “Mmm hmm…” Dane kissed a line toward Aiden’s neck and nuzzled him there until Aiden tipped his head to one side to give the man more skin. God, it felt good to have Dane’s mouth and warm breath in the crook of his neck. Aiden let his eyes roll back as cool air rushed over the moist skin left in the path of Dane’s wet kisses.

      A click sounded, and Dane lifted his face a few inches to glance over Aiden’s head. “Ah, there it is…” A firm tug forced Aiden’s arm higher, and then both wrists were locked to the headboard.

      Aiden lifted his torso off the bed to gain more purchase against his lover’s cock. “Did someone do a little silent planning while I napped?”

      Dane winked and then scooted down the bed. He popped the button on Aiden’s jeans and tapped his hip in a silent request that Aiden lift his ass off the mattress.

      Aiden complied without hesitation. The sooner Dane had his jeans off, the sooner he could get the rest of him off too.

      “You’ve got this down to a science,” Aiden murmured. He stared at Dane’s sexy tousled hair, but Dane had his gaze locked on Aiden’s cock as it sprang free from the confines of his pants. In seconds, Aiden was naked.

      Dane ignored Aiden. “Spread your knees.” His voice was hoarse. A low command.

      Aiden didn’t hesitate. Of all the things they’d learned in the last months of workshops, the hardest thing for Aiden had been allowing himself to be wide open and vulnerable. Even though he’d been with Dane in a committed relationship for almost three years, it still went outside his comfort zone to assume the sub position.

      But, holy fuck, was it hot. There was something fundamentally titillating about allowing another person to demand compliance in the bedroom.

      “That’s it, baby. Hold your knees open like that. I like to see your balls as they tighten under my gaze.”

      Yep, fucking hot. Aiden’s knees shook. “If you don’t stop teasing and suck me off, I’m gonna blow without your touch.”

      “Really now?” Dane raised one brow and stared into Aiden’s eyes. “I’d like to see that.”

      When Dane moved to lean back, Aiden wrapped one leg around the man and tugged. “Don’t even think about it.”

      “Nah, that’d be no fun. I’d miss out on the flavor of your cock.” Without pausing a beat, Dane lowered himself between Aiden’s legs, gripped his thighs and sucked his entire length into his mouth.

      A short chopped scream escaped Aiden’s mouth at the shock, and he bucked into Dane’s open lips.

      “Christ. You should warn a guy,” he managed after the initial astonishment subsided.

      Dane released Aiden’s cock almost as fast as he’d inhaled it and propped his chin on Aiden’s groin. “That’d be no fun either. I love it when you make that little squeal and my aim is always going to be to get you to do it.” He lowered his gaze once more and licked a line down Aiden’s length until he reached his balls.

      The feeling of having that firm tongue swirling around Aiden’s sac was mind numbing. “Yeah, just like that…”

      “Hmm, I don’t think you get to choose this time. It’s my turn.” Dane lifted off Aiden’s body and stood next to the bed. He busied himself with the side table drawer while he continued his languorous speech as if they had all the time in the world.

      Unfortunately, they did. They didn’t have to be back at the restaurant until five. That wasn’t for another two hours. Aiden froze. Dane was perfectly capable of stretching out an orgasm for that length of time if he wanted.

      “If I recall correctly…” Dane glanced up at the ceiling, “…you fucked me pretty hard last night, blindfolded, over the ottoman, and took no prisoners. I owe you. Or, maybe I should say you owe me.” He chuckled.

      Damn. He should have known Dane would take notes while Aiden tortured him. Payback was always a bitch.

      On second thought, that might have been exactly what he’d been secretly thinking while he’d slammed into Dane from behind while the man lay facedown across the wide leather footstool with his arms tethered to the legs in front of him.

      He really loved the heady experience of dominating Dane and making the man squirm under his touch and moan. However, Aiden wasn’t completely convinced he didn’t enjoy being the sub even more. When he was at Dane’s mercy, his dick stiffened quicker and firmer. You might want to keep that little piece of info to yourself.

      Dane climbed back onto the bed and situated himself between Aiden’s legs once more. “Open.”

      Aiden glanced up and froze when he saw the ball gag in Dane’s hands. He swallowed hard and commanded his dick to simmer down.

      Dane grinned lasciviously. “Got your attention again?”

      “When did you acquire that little addition?” They’d slowly been collecting bondage toys over the last few months, but usually they shopped together.

      “Can’t a man have a few surprises?” Dane leaned forward and tapped Aiden’s lips. “Open,” he repeated.

      Aiden did as he was told and tried to rein in his lust while Dane popped the rubber ball between his teeth and fastened the gag behind his head.

      “There. That should cut down on some of the chatter.”

      I’m so fucked…

      “Now, where was I?” Dane snuggled down between Aiden’s knees and leaned his head against one thigh. “Oh right. I was admiring your package.” He stroked one finger around Aiden’s balls and up his shaft, so lightly Aiden could barely feel him. “Have I ever mentioned how fucking sexy you are? Especially when I take away your free will?”

      It was hard to concentrate on what the man said. Aiden focused on a spot on the ceiling, a seam where two pieces of drywall met.

      “I mean, just look at your cock.” Dane gripped the circumference in his fist, but not hard enough. “So thick and straight. Not many men have dicks this fine.” He slowly raised his hand up until the head popped out of his grip and bobbed against Aiden’s belly.

      Ugh. Aiden squeezed his eyes shut. If he could just concentrate on the feelings and tune out Dane’s sexy-as-hell words, maybe he could keep from embarrassing himself. His body stiffened and he gritted his teeth around the gag to gain some control.

      Or not.

      Dane continued, “The slit at the tip is all wet with your come. Are you that aroused already?” He gave a snort at the rhetorical question.

      First off, Aiden couldn’t answer with the gag. And secondly, of course he was that fucking aroused already.

      Dane licked through the slit on Aiden’s cock and smacked his lips as though he’d just tasted the best whipped cream of his life from the top of a sundae. “Hmmm… Spread your knees wider, babe.”

      Aiden had gotten more flexible in the last few months since they’d been exploring this lifestyle. His legs hung open wider than they could have in his first thirty years.

      The command coaxed another drop of come from his cock, enough that it dripped onto his stomach. He moaned around the gag and bit into the rubber again.

      A pop filled the silence and Aiden flinched before he recognized the sound of the lube cap. How many things came out of that drawer?

      “Lift your hips.” Dane tapped the side of Aiden’s ass, a physical nudging that matched his words. It was something they’d learned recently. A slight tap that matched the command both emphasized the words and preempted the possibility that the sub didn’t obey because he hadn’t heard the instruction, either because his ears were covered, or because he was concentrating so hard on the arousal.

      Aiden lifted. He wished BDSM 101 would stop its running reel in his head in the near future. Soon it would become second nature, and he wouldn’t analyze every fucking move.

      Dane shoved a pillow under Aiden’s lower back, and within moments he was once again stroking his fingers over Aiden’s inner thighs, around his sac and down toward his ass.

      “Relax, Aid. You’re so stiff.”

      The pun didn’t go unnoticed. Aiden was wound tighter than ever.

      A cool glob of lube landed directly on his hole and Aiden lifted off the pillow. “Umngh.”

      “What’s that?” Dane chuckled as he pushed a finger inside Aiden and swirled it around to loosen up the entrance. “You want me to fuck you here?”

      God yes.

      “Like this?” He added a second finger and scissored them against Aiden’s prostate. “Or did you want my dick inside you?” The man’s breath kept wafting across Aiden’s thighs under his balls.

      Aiden braced himself with his heels on either side of Dane’s body. He needed more.

      As if Dane had read his mind, he climbed over Aiden and positioned himself at Aiden’s entrance. “Don’t worry. I’m gonna fuck you with my cock, fill you so full you can’t think. How does that sound?”

      Aiden could only widen his eyes. He gripped down on the ball in his mouth again and prayed Dane meant now.

      Blessed Mary, the man slammed into him in one firm stroke, filling Aiden and threatening to make him come before he could even take one breath. He’d been beyond ready. Even with just the one stroke over his cock, he’d been ready. Hell, he’d been needing Dane inside him since he’d felt the man’s tongue on his spine, dragging him out of his dream.

      “Oh God. So tight. I love the way you feel around my cock.” Dane gritted his teeth and stared Aiden in the eye. “I love taking you like this.” He slammed in again, his last word coming out on an umph.

      I’m gonna come… There was no way to tell Dane that fact, but he didn’t need to. His body language would speak for itself.

      Aiden arched his neck, tipping his head back and staring at the ceiling again to attempt to stave off his impending orgasm. Fuck, he preferred to make it last at least a few more minutes. Ever since they’d entered this world of dominance and submission, Aiden had been coming in half the time. Vanilla folk had no idea what they were missing out on.

      Dane knew. Aiden always arched his neck right before he came. It must have been some sort of subconscious submission that he liked to expose his most vulnerable area to his partner at the moment of climax. There was nothing like having Dane nuzzle into the spot under Aiden’s chin. It gave him goose bumps every time.

      “Un uh. Not yet. Don’t come.” Dane reached a hand between their bodies and squeezed Aiden’s cock.

      Oh God. He’d been so close. Too close for stopping. Almost painfully close. His dick pulsed in Dane’s hand as he continued to piston in and out of Aiden’s ass, maintaining a firm grip on his dick.

      “You’ll come when I say so. Not before.” Dane’s voice was breathy, deep.

      Aiden struggled to breathe through his nose. Didn’t Dane realize how very difficult it was to not come when specifically instructed? Yes, of course he did.

      Breathe. In. Out. In. Think of anything other than the man whose length is pressing…right there.

      Finally, Dane loosened his grip and stroked Aiden’s cock all the way over the tip and back down. Two strokes and Aiden groaned around the gag as he shot his come against both his stomach and Dane’s.

      “That’s it, baby. Come for me.” Dane continued to press into Aiden’s ass, his thrusts growing faster as Dane stopped talking and held his breath.

      While Aiden came down from his euphoria, he watched Dane’s face. He loved to watch his lover come. Watch his eyes roll back and his mouth fall open. Dane wasn’t as vocal as Aiden, but the look on his face, the flush in his cheeks, told Aiden everything he needed to know. One day, he intended to drag a full-out scream from the man.

      Dane’s eyes fluttered shut and his mouth clamped down as he slammed in to the hilt and held steady. The pulsing of his cock deep inside Aiden made Aiden’s own dick stiffen again. Geez, he really needed to get a grip. How long was sex under these new “rules” going to be this good?

      Dane collapsed on top of Aiden, the pressure welcome. God, he loved this man.

      As if the effort took a great deal of energy, Dane reached up, nudged Aiden’s head, popped open the handcuffs and then unbuckled the ball gag. He didn’t even lift his head from Aiden’s shoulder as he did so.

      Aiden pushed the rubber from his mouth and massaged his jaw. “That was intense.”

      Dane sucked in deep breaths. “You aren’t kidding. I didn’t think I was going to last one thrust.”

      “This decision was the best one we’ve ever made.” Aiden gripped Dane’s ass. His firm, muscular cheeks clenched.

      Dane finally lifted his face. “The decision to fuck you senseless this afternoon or the decision to take classes in dominance and submission?” He smiled and Aiden melted a little more. The man was sexy as shit when he grinned like that. All coy and innocent.

      “Watch it…” Aiden warned.

      Dane batted his eyes. “What? You want to go for round two?”

      Aiden swallowed. Yes. He knew Dane as horny as he was.

      “’Kay, but let’s move to the shower. You got me all sticky.” Dane hadn’t even pulled his cock out of Aiden’s ass yet. And Aiden wasn’t complaining. “After I catch my breath.” He lay his head back down and breathed into Aiden’s neck. The bastard knew full well what that would do to Aiden’s libido.

      “We need a date for Friday.” Aiden sighed. He’d give anything for them to be able to go to Steve’s fetish party. Unfortunately the club hosting the gig only permitted couples or single women on Friday nights—not single men without a date.

      Steve had told them they’d get in if they had one woman between them, but not alone. Steve had his own sub. He couldn’t very well pretend to share her with three men. That wouldn’t be believable. Especially since Aiden and Dane had barely even met Sheila in passing.

      “You gonna pull one out of your ass?” Dane chuckled as he withdrew from said ass and plopped onto his back.

      “Hardy har har. How long has it been since we had a soft woman between us?”

      “Too damn long, that’s for sure.” Dane groaned. “I miss it.” He glanced at Aiden. “Don’t get me wrong. I love the relationship you and I have, but ever since we decided to give this new lifestyle a try, I’ve been hoping we might find a third to complete the deal, you know?”

      “Don’t I. This arrangement…” Aiden motioned back and forth between them with a hand, “…is fantastic. Switching with you for the top gets me so horny I can’t breathe, but it would be so cool to explore the role of us both being Doms to one sub. I crave it. And it makes me feel guilty, frankly. I mean how many people get what we have in their entire lives and I’m so greedy I want more.”

      Dane grinned. “We are greedy, that’s for sure.”

      An idea flashed through Aiden’s mind. “How about that woman from the tenth floor?”

      “The stuffy one with the matronly skirts and sweaters? Are you serious? She’s never even looked at us.” Dane glanced at Aiden from the side.

      Aiden propped himself up on one elbow. “Oh, don’t give me that shit. I’ve seen you staring at her. She’s fucking hot under those layers of clothing, and you know it. Plus, I’ve never seen her with a man, so I’m betting she’s single.”

      “You’re right. I’ve watched her fidgeting under my gaze. She glances at us when she thinks we aren’t looking. She makes my dick hard every time.” Dane threw one arm over his face. “She’s camouflaging all kinds of sexy under the office attire. Do you suppose she owns anything less formal?”

      “I’m not sure I care. Might be an interesting form of role play. Mysterious, grim matronly woman on her knees before us, sucking first one cock and then the other with her hands behind her back. God…I’m gonna come.”

      “Fuck, man. That visual is…ugh.” Dane adjusted his dick and gripped it with his free hand. He peeked out from under his elbow at Aiden. “Did you just poetically conjure that up on the spot or have you been working on that picture for a while?”

      “Come on, man. You know you’ve been thinking the same thing. You can’t deny fantasizing about her sometimes too.”

      Dane sat up, a grin on his face. “In any case, I don’t think I’d describe her as matronly. She might dress like a stiff, but I’m betting she’s not all that old. Twenty-five tops. Maybe her job requires the stiff clothes. Granted, I’ve never heard her speak, but the way she chews her bottom lip… Ugh.” He rolled his eyes to the ceiling.

      “I say we go for it. What do we have to lose?”

      “Our dignity?” Dane said. “How are we going to look her in the eye and ride that silent elevator to the tenth floor with her in it after she turns down our offer of a night of fetish with two guys?”

      Aiden stood and headed for the bathroom. “It’s a pipe dream anyway. Neither of us would have the balls to even ask.” He turned back to Dane. “It would rock my world though to see her dressed up in fetish wear.”
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      Stephanie dragged herself through the front door of her building in exhaustion. She hadn’t finished half what needed done in the ten hours she’d been at the office and on top of that, everything she had done was probably to no avail since there was no way in hell she was going to come up with a date for Saturday night on such short notice.

      She wouldn’t be able to come up with a date if she had two months’ notice.

      Hell, she didn’t even want a date. Men were pigs. A fact that was proven once again by two male bosses who measured her worth based on her dating status. Fuck them. She was still shaking from their nasty words. They’d spoken about her as though she were a sex object. Not a person. Their words still stung. She’d spent the first part of the day shaking, reliving every phrase. Should she have gone to human resources? Mr. Cane and Mr. Reeves owned the damn company for Christ’s sake. And their conversation had been in private—as far as they knew.

      Ugh. She needed this job and that promotion. She’d worked too hard for too long to risk everything just because a couple of asshole bosses thought she wasn’t sexy enough. She was well aware of her lack of sex appeal. It was intentional. She hid whatever assets she might have had under bulky outdated clothes. It was a safe place for her. If she didn’t come up with an attitude change—and a date—real quick, she was doomed to the lower end of the totem pole for who knew how long.

      With her head hung low, not watching where she was going through the lobby, Stephanie rounded the corner to the elevator—and slammed smack dab into a firm chest.

      “Oh God. I’m so sorry. I wasn’t paying attention.” She lifted her head to find herself staring into the sexy eyes of one of the men she frequently encountered in the halls or elevator. They lived somewhere above her floor because they always stayed on and rode past. Fifteenth floor if she recalled correctly.

      Too bad they were gay. At least she assumed they were gay. She never saw them with a woman and they stood incredibly close to each other, sometimes even touching. A stinking shame for womankind since they were both sexy as hell.

      She shook the thought from her head. They were men. Men are pigs, she reminded herself…again. Never mind this particular man and his partner made her tremble in their presence. Or that she felt drawn to them like a magnet.

      “No worries.” The man gripped her shoulders to steady her before she fell on her ass from the impact. Thank God. If she’d fallen, her embarrassment would know no end.

      He smelled so good. Whatever aftershave he used was delicious. She’d noticed it before at times when she was trapped in the small enclosure with him and his…friend?

      “Entirely my fault. I was practically running.” He motioned to the elevator behind him. “Going up?” His eyebrows were furrowed. Hell, she was probably still scowling from thinking about her bosses.

      “Yep.” That’s the best you can come up with the first time you actually speak to the guy?

      He must have been on his way to work or something because he was dressed in the black pants and white shirt she so often saw him in. As if it was some kind of dress code. Maybe he worked nights. She ran into both him and the other guy at odd hours. Sometimes when she came home for lunch. Sometimes in the evening. Sometimes late if she was out.

      The other guy dressed in a suit usually. But Mr. Black-and-White always had this look. The white shirt, starched to perfection, made his tanned skin and dark hair stand out. He had to be part Italian.

      He pushed the button for the elevator and then held the door open for her when it quickly made its appearance. She could have sworn he’d been heading out when they collided.

      She didn’t question him, just stepped inside and bit her lip to keep from smiling. Now’s your chance, girl. Ask him to go out with you on Saturday. Could there be any more perfect solution? He seemed nice enough, for a guy. He looked fantastic. Smelled like heaven. His smile could melt chocolate. She could think of no better fake date than a gay guy who would pose no threat to her perpetual singlehood.

      “Just getting home from work?” he asked.

      Small talk? They’d never spoken before.

      “Yeah.” Oh, she was so smooth with the words tonight. “You?” She looked down at her feet, trying in vain not to grin. This just might work out after all. What a coincidence that one of the very men she’d often lusted after would actually speak to her today of all days.

      “Oh, I just forgot something at home. Had…have to run back and get it. Luckily it’s not far.”

      He had been just leaving. He’d purposefully turned back so he could ride the elevator up with her.

      The elevator dinged and the door opened. You have to get out. It’s customary for passengers to debark on their designated floors. Otherwise they look idiotic. “Well, have a nice night then.” She stepped into the hall, kicking herself in the ass the entire time.

      “Will do. You too.” He reached for the door and held it open as she passed. “Hey, chin up. You’re off work now.”

      Stephanie jerked her head up at his request and turned to face him as though meeting his demand was somehow imperative. He smiled at her and winked. She felt the flush that raced down her body from head to toe. A spark ignited in her stomach as she watched his calm demeanor. Something about this man made her want to please him.

      She hadn’t anticipated this run-in with Mr. Dark and Handsome. She needed time…to prepare…if she was going to beg him to go out with her. Or his “friend”. As she gazed at him with her chin still raised, the doors closed.

      She stared at her shiny reflection as the smile crept across her face. Even hidden behind her usual bulky attire, a man had just made conversation with her. Never mind he was undoubtedly gay. She felt giddy.

      A deep, dormant longing came rushing to the surface. For as much as she hid under both physical and psychological layers, Stephanie craved the attention of a caring man. She never intended to act on the impulse, fear of losing herself weighing her down, but she could dream.

      She was damaged. Years of watching her mother succumb to a trail of losers who used and abused her had hardened Stephanie against following her instincts. Until this moment, she hadn’t considered that long-buried place inside her that desired not just the idea of having a man around but someone who would care enough to fill all her needs.

      She stepped back from the elevator, shivering as though cold. Two things occurred to her. One, she hadn’t pushed the button for floor ten, which meant Mr. Sexy had known her floor. And two, the elevator was now going down, not up, which meant Mr. Sexy had already gone to his apartment to get the forgotten object before her arrival, confirming her suspicion he’d just taken the ride with her for no reason at all.

      Hmmm. That seemed incredibly promising. Then why was she shaking like a leaf? Because it would be a hell of a lot easier to beg him to go with her to the company party this weekend if he was gay. If he truly were interested in her… Ugh. She couldn’t handle that thought.

      Stephanie spun on her heels and walked down the hall. She needed sleep, a glass of wine, a long soak in the tub and a frozen dinner. Not in that order.
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      “What took you so long?”

      A shit-eating grin spread across Dane’s face. “Our date for Friday night.”

      “What?” Aiden took two long strides to get to Dane’s side in the back of the kitchen. “What?” he repeated in a whisper, backing Dane into the office next to the huge oven.

      “I went to the apartment to get your phone and as I was running back through the lobby toward the front door, Ms. Tenth Floor came around the corner, and I ran smack dab into her. Or, maybe she ran into me…who cares? Anyway, I pretended I hadn’t gone upstairs yet and rode the elevator up with her, although I seriously doubt she bought that story.”

      “So you’re telling me you asked her to go with us to the club? In the short ride to the tenth floor? And she agreed?” Aiden pushed the door closed behind him and leaned against it.

      Dane stepped into the V of Aiden’s legs and planted his hands on either side of the man’s face. Aiden swallowed, wanting to kiss Dane, but wanting to hear this saga even more. “No. Of course not. I just made small talk. But she was interested, I tell you. You should’ve seen how her gaze roamed over me. And she licked her lips several times.”

      Aiden’s mouth fell open, and he laughed, hard. He couldn’t stop himself. He set his palms on Dane’s hips and pushed him off the door. “Are you kidding? So, now ‘hey, how’s it going?’ equals ‘do you mind playing sub Friday night with two men at a public club?’”

      “Don’t laugh, asshole. It’s more than you’ve accomplished. She even wiped the scowl off her face when she saw me. Thank God. Whatever pissed her off didn’t suit her. I hated that look.” Dane smiled though.

      “Oh, and I suppose her response of ‘fine, good’ meant ‘please fuck me six ways to Sunday’?” Aiden leaned over and planted his hands on his knees while he continued to laugh. The stitch in his side was starting to hurt.

      “Laugh all you want, but I’m telling you she’ll say yes. I can read her. In fact, get this, when she ducked out of the elevator I told her to raise her chin. Her reaction was stunning.”

      Aiden snickered again. “Let me guess. She obeyed. Now you’re sure she’s the perfect submissive too.”

      “Hey, she was interested. She didn’t just lift her face, she jerked into position. She even smiled when she thought I couldn’t see her. And she has to realize we’re a package. Right?”

      “Riiight. Of course. Because every time I see two people together in an elevator I assume they’re fucking each other.” Aiden stood, but he held his stomach while he wiped the tears from his eyes with the back of his other hand.

      “You can’t piss me off, you know. I love it when you laugh. It gets me hard. The deep timbre of your chuckle makes me want to fuck you up against whatever surface we happen to be near.” Dane stepped closer to Aiden, pressing him back against the door once more.

      Aiden swallowed…and sobered. “Don’t look at me like that. We have to get back to work.” He wiped the last of the moisture from the corners of his eyes. “Besides, it’s my turn to top. So back off.”

      Not that he was keeping score, per se, but Dane had really pushed him to a new limit this afternoon and Aiden intended to return the favor soon. Later tonight after they closed. It might be up against this door. He didn’t care where, but he had a strict internal rule not to fuck his business partner when they were supposed to be working…well, usually…at least during the evening rush.

      Dane lifted both hands in surrender. “I have meals to prepare. Who knows what the rest of the cooking staff did while I was gone.” He stepped toward the door, and Aiden wished for a moment he hadn’t turned the man down. His ass was so fine. He itched to pinch it.

      “Oh, here’s your phone.” Dane fished in his pocket and handed Aiden the cell. “I found it tangled in the sheets…” He opened the door hastily and stepped out before Aiden could swat his smart-alecky ass.

      Aiden took a moment to collect himself before he reemerged from the office. He needed to get back out front and make sure all the customers were happy and properly “wined and dined”.

      The restaurant was the best venture of his life. Owning it with his best friend and lover was icing on the cake. They’d been a bit concerned originally when the plan had formed, worried about whether it was a good idea to work and live together. But as soon as they’d opened the doors a year ago, they’d immediately relaxed, and their relationship had strengthened.

      In fact, when the idea of introducing themselves to BDSM and fetish lifestyles had come up six months ago, they’d both jumped at the opportunity. Their friend Steve, their main food supplier, had casually mentioned his involvement in alternative lifestyles when they’d been out for a beer one night. Aiden had been intrigued and when he’d discussed it with Dane, his partner had agreed to give it a try.

      Who knew there were so many affirming open venues where one could meet with other folks interested in Dom/sub relationships and learn from them? Where once Aiden would have considered such people quite strange, now he realized they were far more accepting and understanding and down-to-earth than all the so-called vanilla people roaming around.

      Aiden would go so far as to guess that most people secretly wished they could engage in something “outside the box”; they were just too afraid to bring it up to their partner—or anyone for that matter.

      Too bad for them. Aiden’s whole world had shifted on its axis…for the better. Now he just had to hope Dane had been correct and they could get Ms. Tenth Floor to go with them Friday. A man could dream. Now that Dane had broken the ice and talked to her, it couldn’t hurt to at least ask. He smiled as he left the office to head back out front. Maybe if he could just get her to talk, she could loosen up a little…
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      “Imagine the luck,” Dane muttered under his breath the next morning as he and Aiden opened the door to the lobby of their apartment building. They’d slept late and gone to the coffee shop just a block away to grab a drink and a pastry.

      As if fate were their very best friend, Ms. Tenth Floor was clacking down the street at a rapid pace in black, high-heeled pumps that made Dane’s cock swell. God, her legs were sexy. At least what he could see of them. She really needed shorter skirts. She would be fucking hot if she just had some better-fitting clothes purchased, or at least manufactured, in this decade.

      Maybe she does. Maybe there’s a reason she dresses like a seventy-year-old woman.

      Not for the first time, he pondered her façade. That woman was smokin’ hot underneath the conservative suits—blouses, jackets, skirts. She couldn’t hide her curves, at least not entirely.

      Dane held the door open and waited for her to catch up. “Good morning.” He glanced at his watch. “Shit, I guess it’s almost noon.” He grinned at her and her face turned beet red. Oh man, he wanted her. He wanted to nuzzle his lips and nose and tongue in the crook of her neck just like he did Aiden and make her moan…just like he did Aiden.

      “Thanks,” she mumbled as she ducked under his arm to enter. Her warm breath hit his cheek as she passed, and he inhaled her scent. Floral shampoo and a hint of perfume. Something very girly that didn’t match her appearance. He sucked in a breath, his cock twitching at her proximity. Nope. This was no librarian. Contrary to her façade, she was all woman underneath.

      “No problem.” He glanced back at Aiden as his partner strolled in behind Sexy Legs. Were those hose thigh highs or did they go all the way up, covering her pussy?

      Dane adjusted his cock as he followed her sweet ass toward the elevator. “Do you work close by? Must be nice to get to come home for lunch.” I’d be glad to feed you myself if you’d like. He’d give anything to have her eating out of his hand…on her knees, next to his chair, her face demurely tipped toward the ground. He shook his head to clear his mind so he could concentrate.

      “Yeah. I just work a few blocks away. That’s why I moved into this building. Can’t beat the proximity. Makes my life so much easier, especially since I work long hours.”

      “That’s what lured us here too. We can walk to work and be there in ten seconds. It’s a bonus that we love this building,” Aiden said.

      “You work together?” Her gorgeous medium-brown curls flipped off her face when she leaned to look at Aiden.

      “Yep. We own the restaurant two blocks north.” They’d reached the elevator and Aiden pushed the button.

      Dane tapped his leg with one hand. Time was running out. They needed to say something.

      “The Italian one? Ameci’s?”

      “That’s the one.” Dane grinned at her. To the best of his knowledge, she’d never been there. He’d have noticed.

      “I’ve been meaning to try it out. Heard it’s good.” She smiled, and the sparkle in her eye made Dane’s blood pump fiercely through his body.

      “You should stop by. Dinner’s on us. Are you free this evening?” Aiden asked.

      Way to go, Aiden. Good plan.

      “Oh… I’m uh, not sure. I have to work late.”

      “We’re open until ten on weekdays. But for you we’d stay open even later if you’re running late.” Dane tipped his head to one side and batted his eyes playfully. “We try to give new customers the royal treatment,” he added when she blushed from ear to ear.

      The elevator pinged and Dane flinched. How many seconds did they have left? Fifteen, twenty? At least they’d maybe possibly perhaps secured something for tonight.

      Ms. Red in the Face bit her lip, and Dane almost groaned. If that woman didn’t stop biting her lip…

      “I might be able to swing that. Let me see how the rest of my day goes. But don’t stay open just for me.”

      Aiden cleared his throat. “Hey, if you’re comin’, say the word and we’ll wait.”

      Were they laying it on too thick? Maybe, but time was ticking. They needed to act—now.

      Aiden still held the door open, even though they were all safely inside now. Dane smiled. The man was stalling. Good for him.

      Finally, he released his hold and pushed the button for floor ten, and then another for fifteen.

      “So, how do you like being on the top?” she asked.

      The top? Dane nearly choked. His mouth hung open as he pondered how on earth she knew he was a Dom.

      When her brow furrowed he realized she meant the top floor. Jesus, he needed a head adjustment.

      Aiden poked him in the side. “Not bad. You should come check it out sometime.”

      Dane sucked in a breath. They were pushing all the limits this morning.

      She crossed her arms and cocked her head to one side. Her eyes drew close together in confusion. But Dane only glanced at her face. His gaze preferred to stray to her chest where her jacket now bulged open, revealing…well, not a whole hell of a lot, but with her arms pushing her breasts together and out, he could tell she was well-endowed. Her clothes were too prim for him to see her cleavage, but his imagination was working just fine with the partial glimpse of her blouse.

      He wanted to peel that jacket off her and unbutton that shirt until her chest was fully revealed to his gaze.

      Suddenly the elevator gave a hard lurch and stopped with a screech of metal. All three of them stumbled and Dane watched in slow-motion horror as Aiden lost his grip on his scalding coffee. It flung into the air and sailed toward the ground, hitting the floor hard and splashing the woman Dane had been in the middle of ogling.

      She jumped back the few inches available to her, but not fast enough. A quick yelp escaped her lips when the burning liquid spattered all over her legs.

      “Oh my God.” Aiden bent immediately and grabbed a slim ankle.

      “Ow ow ow,” she stammered, jerking from his clutch. “That fucking hurts. Don’t touch.”

      Ooh, she could cuss. If the situation hadn’t been so serious, Dane would have grinned.

      Brown curls hanging in front of her, she bent at the waist and reached down to lift her skirt. Her legs were soaked and it had to burn.

      Dane glanced at the panel on the wall and noted the elevator was stuck. He knelt with Aiden in front of her and assessed the damage. “Your hose are trapping the heat. Can you take them off?”

      Geez, this was not what he’d had in mind when he’d imagined getting this woman’s clothes off. She was in pain. He glanced up at her face. Her eyes were scrunched together, and she was gritting her teeth.

      “Good idea…” With little hesitation, she inched her skirt up and reached beneath it, her hands trailing up one thigh. Dane could see nothing, even from his perch on the floor. Although she was in enough pain to care little about her incredible modesty, she still didn’t give them a glimpse of her paradise.

      Within seconds, she had rolled one thigh high down her leg, stepped out of her shoes and pulled the wet silk away from her toes. She immediately repeated the action with the other leg and then exhaled. “That’s better. Jesus.”

      Dane reached for her ankle and gently lifted her foot. Her smooth skin was pink as though she’d spent way too much time in the sun, but he didn’t think it was too bad. Working in a restaurant, he’d seen all kinds of burns. This one was maybe first degree. She needed some cool water and a salve, but she wouldn’t need medical attention.

      “I’m so sorry.” Aiden inspected her other leg. “I couldn’t hold on to it.”

      “Not your fault.” She gave a half grin. “Unless you caused the elevator to break down that is…”

      Aiden shook his head, and Dane wanted to slap him. She’s kidding, man.

      “I’d never do such a thing to a lady,” Aiden said. “If this damn thing ever starts moving, I’m sure Dane has some sort of ointment upstairs we can use to take the sting away. After all, he’s been known to burn himself a few times a week.”

      This time Dane didn’t hold back. He did swat Aiden in the back of the head. “Usually only when I’m distracted.” He raised an eyebrow at his lover when Aiden turned to face him.

      They both stood as Dane realized the implication of what he’d just said.

      The elevator took that moment to lurch forward again and continue climbing. How fortuitous. Dane gripped his own coffee tight to avoid a repeat performance.

      When the ping sounded and the doors opened on the tenth floor, the woman stepped forward. Dane took her arm. “Let it go. You wanted to see the view from our place. Now’s your chance. We can’t just let you leave without making sure you’re okay. And we really do have an ointment you can use.”

      The doors closed once again while she gaped at him. A few seconds later, they reopened on the fifteenth floor, and Dane led her into the hall while Aiden stooped to grab her shoes, hose and the now-empty coffee cup.

      “Where are all the doors?” she asked as they headed left.

      “What doors?”

      “To the apartments.” She glanced at him, her brows raised.

      “Oh, that. Well, there are only two on this floor. The north one and the south one. We have the south.”

      “Oh.”

      Shit, he hoped she wasn’t overwhelmed by their opulence. They did like to live high. No doubt about that. Comfort and luxury was their middle name now that they could afford it. Since the restaurant had taken off and done so well so fast, they’d kept up the pace. They weren’t stupid financially. And they realized how fast the floor could drop, but they’d invested well, both of them, over the years and they could afford this apartment.

      “I’m Dane, by the way. Dane Whitman. And you can thank Aiden for having butterfingers this morning.” He nodded over his shoulder.

      “Hey, hey, now. It was an accident. Aiden Collins.” Aiden nodded, opened the door to their apartment and held it for her to pass.

      “Stephanie Parkins,” she murmured as she entered. “Geez. They don’t have apartments like this on the tenth floor.” She glanced around and set her purse on the small table by the front door. Aiden laid her shoes and stockings there also.

      “Come.” Dane still held her by the arm, guiding her across the room toward the kitchen area.

      “You don’t have walls.” She twisted her head in every direction.

      Dane chuckled. “Well, we have some walls. We just don’t like them in the living space. So we took them out. We own a restaurant. Cooking is important to us, so the kitchen is the focal point in our day. We like it open to the great room, so whoever we are entertaining can engage with us.”

      “Makes sense.” She sat in the chair Aiden pulled out while Dane grabbed a towel and flipped on the faucet.

      A ring tone Dane didn’t recognize filled the silence and Stephanie scrambled to pull her cell out of her purse. She mumbled a quick “sorry” as she answered the phone. “Hey, Lisa, what’s up?… No, I’m at lunch… Yes, that file is on my desk… Mr. Reeves was looking for me? Ugh… Yeah… No… I’ll contact that client right after lunch. Thanks for letting me know… ’Kay, bye.”

      She hung up as Dane came back around the breakfast bar, wet cloth in hand. He gingerly lifted one leg. “Everything okay?” He leaned forward to assess the burn and then set the cool cloth on her skin. It wasn’t too bad, but he knew it had to sting like a mother right now.

      “Yeah, just a lot going on this week. Too many clients. Too little time.” Stephanie hissed in a breath between her teeth. “I hate to be a baby, but that really burns. Do you mind if I use your bathroom? Maybe I could just um…never mind. I should really go back to my place.”

      “What for? No, that wouldn’t be polite.” Dane stood and ran his hands through his hair. “We can’t just leave you alone after trying to burn you to death.” Say something quick, before she walks out.

      “I hardly think I’m going to die,” she stammered. “I just really need to submerge my legs in cold water to ease the sting. They still feel like they’re on fire.”

      “Of course. Good idea.” Dane nodded toward the hall. “This way.” Jesus, fate was so very on their side today. Sure, he felt guilty as hell about her pain, but he was basking in the results. What were the chances they’d have been able to lure her upstairs and now get her at least halfway into their bathtub less than five minutes after entering the building?

      After leading her to the master suite and then into the adjoining bath, Dane turned the right knob on the huge tub and reached for the stopper to let it fill with cool water. “Sit on the edge and let the water run over your legs…”

      Stephanie didn’t hesitate. She hiked up her skirt a few inches, stepped into the tub and then sat on the edge. She sighed when the water started cooling her skin. “Much better. Thank you.” She turned to look up into their faces, her gaze bouncing from one to the other. Then she blushed again.

      “No problem. We always try to provide medical aide after burning people in the elevator.” Dane turned to the cabinet and bent down to gaze at the contents until he came up with the item he’d been searching for. “Here it is. The best burn ointment I’ve ever used. We’ll give your legs a few minutes to cool off and let the burning reduce and then put this on.” He tapped the round plastic dish against his palm and set it on the counter behind him. He couldn’t keep from fidgeting.

      Dane was totally out of his element trying to seduce this woman. Why? He’d lured women in before. What made her so…special?

      Maybe because you’ve never met a woman who made your cock grow quite that hard that fast. Just a whiff of her in the enclosed elevator had sent his libido into overdrive. And that was saying something considering the number of times he’d gotten off in the last twenty-four hours. Including twice this morning before they’d gone out to get the coffee.

      Something about her. Her timidness. Her mysterious lack of understanding about how very attractive she was. Geez…

      “We totally owe you,” Aiden said.

      Stephanie jerked her gaze toward his. “Owe me?”

      “Well, yeah. You know. We owe you a favor. Whenever I burn someone, I usually buy them dinner or take them to a movie or something,” Aiden hedged, a teasing lilt to his voice.

      Good one, Aiden. Dane smiled at his partner in crime. Or a fetish club. It’s all the same thing.

      “Oh, well, in that case…” Stephanie tucked her bottom lip into her mouth and then blurted out the next sentence on a sharp exhale. “I could really use a date for a company party I have to go to Saturday night. I’m trying to get a promotion and I need to look…I mean I need to… Let’s just say a date would help with my image, in my bosses’ eyes. In fact, I’d totally owe you if one of you would go with me.” She glanced from Aiden to Dane, her face so red now Dane almost chuckled.

      My oh my. She needs something from us too. Maybe that was why she’d even spoken to him last night. Dane thought back to their meager conversation and pondered the possibility.

      “Hmm, intriguing.” Aiden rubbed his chin. Dane narrowed his gaze on the man. “Well, that’s not quite equal. I mean I did spill coffee on you, but…a date?”

      “Well,” she stammered, twisting around to face them so that her legs barely hung under the spray of water. “I said I’d be in your debt too. Hell, I’d work it off if you want. I could trade a date for some shifts at your restaurant or clean for you…or something?”

      Dane had to repress his gasp. She was desperate.

      In a million years, he would never let her waitress or clean for them. He might want her on her knees…but not to clean the toilets. He might even ask her to wear an apron…but only if that were her only clothing. He groaned, fuck, out loud.

      Aiden cleared his throat. Thank God he took over. He was obviously a better man than Dane. “Of course not. But, tit for tat, we sure could use you. It seems we have the same problem you do. We need a date for Friday night.”

      Dane watched her face as her eyebrows rose, and then she smiled. “Perfect. A trade.” And then her face fell. “Wait. We? Both of you?”

      “Yep.” Aiden reached for her hand and spun the knob to turn off the water as she stepped out onto the rug. He tugged her over to a stool and eased her down. She didn’t hesitate and he didn’t miss the way she’d let him lead her across the room without questioning his motive. “We have this…thing…we want to attend, but we need a date.” He stepped back.

      Dane knelt in front of her and gently dabbed a towel on her pink skin. He knew Aiden had to be beside himself wishing he could touch her skin also, but it would seem awfully awkward for them both to fondle her right now.

      “Just one date…for the both of you?” She stiffened. Her spine straightened as she glanced at Dane.

      “Yeah, it’s a little complicated, but the place we’re going doesn’t allow single men to attend without a woman.”

      Stephanie winced when he touched a particularly sensitive spot. She gripped the edges of the bench seat with both hands, so focused on her burning skin and the intense conversation that he was sure she didn’t realize how high her skirt had risen to accommodate his administrations.

      “What sort of place is this?”

      “It’s a club.” Dane reached around her for the salve and twisted off the cap.

      “Uh huh. I’ve heard of that, I guess. Some clubs where only women and couples can get in.” She cringed again as Dane smeared the white lotion into her shin, working his way up her leg.

      “Yeah, that’s the deal.” Dane froze and looked up at Aiden. “Help me out here?”
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      With the leg or the fetish date?

      Aiden didn’t think Dane looked as if he needed any assistance with the ointment. In fact, the man was taking his sweet time spreading the stuff up Stephanie’s leg, gradually reaching above her knee while she seemed to sink into the bench seat in…bliss. Aiden watched her as she allowed Dane to twist her leg every direction, directing her with just a nudge here and there. She complied so readily he couldn’t think clearly or take his gaze off her limbs.

      Okay, sure. I’ll take it from here. Let me do the dirty work while you fondle the woman.

      “Stephanie.” Aiden waited for her to look up at him. “We need a sub.”

      “A what?”

      He had to tell her. Shit, they couldn’t just waltz into a fetish club on a Friday night with a woman this uninformed. It wasn’t fair to her. Plus, they needed to prepare her a bit. If they didn’t teach her a thing or two between now and then, she’d never fit in, and no one would believe she was submissive. Not that he cared much what other people thought, but it would sure make the evening smoother if he laid down a few cards now…and added to them every day this week.

      “A submissive. It’s a…BDSM club.” Aiden paused for that to sink in.

      There was a fraction of time when Aiden was sure the earth paused. At least for Stephanie. She stared at Aiden’s face in shock, her eyes wide and her mouth open. Aiden glanced at Dane when she flinched and found his partner’s hand had wandered up her thigh.

      Stephanie jerked her leg free of his clutches and stood. She shook her head and mumbled under her breath while she glanced around. “I…I… I have to go. Did we leave my shoes in the kitchen? I…have to get back to work…somehow.” She scrambled for the door, and Aiden followed her with Dane at his rear.

      Aiden pondered her last word. He doubted she was concerned about her method of arrival at work, but rather her mental ability to function this afternoon. She was flustered. And the look on her face had been priceless. She blinked several times. Her cheeks pinkened almost instantly. And Aiden’s cock grew stiff. He fought a groan.

      They had to let her go. If she never spoke to them again, there was nothing they could do. All they could hope for was that she pondered the idea and faced them later.

      “I know it’s a lot to ask.” Aiden intended to get a few more words in before she disappeared. “We don’t mean to insult you. And I promise we would never do anything that made you uncomfortable. We just need you to go with us, maybe participate a little? Just enough for it to be believable.”

      Stephanie gathered her shoes, stockings and purse at the door. She turned back to them with her hand on the knob. She was shaking. In fear? Disgust? Curiosity? “Why are you so interested in pretending to be straight for an evening? Aren’t you gay?”

      Aiden gasped. Oh God. She totally had the wrong impression. How stupid of them. He shook his head. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize you thought we were gay. We’re bisexual. We enjoy women as much as men.”

      Dane stepped toward her but Aiden grabbed his arm. They needed to let her go.

      “Wait. If you thought we were gay, why did you want one of us to go to your company party on Saturday?”

      Stephanie opened her mouth to speak, but then shut it just as fast and fled the apartment.

      The door shut with a resounding click that made Aiden shudder. “Fuck.”

      “Yeah. That could’ve gone better,” Dane added.
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      “What the hell happened to you?” Lisa, Stephanie’s coworker, bounced up from her seat as Stephanie passed her office.

      Stephanie glanced at Lisa, blew her bangs off her face and kept walking until she was inside her own office.

      “The elevator in my building jammed,” she offered when she finally turned around.

      Lisa had followed her. She’d known that would happen. Nothing got by her coworker. Lisa lifted one eyebrow. “And that made your legs bright pink and your face stark white?”

      Stephanie glanced down. Christ. She’d totally forgotten about the state of her legs. The ache took a backseat to the strange conversation she’d just had with two sexy men who…were not gay? “Oh, that. When the elevator stalled, someone dropped their coffee and I got splashed.”

      “Geez, Steph, that looks bad. Are you okay? I’ve never seen you without your hose.” Lisa stepped closer and leaned down to get a better look.

      “Yeah, I peeled them off and decided there was no way I could put on a new pair. It’s not too bad. Just stings.”

      “Was the guy at least hot?”

      Stephanie flinched. Actually, she nearly jumped out of her skin. “What guy?”

      Lisa tipped her head up toward Stephanie’s and grinned broadly. “So it was a guy. Ah ha. I was fishing. You look guilty. In fact, your face is whiter than it was when you came in. Spill.”

      When Stephanie just swallowed and didn’t open her
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