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DESCRIPTION

 

Working at the same architecture and design company, Mason, Russell, and Joana are the best of friends.  Forming a close-knit trio, the three are known around the company to spend time together, even hanging out outside of the work environment.  And when they plan on taking a weekend-long cruise, just the three of them, none can hide their excitement for the trip.

Unfortunately, when a demanding client insists that Mason and Russell drop what they’re doing and fly to Paris to help with the design of her new up and coming hotel, the cruise is cut short.

Heartbroken, Joana prepares for a weekend of being alone—something she’s quite used to.  But thanks to a turn of fate, she won’t have to spend the weekend by herself.  Arriving in Paris and ready for anything business-related, Joana is shocked to discover that the feelings that she’s been secretly harboring for her coworkers and best friends might be shared between the three of them.

Before either of them knows what’s happening, they find themselves in a love triangle set in one of the most romantic cities in the world, questioning whether they should cross that line and risk everything for one night together.  Is a seven year friendship worth fighting temptation, or will the three of them explore their feelings?  After all, what happens in Paris stays in Paris.

 

This story is a standalone ménage romance. No cheating and no cliffhanger. HEA guaranteed.
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CHAPTER 1

Mason

 

If there’s one bad thing about working for Wolfe and Harper Designs, it’s how shitty their cafeteria is.  Nothing served there ever feels fresh, and the last time I ate something from the cooks, I ended up calling into work sick for three days.  That’s why today I head into the building with a large bag full of Mexican food.  As I pass through the halls of the building, a few of my coworkers pop their heads out of cubicles.

“Ooh, that smells good.”

“Let me know if you have any leftovers.”

“I should’ve gone to wherever you went instead, Mason!”

I crack a smile, almost tempted to give them all a little taste, but I know Joana and Russell would have my head on a platter.  They’re not too kind when it comes to people messing with their food, which is understandable.

It’s a bit unusual to consider these two my best friends considering we met at work, but we’ve been close ever since Joana hired Russell and me.  Being the head of HR, in the beginning, it was clear that she was trying to keep some distance between the three of us.  She was higher up in the company than us, me being a project manager and Russell being an architect, but I think something about us all being together often weakened her defenses.

Soon, we became genuine friends, the three of us spending lunch together, and even going out for drinks whenever we all had the weekends free.  Most people knew about our bond, and I’d even had other coworkers admit that they were jealous.  They wanted to be part of our party for three, always laughing in the halls or talking outside of work.

It sure beats the hell that I was in at my old job.  Nobody there appreciated me, and worse, they wanted me to take on more responsibility without more pay.  During a meeting with my manager, I told him plain and simple that if he wasn’t going to rearrange the budget to pay me for additional work, he’d have to hire someone to fill my position.  Two weeks later, I was out on my ass and looking for a new job.

Thankfully, W&H came in at the right time. I jumped at the opportunity, and the rest was history.  Immediately, I took to this new workplace.  I felt appreciated like my time wasn’t being wasted dicking around for days in a week.  I had things to do, people listened to what I said, and I was finally being treated like a part of the team rather than someone easily replaceable.  I think that’s what made our friendship easy.  I respected Russell and Joana’s roles in the company just as they respected mine.

I push through doors of the cafeteria to find both of them sitting at a table.  They turn to me at the same time, and I watch as two identical smiles grow.  Joana’s baby blue eyes glitter at the sight of food, and she hops up, her tight ponytail swishing behind her as she hurries over to help me.  At 5’4”, she’s a tiny little thing, but what she lacks in height, she more than makes up for in tenacity.  She’s authoritative when she needs to be, just as she’s kind when the time is right.  With a dimple in both cheeks, she says,

“God, I was starting to wonder if you were ever going to come back.”

Russell rises from his seat and says, “Yeah, we thought maybe you decided to eat while you were there.”

“Sorry,” I reply, carrying the food over to the table.  “Things were especially busy today.  I’m not sure why.”

Once we’re all seated, Russell begins divvying up all the food.  He slides Joana her three soft chicken tacos and a small box of nachos, then hands me my burritos and chips and salsa.  The heaviest items in the bag belong to him.  I don’t know how the guy can put away so much junk food and still look like he stepped off the cover of Men’s Fitness, but every time I see him eating, I get jealous.  I’d have to work out for hours to justify devouring as much as him.

Even more frustrating is that he doesn’t even have to try to be charming.  Even when he’s sloppily eating a messy burrito bowl, the ladies all flutter their lashes or give him shy smiles.  His golden-brown eyes and dark black hair are a killer combination, no doubt about it.

“So,” Joana says, excitedly tearing the wrappers off her tacos.  “I’ve been looking more into the cruise, and I saw that they have dancing lessons.  Do you know how badly I’ve wanted to take dancing lessons?”

I can see the anticipation on her cherubic face, and I laugh.  “You only mention it every other week.”

Russell snorts.  In a high-pitched voice, he says, “‘God, I just want to learn how to dance.  I wish we had a fourth person to go with us so we could all take lessons together!’”

“I do not sound like that,” she says, narrowing her eyes at him.

“You kinda do,” I reply reluctantly.

Russell and I crack up at her evil glares.  She takes a bite of her food and continues,  “I also read that there will be speed dating, so if either of you is interested in that, we could check that out as well.”

One thing about Joana is that she loves to plan.  That’s what makes her so good at this company.  Even if she’s not a project manager like me, she knows all the ins and outs of good organization, which is why we decided to put her in charge of this singles cruise in the first place.

It was originally Russell’s idea, a comment he mentioned off-hand while we were talking about our dating lives.  He’d been happy living the single life, keeping up with his bachelor persona, and Joana had just gotten out of a bad online relationship with someone who’d pretended to be someone they weren’t.

Me?  I’d never been one for relationships.  After my first wife and I split up seven years ago, I decided that life was so much easier without having to worry about another person.  No checking in on someone every day, no one else to consider but myself.  It was a nice change of pace, one that I wasn’t in a hurry to put an end to anytime soon.

Still, I couldn’t turn down the offer of a cruise ship.  Vacations are my thing, and I enjoy any reason to walk around in a Hawaiian shirt and a pair of shorts.  It’s even better if there’s a mixed drink in my hand.  I’m a simple guy.  Give me sun and booze and I’m happy.  When we all discussed the cruise more, I was immediately sucked into the idea.

The weeks have passed faster than I thought, and now our trip is coming up on Friday.  The thought of being away from work with my two best friends makes me just as excited as the thought of dancing does to Joana, and while we eat, the three of us discuss all





















