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Jed and Marco were tall, attractive, and effortlessly charming. Chloe knew she would sleep with either of them should they ask, even though Marco had a wedding ring.

Right now, though, she had a mission for them to help with.

The bar was packed full of conference attendees, and even if she had been in heels, Chloe would have been below average height. Having two tall men as look outs helped enormously.

"Isn't that Carole over there?" Jed pointed.

"Carla?" Chloe asked.

"Carla, yes. Please don't tell her I misremembered her name."

"Oh yes. I recognise her." Marco confirmed. "Come on, let's go and talk to her." He led the way through the crowd.

Carla was turning away from the bar, holding a bottle of wine and three glasses, when they reached her. She registered Marco approaching her, clearly recognising him, if unsure where from. He stopped abruptly, and Chloe stepped around him. "Have you seen Fiona?" she asked quickly.

"She's out in the foyer." Carla pointed with the glasses.

"Her stalker's here. I don't think he saw me. Don't think he's looking for her. But she needs to know."

"I'll tell her, and we'll get her somewhere safe. Thanks ninja." Carla hugged Chloe clumsily, their height difference squashing magnificent breasts against Chloe's face.

"No problem.”

Jed and Marco flanked Chloe. Carla looked back and forth between them, then at Chloe, who blushed. "I hope your friend is okay." Jed offered.

"She will be. We'll make sure she's alright. Thanks, er...."

"Jed and Marco." Chloe told her. "They're licencing the C-22."

"Oh, right. Cool. You three have fun, now." Carla gave them a little bow, grinning at Chloe. Then she spotted a gap, and set off for the foyer.

"Will your friend be okay?" Marco asked.

"She should be. Carla will know what to do." Chloe was almost breathless, so much adrenaline had been pumped into her system. She hadn't realised how worried she had been for Fiona.

"Are you okay?" Marco had laid a hand on her shoulder. Now she did feel better. She let herself relax, and leant back against it.

"I'm okay. I just freaked out a bit." Marco had, subtly, drawn her in closer, and she was at risk of freaking out about something completely different. "I.... Feel better now."

"Good, good. Do you want to go somewhere quieter to chill out?"

"Yes. That sounds good." Somewhere quiet, where she could cuddle closer still and steal some more calming body heat. "Oh, we left our drinks."

"I'll go and get them." Jed offered.

Chloe was almost disappointed to see Jed go, even if it meant she was left alone with Marco. "Where should we go?" she asked him.

"The foyer seems to be where all the cool kids are." Marco joked. "Jed will find us."

"Let's go then."

They weaved through the crowd, taking an arcing route to the large doors through to the foyer. Marco tapped Chloe's shoulder and pointed. Carla and Fiona, and a man Chloe didn't recognise were by the lifts. The doors opened, and they stepped inside. "Looks like they got away." Chloe said, another spike of adrenaline hitting her.

There were large leather armchairs and couches in clusters around the foyer. Marco pointed out a couch in a less busy corner, and they headed for it.

There was almost enough room on the couch for the three of them, but Chloe let herself slide close enough for her leg to press against Marco's. "So, you're spending the whole day with us tomorrow." he said, hand casually landing on her knee.

"And tonight." Certain she had squeaked that out, she blurted out. "It's all part of our great customer service."

"Now, you know you don't have to feel obliged to spend time with us."

Chloe quickly laid a hand atop Marco’s, lest he take it away. "I don't. Not at all. That was a bad joke, cause I'm a little nervous. I'm enjoying you two, really. We may have talked way too much about the C-22, but it's been fun."

"No more shop talk, then. And no more drama, hopefully. Ah, there he is." Marco waved, and Chloe spotted Jed heading for them. She was disappointed to not have Marco to herself any more, but also felt a bigger thrill that she would have the attention of both of them again.

Marco shuffled to the end of the couch. Chloe followed him so that Jed had to sit the other side of her. He distributed pints of stout, and took his seat. "She was nearly ready to pour them away. I just got there in time."

Marco saluted with his pint. "Chloe says she's all ours tonight." he announced.

"I...." Chloe knew she was bright red. He was joking, of course, but part of her had been wondering what it would be like if what he teased came to pass. There was a different kind of warmth suffusing her body to compliment the flush of her cheeks. She took a sip of her drink, trying to think of a comeback.

Now Jed turned toward her, and her legs were pressed between his and Marco's. "You'll get us in trouble saying things like that." It wasn't clear whether he was addressing her or Marco.

"It would be fun trouble, though." Chloe said. "I mean.... Erm...."

Jed took pity on her. "Why did Carla call you a ninja?"

"Oh, it's from Ginger Ninja. From...." Chloe indicated the coppery bob of her hair, brushing an unruly strand back into place.

"It is a wonderful colour." Marco commented. "Does it mean you're Scots?" The strand had dropped again. He reached out and threaded it under some better behaved hair.

"Well, we're mostly from the South and the Midlands. But there must have been someone Scottish in the mix at some point. No-one in the family's done one of those trace your ancestors things yet. Maybe we should." Chloe said in a hurry, trying not to think about how his fingers had traced gently across her skin as he helped with her hair.

"Does that sound like a Scottish accent?" Jed asked, and this time it was clear he was addressing Marco.

"No, I suppose not. So, what would you like to do with the rest of the evening?"

Chloe's drink stopped part way to her mouth. This time, she managed to stop herself blurting out the first thing that came into her head, which would have been, "You."

"I'm enjoying talking to two charming men. I would like to spend a while working out whether they are trying to seduce me." She had thought she was being clever, but, no, that had probably been worse. She hid behind her pint glass again, taking a much longer slurp.

"Interesting. Would you like to be seduced?" Marco asked. It might have been a tease, but Chloe had reached the point where she just couldn't be sure.

"I might." Her reply came out squeaky. "I mean.... Do you do this often? Try to pull women at business conferences?"

"We're just enjoying talking with a gorgeous and interesting woman. And teasing her some, as well."

Chloe wished he wasn't teasing, because she was now sure she would let herself be seduced if they were serious. She decided she wanted to know for sure.

"So, you don't want to take me back to your room?" she asked, quickly taking another swig of her stout.

Now it was Jed and Marco's turn to be lost for words. Jed laughed after a moment. "Time to stop teasing and tell Chloe all about our deal." he told Marco.

"Your deal?" Chloe looked back and forth between the men.

"Well, you see...." Marco looked at the ceiling as he formulated his reply. "Jed and I don't just work together. He and I, and my wife, and another couple, have a relationship." Chloe had forgotten about Marco's wedding ring.

Jed took up the explanation. "And we sometimes go to clubs to meet new people, or hookup in hotels."

"So you're.... swingers? Is that the word?"

"It's one of the words." Marco admitted.

"Does your wife know you're doing this? I mean, me? That you're chatting up me?"

"Not specifically, because we didn't know things would go this way until just now. But I will tell her, if you really do want to come back to our room. I may do a video call, if the time difference allows it."

"Alanna is going to the club without us tomorrow, so you don't need to feel bad for her on that count." Jed added.

"Good for her." Chloe had made her mind up now. This was an opportunity she had never had before, and one that might not be repeated. But first, "If you can video call your wife. Alanna? If you can call her, could I talk to her? Just to be sure she's okay with...?"

"Of course. She'll appreciate that."

"Well, then. I know we haven't finished these pints, but shall we take them up to your room?"

Briefly, Marco and Jed were lost for words again. "Absolutely." Jed said, standing quickly. He offered Chloe a hand to help her up. Which was good, because she was feeling the effects of another adrenaline rush, and worried her coordination would be all over the place.

Standing between them in the lift, Chloe was disappointed that she was wearing jeans and a T-shirt, and not something more fancy. In flats, she only came up to their chests, but that wasn't so bad. They had both dressed down for the evening, but still managed to look more stylish than all the suits had been during the daytime sessions of the conference. It helped that they were both gorgeous, of course.

Marco was the older of the pair, with hints of grey in his dark hair. He had brown eyes, and a darker skin tone that hinted that the Mediterranean was somewhere in his family's past just as much as his name did. Jed was taller and leaner, with blonde hair and blue eyes. A climber and cyclist, Chloe guessed his skin tone was mostly tan from time spent outdoors.

If she didn't panic and run away, she was about to find out what they both looked like naked. And then, experience the sort of thing that had previously just been fantasy.

Their room was on the tenth floor. It was bigger than the twin Chloe was booked into
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