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Chapter One

 


Oh God, I’m stupid. So fucking stupid. Why
did I come here? Jeez. I should know by now I never get this stuff
right. Never.

Talitha mentally shook her head at herself
and wondered how soon she could sneak out. Along the right wall
stood a row of men. Mostly younger than she. Mostly wearing shirts
and neckties. Along the left wall were twice as many women. All
definitely younger than she. All weighing at least fifteen pounds
less than she. All wearing slinky dresses with spaghetti straps and
plunging necklines. And strappy sandals.

Talitha’s heart pounded beneath her navy
blue t-shirt. Sweat rolled down her back and caught under the
waistband of her denim skirt. She looked down at her sensible,
low-heeled navy pumps and sighed. Yep. Once again her ex had been
proven right. She was a one-hundred-percent social idiot.

Just then the music started and the man at
the microphone said, “Right, now, guys and gals, line up and we’ll
begin with The Nutbush. Don’t worry if you’ve never danced this one
before. It has just two basic steps that anyone can follow. ”

As people started moving onto the floor and
the line dancing instructor started talking about a four-wall-dance
and explaining the steps, Talitha moved toward the “girls” wall and
scanned the room for exits. Obviously there would be one to the
restrooms at the very least.

Ahh, there it is.

Talitha moved behind a gaggle of giggling
young women who looked barely old enough to drive and hurried
around a corner into the passageway to the restrooms. And
stopped.

Halfway along the passage stood an
incredibly delicious-looking man. He was tall, at least six feet,
with dark brown hair curling just a tiny bit on his collar.

Talitha’s breath caught as she looked at
muscular arms in a short-sleeved shirt, arms that were wrapped
around another equally tall, masculine figure. The one with his
back to her had golden-brown hair cut short and very broad
shoulders tapering in to a narrow waist and tight ass.

Surreptitiously, Talitha wiped her hand
across her mouth to check that she wasn’t drooling.

Oh. My. God. What delectable hunks. And
just my luck they’re gay. Not that they would ever look at me
anyway she reminded herself, thinking of all the thinner,
younger, prettier females in the big room.

“Jared, honey, the dancing has started.
We’ve gotta get out there and learn this stuff. We promised your
cousin we wouldn’t disgrace her at her wedding. ”

“But Nathan. We only have two weeks. That’s
like two or maybe four lessons max. We’re never gonna solve my
two-left-feet problem that easily. This whole thing is a total
waste of time. Let’s forget about learning to dance and hire some
crutches instead. If I’m on crutches even Hannah can’t expect me to
dance with her. ”

“Uh-huh. Honey, basic line dancing is easy.
Anyone can do it. And you don’t need a partner. You don’t have to
worry about stepping on anyone’s feet like that ballroom stuff. All
we have to do is watch the people in front of us. Come on. ” He
gently rubbed his hands up and down the other man’s arms.

Talitha watched as the two yummy men lifted
their eyes from each other, turned, and saw her standing in the
hallway. Her face flamed a bright red, her neck heated, and once
more sweat trickled down her spine, this time with
embarrassment.

Oh God, this is definitely the worst
night of my life, she thought miserably, wishing for a potted
palm to hide behind, the floor to swallow her up, an
earthquake—anything.

The one with the lighter hair—Jared?—looked
at her with kind, hazel eyes and smiled. “Hey. Are you okay? I
didn’t see you before. ”

“I…um…” She hesitated, embarrassed.

“Come with us,” Nathan said. “We’ll join in
the back row and conquer this Nutbush thing. Or are you a line
dancing expert?”

“No. This is my first time here. ”

 


* * * *

 


By the end of the evening Talitha could not
only do the Nutbush, she had mastered the Macarena and the Chicken
Dance as well. All very basic but at least she had remembered the
steps and not fallen flat on her face.

Jared obviously felt the same sense of
achievement. “You know,” he said as they walked to the parking lot
together, “that’s the very first time I’ve managed to dance for
more than five minutes without stomping on a girl’s foot. ”

“Yeah. It was usually me stepping on
someone’s foot,” Talitha replied. “My ex would never dance with me
because—”Abruptly she stopped.

Because you’re a fat cow with no social
skills.

Her ex’s voice finished her thought for her
in her head.

Heat flamed across her face again and she
reached into the pocket of her skirt for her car keys. “Nice
meeting you. Bye,” she said and hurriedly turned to go.

“Wait. ” Nathan’s strong hand reached out to
touch her arm. “It’s not late. Are you thirsty? How about joining
us for coffee? There is a nice little coffee bar at the end of the
block. We’d like to get to know you better. We’ve enjoyed your
company this evening. Right, Jared?”

“Yeah, it’s been fun. Let’s not call it a
night yet,” Jared said, smiling into her eyes.

God, he’s handsome. They both are. I sure
would like to spend the night with them. Wait! Spend the night with
two guys? Am I out of my mind?

Talitha dragged her thoughts back to the
conversation. “Coffee would be good. I am thirsty. Thanks. Let’s do
that. ”

They walked to the coffee bar, Jared on one
side of her and Nathan on the other. It was nothing special—a dozen
tables, half of them full, a variety of coffees and some snacks.
But the staff was friendly, the atmosphere great, and she could see
other women wishing they were her. That was a first. Always she’d
been the odd one out. The socially inept one. The one on the
sidelines. Tonight she was talking and laughing with two
hunkalicious men she’d just met. And she was having fun. They were
all having fun.

Her eyes ran over Nathan. His muscles
rippled under that white shirt. His thigh touched hers and it was
firmly muscled, too. Her panties dampened and her breath
caught.

Oh my God, he’s sex-on-a-stick. Besides
being nice. Genuinely nice.

But so was Jared. He was so kind, so caring.
And that ass. Every time the dance steps had her facing his ass she
could hardly keep from touching it. Taut muscles, yet rounded.
Delicious.

What am I thinking? These guys are gay.
They’re partners. Yeah sure they’re caring people, interesting and
fun to be with, but they belong to each other.

Once again, she carefully ran her finger
over the corners of her mouth to check she wasn’t drooling. She
caught a glance between the men. Nathan seemed to be asking Jared a
question. Jared definitely nodded.

See, she chided herself. They have
their own private language. They don’t even need words they’re so
attuned to each other’s needs.

The guys leaned across the tiny table and
each took one of her hands.

“Talitha, we like you,” said Jared.

“Tonight has been great,” added Nathan.

“We want you to come to our house for the
rest of the evening. ”

“Please? We won’t do anything you don’t want
to do. ”

“But whatever happens will be good. We
guarantee that. ”

Talitha looked from Jared to Nathan and back
to Jared. They were serious. They were asking her—her!—to go to
their house? To go to bed with them? Both of them?

“Um. I’m not very good at… And I’ve never…
Well, not with two guys… Um…” She knew her face was fiery red
again.

God, how many times have I blushed in front
of these two men? They’re going to think I’m a virginal fool!

The men gently lifted her to her feet.

“We won’t do anything you don’t want to do,”
Nathan reiterated.

“And we can promise anything we do, you’ll
enjoy very much. ” Jared smiled.

Talitha nodded. How could a girl refuse an
offer like that?

 


* * * *

 


Nathan had scrawled their address on the
back of a business card and even included a tiny map so she could
find their house easily. Talitha programmed the details into her
GPS and was just turning the key in the ignition when her ex’s
voice thundered in her head.

You stupid cow! You’re driving off after two
strange men and no one knows where you will be? You deserve to be
raped and murdered! Do you really think any man would want an
overweight klutz like you?

Her hand stopped midair.

Yes, she’d turned thirty. Yes, she really
should lose ten or fifteen pounds. And yes, her social skills
weren’t wonderful. After all, that was why she was at the line
dancing class in the first place. She didn’t need a partner to go
line dancing and it was both a social skill and exercise all rolled
into one package.

Besides, while they’d been talking over
coffee, they’d had an ‘It’s a small world’ moment. Nathan
used to work for the same company she did. In fact, he’d left only
a matter of weeks before she’d started there, and they knew quite a
few of the same people. She was sure it wasn’t just an act. He’d
asked after the workers, their significant others, and even Jason’s
devil of a cat.

But I’m not stupid. I’m good at my job. My
boss is always saying so and he doesn’t believe in flattery.

So use your brain, girl.

Talitha got out of her car and went to the
trunk. Grabbing her laptop, she fired it up and clicked on the
email icon, then on the calendar function. She typed in the guys’
names and address in the space for that evening, emailed the
updated calendar to herself at work, then logged out, thanking God
for her Wi-Fi and whoever had unwittingly given her access to it
from the parking lot.

If I disappear, someone will come looking
for me. And at least I will have had one night of hot sex before I
die—well, at least I hope I will!

Quickly packing away the laptop again,
Talitha set off following the directions the guys had given her.
Her mind wandered to a conversation she’d had with a workmate who’d
slept with two men at the same time. Apparently, she’d had the
hottest sex of her life and an orgasm so powerful she’d almost
passed out.

 


* * * *

 


As Talitha drove up to the house she saw
Nathan leaning against the garage door. He waved her up the
driveway, pressing the remote so the door opened for her to drive
straight in and park beside his big, black SUV. Or maybe it was
Jared’s?

I really don’t know very much about them
at all.

Then her breath hitched as Nathan leaned
over, opened the car door and extended a hand to help her out. His
dark brown eyes were sparkling and his straight, white teeth
gleamed in his tanned face. And the look on his face—like he was
about to eat her up.

Talitha’s belly clenched and heat shot
straight to her clit. Her moisture dampened her panties and
suddenly she couldn’t breathe. Desire heated her.

“Come,” Nathan said, drawing her out of the
car with a gentle tug.

Oh, I’m coming all right.

Internally
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