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Edible Delights

(m/f/m Contemporary Erotic Romance Ménage)

Years ago, Allie Masters lost herself in the scorching passion of a ménage a trois relationship with her two bosses. In order to regain her independence, she walked away. 

Max and Nick were very fulfilled with their gorgeous assistant. The lovemaking was breathtaking and both men willingly shared the woman they wanted to spend the rest of their lives with. Then she left. 

Now Max and Nick have decided it's time to seduce Allie back into their lives.
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Toygasm

(m/f/m Contemporary Erotic Romance Ménage)

It’s a case of mistaken identity when the two owners of Sexy Toys show up for an erotic photo shoot of their toys with famous nude model Cammie Creek.
Cammie believes the two hunks are the male models she’s supposed to work with. Usually, she doesn't mix business with pleasure, but when they’re seducing her right there in front of the camera, she can’t resist turning them into her own personal naughty toys.
Josh and Jode are enjoying the perks of being male models—hot lust, sizzling toys and the best pleasure they've ever had. But how will Cammie react when she discovers they’re actually her bosses and not just male models?

Shy Girl

(m/f Contemporary Erotic Romance with ménage scenes)

Finally free of an abusive relationship, shy girl Emma McCall sheds her inhibitions and explores her sensual side at Club Rendezvous, a swinger’s club. 

At the club she’s surprised to find Logan Masters, a sexy hunk she's secretly fantasized about since college. 

With Logan’s help, Emma will experience her ultimate fantasy—a scorching ménage a trois. 

Roman and Julietta

(m/f Contemporary Erotic Romance)

Her perfect lover...

Modern-day pirate Julietta Black’s life has always been immersed in the violent and traditional ways of piracy. When her family’s archenemy puts a hit out on her family, Julietta knows there’s one sure way to lift the hit; she must kidnap the enemy’s sexy grandson and literally force a union between the two warring families. Night after night, wrapped in Roman’s strong arms, Julietta can’t deny the searing attraction blazing between them. Nor can she deny he now holds her heart—as well as her life—in his hands.
His dream angel...
When Roman Prince’s mysterious captor offers him a luscious woman to bed, fierce desire ignites, melting his usually tight self-control. Lust quickly turns to love as he enjoys their naughty trysts more than he should. 

How will Roman react when he discovers he’s been kidnapped, not for a ransom, but captured for his sperm?

Other Sets by Jan Springer include Her Sexy Cowboys, Dark Solar, Captured!, Kidnap Fantasies, Shades of Ménage, Pleasure Bound, Naughty Girl Desires, Alpha Outlaws, A Touch of Ménage, Shifters by the Sea, Vampira, Intimate Secrets and Merry Menage Kisses boxset. (Some stories appear in more than one themed boxed set)
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NO AI TRAINING: Artificial Intelligence Training (AI) is not permitted without a specific license.
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This is a work of fiction. Characters, places, settings, and events presented in this book are purely of the author’s imagination and bear no resemblance to any actual person, living or dead or to any actual events, places, and/or settings.
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(m/f/m Contemporary Erotic Romance Ménage)

Years ago, Allie Masters lost herself in the scorching passion of a ménage a trois relationship with her two bosses. In order to regain her independence, she walked away. 

Max and Nick were very fulfilled with their gorgeous assistant. The lovemaking was breathtaking and both men willingly shared the woman they wanted to spend the rest of their lives with. Then she left. 

Now Max and Nick have decided it's time to seduce Allie back into their lives.
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Several days earlier...

Max Rivers couldn’t stop inhaling the succulent scent wafting off the lavender-colored letter that accompanied the large sample of edible underwear his elderly assistant had placed on his desk early this morning.

The sweet smell intrigued him. It made memories of a certain sexy redhead bombard him. After all these years apart, he still remembered her sparkling blue eyes, her slender waist, the curve of her wide hips as she bucked against him and oh, those alley-cat screams that made him all hot and bothered when his partner Nick and he double-penetrated her.

At first he was surprised to discover the sample of her edible underwear on his desk. It wasn’t normal for uptight, irritated, seventy-five-year-old Maybell to bother him with such an intimate arrangement unless they belonged to an extremely famous designer.

Why the sudden change? 

His design and distribution company, Impulse, only dealt with veterans in the design industry, and Allie Masters had a long way to go before she was a veteran. Small companies owned by sexy redheads who had unexpectedly dumped Nick and him in their ménage a trois relationship several years earlier didn’t come into the equation.

Come to think of it, why was Allie, owner of Edible Delights, sending him her erotic wear? What was the sexy bitch up to?

He inhaled deeper, allowing the sensual smell to seep farther into his lungs. Those same wild feelings he experienced every time he’d been around Allie surfaced immediately.

It was her scent. Intoxicating. Delicious. Fucking addictive.

The throbbing parts down south could attest to the fact he hadn’t lost a smidgen of interest in her. No woman could make him swell this quickly, this painfully.

Only Allie.

Alluring. Sexy. Evasive Allie. The woman who provoked all his carnal senses just by her scent.

She had been his and Nick’s assistant. So damned elusive and seemingly businesslike. Until the night the three of them became trapped in the elevator. The sensual tension sparking between the three of them over the past couple of years exploded that night.

Nick and he took her there. Took turns with her hot, curvy body. In the end, they’d double-penetrated her.

Fuck! She was so tight with both of them inside her.

So hot. So wild as she stood trapped between them.

He blew out an excited breath and glanced at the address on the package. He did a double take. It was a California address. Allie’s company’s name was on it, but in the care of Allie’s older sister, Sindie.

Hmm...interesting. Obviously Sindie was up to her matchmaking playtime now that Allie had returned from her stay in Europe. Sindie had a knack for matching up lovers at the right time, and it was odd that she wasn’t attached.

Max found himself smiling despite the uncomfortable way his cock throbbed. Okay, he would play along. It was high time Nick, and he got Allie back. Then they could all move back in together again and continue the hottest, most satisfying relationship he’d ever been in.

Slamming a finger onto a speakerphone button, Max waited anxiously for his elderly assistant to answer.

“Yes, sir?” came Maybell’s nasally, bored tone.

He’d hired Maybell shortly after Allie had left her position and moved to Europe. Maybell was a snobby, prim and proper elderly grandmother, and totally not his cup of tea. But she once worked for the competition and quit mere months before her forced retirement. He heard rumors she had done it to spite her former boss’ son. He had recently taken over the company where she worked for almost fifty years. The new boss had told her she was being “put out to pasture” and she was too old to know anything about the new fashions.

She proved them wrong by making the jump to Impulse with ease. She brought with her many trade secrets that quickly pushed Impulse to the top in fashionable erotic wear. She also used her contacts to acquire famous, beautiful models to show off Impulse’s designs as well as securing choice spots in fashion shows all over the world. With her help, they opened their own successful clothing distribution company.

Maybell ran their company with damned accurate efficiency. Max knew without a doubt she had brought Impulse to the top of the fashion industry just to spite her old employer. But that didn’t matter. Nick and he would be forever grateful for her help.

“Maybell, get a hold of the owner of Edible Delights.”

“Edible Delights, sir?”

“The samples you brought in this morning.”

“Samples, sir? I didn’t— Oh! You mean those samples. I noticed they are quite different than what we’re used to. Although I’m sure she has her edibles patented, I have contacts who can go around this small-time company. I thought you might want to copy them. Send them to one of our own top designers to duplicate.”

Like hell!

“I want a meeting with the owner...Allie Masters...at Club Rendezvous.” Club Rendezvous was a swinger’s club in a small town in Alberta, Canada. A friend of theirs owned it. Allie wouldn’t suspect Nick, and he were behind the meeting if it took place way up in Canada—that is, she wouldn’t suspect until it was too late.

“I want Impulse to try out her European Fling line.” That’s what Allie was calling her latest line of edibles. “Make it this weekend. Saturday night. Tell her to bring enough sexy edibles to outfit at least two hundred people. She’ll be generously compensated.”

There was a momentary silence on the other end and Max could almost picture Maybell pursing her lips in disappointment. Up until now he had always followed her ideas and suggestions, because he knew her fifty years of experience was a hell of a lot better than his ten.

“But, sir, I thought it would be better for one of our own experienced designers—”

“Maybell?” he cut her off, suddenly feeling very impatient with her.

“Yes, sir?”

“Don’t tell her who Nick and I are. Or the company we represent. Give us a couple of famous names from a top-competition company.”

“Sir?”

Max could hear the utter surprise in her voice. Her curiosity about his steering away from the norm. Maybell had never seen his impulsive side, so it was understandable she’d be knocked off-kilter and question him.

Allie had always brought out his wild ways. Ways he never even knew he had until the sexy redhead had applied for the assistant position.

The way he reacted to her was another reason he loved her so much. Up until meeting her, he had planned everything in his life around Impulse. Since she left, he returned to that boring routine. Even sex with the handful of casual dates over the years was planned. Planned and boring.

It was time he and his good friend and business partner Nick Edwards showed Allie exactly how much they still missed her and how much they wanted her back.

“Make her an offer she can’t refuse. And, Maybell?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Thanks.” He cut her off and returned his attention to the elite arrangement of edibles he’d strewn across his desk. The first one that caught his eye was a rose-colored thong with an elegant sparkling of edible pale-blue crystal beads edging the waistband. There were several other items, including a skimpy champagne-colored panty-and-bra set. It was made for a woman who wanted to give the impression she was angelic, a virgin.

Definitely not Allie.

He picked up a red-hot bra and instantly smelled juicy strawberries. Exquisite, delicate red lace edged the sheer see-through cups.

It had been designed for a sexy, daring woman by a sexy daring woman.

Allie.

Max let out a tense breath and leaned closer. Stroking his tongue along the middle of the right cup where a tight, hard nipple would have been, he enjoyed the smooth way the material melted onto his tongue. He groaned at the deliciously sweet explosion of strawberry bursting against his taste buds. His eyes widened with surprise as he noted another flavor. Damned if the material didn’t have a hint of Italian sweet port wine in it too. Real wine, if he wasn’t mistaken.

Fuck.

She really learned something working over there in those European fashion companies, hadn’t she? She really had known what she wanted when she left their company and headed overseas to be a red-hot designer.

Nick and he had not supported her efforts. Didn’t encourage her to pursue her dreams. They were selfish. Wanted her all to themselves. Wanted her to remain their assistant and warm their beds.

Max shook his head and shoved aside the feelings of regret and guilt. There was no time for regret. No room for guilt. No time to waste.

He wanted Allie back. Knew Nick had never gotten over the ménage a trois relationship they shared either. Truthfully, it had been a bit awkward for all three of them at first, after that night in the elevator. Having sex with Allie and having Nick there watching them and vice versa. But Nick and he admitted to each other they were in love with Allie. They decided the best way to save their close friendship as well as get the woman they both wanted would be a ménage relationship. Thankfully, she agreed. Deep down in his gut he knew she was the only woman they would ever share with each other because she was the one.

He gave the bra another lick, loving the way the silky material disintegrated in his mouth. He had never tasted anything so good in edible underwear. Hell, it didn’t even taste like edible material. It tasted like strawberries and port wine, and not a hint of an aftertaste.

Nope, he had never tasted anything so perfect. Except Allie’s hot, pink pussy.

At the memory of how juicy and sweet she tasted, Max’s cock swelled to yet another painful level. This time the sensations felt sharper. Fiercer. He found himself shifting uncomfortably in his chair. Maybe this weekend was going to be too long a wait for him. He looked down and watched the harsh way his pants tented beneath his erection. He’d waited a long time to react this way to a woman again. Too damned long. Nick and he would make Allie cat’s pussy purred and rest assured, they’d make her think twice about leaving them again.
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Several days later...

Allie Masters nervously inspected the crisp bouquet of edible undergarments she laid out on the long table. Everything looked perfect. Just like a buffet. From the tasty panties and matching bras flavored to taste like ice wine in a bright watermelon-color to the brown-and-green-colored striped thongs for men tasting of Irish mint-chocolate alcohol.

She brought along every savory piece of erotic clothing she had available in the factory on such short notice, including her most popular side dishes—Austrian raspberry brandy nipple shields and Swiss chocolate edible condoms.

To tell the truth, she still couldn’t believe her luck. The assistant to one of the United States’ most popular adult clothing designers had called and asked if she would be interested in presenting a demo of her opening European Fling line.

Hell! Who wouldn’t be interested? She said “yes” before she realized she hadn’t even targeted that particular company or known the full details of supplying a club full of swingers in Alberta, Canada as a test for her clothing line.

Later that same day, she received a hefty, certified check via courier sealing the deal.

Her first instinct had been to decline the offer. She knew the swinging scene would bring up too many memories of her time with Max and Nick. Even now, as she thought about her two former bosses and what she experienced with them, she felt so hot she literally had to fan herself with one of the panties she held in her hand.

Sex with Nick and Max had been awesome. Allie would have stayed with them for the fantastic sex alone, but she discovered she wanted more from the three-way relationship. She knew she had their love, but she also wanted their support. She hadn’t found that support. When she decided to spread her wings and pursue fashion design, Nick and Max had seemed more concerned in keeping her as their assistant and in bed with them rather than helping her achieve her goals. It had been a blow to her self-esteem and to her confidence. Realizing her need for independence, she left Impulse and her two well-hung lovers, accepting a job at a prestigious erotic wear company in Italy. She moved up the ranks, getting jobs in Portugal then ending up in Paris, France before gleaning enough experience to return home and launch Edible Delights.

Business was brisk following her round of fashion shows and now she could barely keep up with supplying her customers her unique designs and erotic-flavored edible fashions. All her hard work and sacrifices had paid off. But now it was time to jump into the big time, and she needed a distributor to help.

With her dreams fulfilled she was happy careerwise, but unhappy personally. Not to mention she was awfully horny without Max and Nick. Lately she craved them as never before. She wanted to pick up their relationship, but pride kept her in California near her sister Sindie and away from New York City where her two ex-lovers lived and ran their lucrative fashion design and distribution company. The last thing she wanted to do was to go begging for some red-hot sex from the two men she’d abandoned.

She hadn’t even realized what she left behind until she’d been in Europe. She hadn’t realized how much she loved the untraditional setup of their ménage a trois relationship either. Two men who adored her so much they willingly shared her. She knew too if they ever forced her to decide between them, she wouldn’t be able to. She loved them both dearly.

Max hid his sensuality behind a stern, rigid routine she finally managed to collapse. A man who made her heart skip a beat every time she thought of him.

And Nick whose easygoing attitude and dreamy brown eyes turned her hotter than hell with just one bold “I’m going to fuck you” look.

They were absolutely the perfect combination for her. They were straight men, boyhood friends, who happened to have the same ideas of designing and distributing erotic wear. Men who just happened to fall in love with the same woman.

Her.

She let out a tight breath as she caught her reflection in a nearby mirror. Her shoulder-length wavy red hair glowed brilliantly beneath the overhead lights. She wore little makeup. Just a dusting of gold eye shadow and a zip of pink lipstick.

Tonight, she dressed herself in a sexy curve-hugging, gold-colored Versace viscose-jersey dress with soft fuchsia pantyhose and snappy high-heeled shoes. She wore blue sapphire drop clip-on earrings that highlighted the blue in her eyes and diamond line bracelets that clinked gently every time she moved her arms.

Allowing the zipper of her dress to remain open to mid-breast, Allie gave everyone a curvy glimpse. She also allowed several necklaces to scatter prettily along her chest area. Necklaces that included a diamond sun medallion pendant and an imitation-diamond sautoir necklace. She hadn’t wanted to look like the perfect businesswoman, but instead opted for a fresh, alive appearance. Someone of confidence. A carefree woman comfortable with her own sexuality.

“Why so glum?” Her older sister Sindie asked as she entered the room with the last box full of edible wear. “You should be ecstatic, woman. Free rein of a swinger’s club and two top designers who want to sample your stuff. I’d be over the moon, Al. How come you’re not?”

“Oh, I am happy,” Allie replied as she pounded the nervous butterflies back down her throat. She grabbed a handful of clothing. Laying them out on the table, she made sure to put the appropriate note in front of each pile to let the swingers know the name of each item and a warning to beware of alcoholic content in the clothing.

“You don’t sound it, sweetie.” Sindie frowned as she lifted a bundle of Spanish mango champagne-striped panties. She settled them between the almond-colored Italian Assassin-flavored and the buttery, yellow-colored Italian limoncello-flavored outfits.

“Okay, so I’m nervous as hell,” Allie admitted. “This is probably a once-in-a-lifetime chance. If these Nico and Leo guys don’t like my designs and decide not to distribute my lines, that’s it, game over. I may as well just stay small-time.”

“First of all, you aren’t even small-time. You can barely keep up with the orders. Second, you already have a second factory waiting to prepare upcoming orders and third—trust me—these guys will love you and they’ll love your designs. No one can deny an Edible Delights erotic wear.”

“I wish I had your confidence, sis.”

“That’s why you asked me to come along.” Sindie wiggled her eyebrows. “Because I inject confidence. What else are sisters for? And it’s perfectly normal for you to be nervous. This is something big and exciting.”

“I just don’t understand why you went behind my back and sent that company my samples? They’re one of the top distributors. They shouldn’t be giving me the time of day.”

“Because you are one of the top, that’s why.”

“They could easily have had someone duplicate my designs. I would have been knocked out of business.”

Sindie laughed. “That’s what they have patents for. And yours are all up to date. Besides, you should have an agent to represent your stuff. I’ve told you that so many times. But just don’t worry. The big guys want to look at your wear in action. That says something.” Her sister winked. “And you can do a little swinging on the side, just like I’m going to do tonight. No-strings sex is right up my alley. And I’m going to have fun showing off your French Stinger lingerie and have even more fun when my catch of the night nibbles it off my body.”

Allie felt herself flush. “As I said, I wish I had your confidence.”

Sindie had loads of confidence. She was a beautiful woman, five years Allie’s senior. Tonight, she wore a gorgeous baby-blue slinky tube dress with a cutout front area that showed off her gold belly ring. With mid-back-length auburn hair and glittering hazel eyes, not to mention a gorgeous body that most women would die for, her sister looked like a top fashion model and Allie had used her quite often in her fashion shows.

With an extremely profitable wedding planner business, several employees working for her and lots of friends who adored her, Sindie appeared to have it made. But her sister was also one of those women who played matchmaker to everyone and ended up the bridesmaid and never the bride at those friends’ weddings. Allie hoped her sister’s luck would change. She hoped her own luck would change too. Since leaving Max and Nick she was spoiled from ever having a normal relationship with just one man. In Europe, she went out with several men and dabbled in sex. She always compared them to Nick and Max. Those European men had always come up short, in more ways than one.

Dammit! Would she ever get over Max and Nick?

She would have to try. Tonight, after her business meeting. She would play with the swingers. Have some wild, hot, no-strings sex. It would be her “coming out” party. Or if she were lucky, it would be a sex party to celebrate a business venture with the two designers who were so interested in distributing her European Fling line.

“There, that’s better,” Sindie giggled. “It looks as if you’re starting to be happy. Hold that thought and that smile, little sister. It’s time to party!” She grabbed Allie’s hand, pulling her away from the buffet of clothing and toward the door.

The minute they erupted into the stairwell, Allie’s heart began a frantic pound. The music sounded wild and loud as it drifted from below. Several men and women were already heading up the narrow staircase. The men’s eyes glittered with lust as they eyed Sindie and Allie.

Allie’s pulse pounded erratically as one of the men, a very Italian-looking hottie ten years her junior, rubbed his thick erection against her thigh as he squeezed past.

As the swollen flesh pushed against her, she found herself shivering with both nerves and excitement.

“You two. Upstairs. I’m hot tonight,” he said softly, and stopped on a stair above them.

“She’s taken, stallion,” Sindie laughed, and pulled Allie along farther down the stairs.

“Maybe later, gorgeous ladies?” the man purred after them.

“Sure, later. It’s a date,” Allie called out to him, and couldn’t believe what she just said.

“Wowsa, woman. You’re getting into this fast. But first you need to meet these distributors. Remember? The business meeting? Come on. The private dining areas are back here.”

She was pulled through an almost dark room jam-packed with dancers. The hordes of men and women danced erotically to a pounding beat of wild ear-splitting music. It was hot in the room. Hot and wild. She could literally feel the music sift into her body. Could feel herself begin to gyrate and hum.

The magic was broken as a moment later they pushed past a thick set of doors and entered another hallway.

At least it was a little quieter. Quiet and totally deserted.

“Here, Dining Room Number Seven. This is your room. Go on in. I’ll see if I can’t find them.”

Before Allie could stop Sindie and remind her that the distributors might already be inside, she had swept down the hallway leaving her alone. The rush of nerves hit her again as she stared at the closed door.

She thought about taking off. Of pretending these two men weren’t going to show. She could melt back into her little business. Back to the status quo. But she didn’t want the status quo. She wanted full distribution like the big guys. She wanted to be with the big guys. She wanted recognition for her hard work. Recognition and a good sexual release.

The last thought made her flush. Then reality bit into her again.

Business first. Playtime later.

Taking a deep breath, she summoned the nerve to knock, waited a moment and then opened the door.

She stepped inside. And froze.

Two men sat at the table reading menus. When they looked up and saw her, lust shone brightly in a pair of glittering blue eyes and a pair of breathtaking brown eyes.

Fuck! Her knees almost melted at the intoxicating way they gazed at her.

“Hello, Allie cat,” Max’s deep voice sparkled along her nerve endings bringing a long-forgotten warmth shooting into her body. Max was the spitting image of Richard Gere. His gorgeous white teeth showed as he smiled at her. With a light dusting of silver stranding through his black hair, he looked absolutely stunning wearing a black tuxedo and crisp vanilla-colored shirt with a sprig of white freesia peeking out from the breast pocket.

“Long time no see, kitten,” Nick, the younger of the two partners, added. He also wore a black tuxedo with a shimmering white shirt. A striking red rose was stuck in the breast pocket.

As he placed the menu back on the table, Nick studied her boldly. Nick wasn’t as shy as Max, and he looked as gorgeous as ever. He wore his golden-brown hair shoulder-length and always had a sexy five o’clock shadow. Her pussy creamed as she remembered how erotic that beard felt brushing against her sensitive inner legs all those times he went down on her.

“What are you two doing here?” She could barely talk, her voice coming out in a breathy, sexy whisper.

“Having a meeting,” Max replied casually.

“Oh, I must have the wrong room.”

She felt flustered. Too stunned to move. Too surprised to even formulate a thought. She should leave, but all she could do was stare at the two men who had captured her heart several years ago.

“Since you appear to be staying, let’s have a drink for old times’ sake,” Max said as he grabbed a bottle of wine chilling in a nearby crystal bucket.

“Yes, come on, kitten. Join us,” Nick drawled.

Shit. She needed to leave. Needed to think.

“I...have a meeting.” Yeah, that’s it. She had a meeting. A very important meeting. “I must have made a mistake about the room.”

“Oh, there’s no mistake, kitten.” Nick smiled. “If you’re looking for Nico and Leo, you’ve found us.”

What?

Max poured the wine into three goblets and held one up to her. “Cheers to your sister for bringing us together again.”

Disappointment rolled through Allie in one horrible wave. “My sister?”

“She set it up for us to meet,” Nick said smoothly.

Her stomach plummeted in disappointment. God! How cruel of them to get her hopes up like this. What in the world had Sindie been thinking?

A sudden burst of tears bit the back of her eyes and damned if they were going to see her cry.

“I’m outta here,” she said quickly. Turning on her heel, she headed for the door.

God! She worked so hard to get tonight together. Had her hopes pinned on this meeting. Until now, she had no idea how high those hopes had been. Sparing no expense, she had persuaded her workers into overtime to produce more garments at such short notice. Some of them had given up valuable family time during the evenings to help her out. Obviously, it had been all for nothing.

“It was my idea for you not to know. I was afraid you wouldn’t come.” Max’s soft voice stopped her at the door.
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Chapter Three
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Nick broke in quickly, obviously noting her distress. “There really is a business meeting. We wanted to talk to you about your...edibles.”

The strangled way he said “edibles” made her think he was talking about more than just her clothing line. Despite the devastation, she felt her face heat as she remembered exactly how good his tongue felt when he tongue-fucked her.

“Don’t look so disappointed, Allie,” Nick soothed. “We’re extremely interested in seeing what you have to offer after your European fling.”

She stiffened at his remark and turned to face the bastards.

“Fling?” The familiar anger burst from inside her. The sons of bitches had never taken her seriously when she informed them she wanted to become a designer instead of just their assistant. Why in the world did she still care what they thought anyway? She knew she shouldn’t give a rat’s ass about their opinions, but she did.

“Isn’t that what you’re calling your new line?” Nick said coolly. “European Fling. Edible underwear with a European taste. Love the hint of alcohol in the material, by the way.”

“There is no business meeting between us. I can make Edible Delights big on my own. I don’t need your help.”

“Ah yes, the ever-independent woman. It’s one of the reasons we were so attracted to you, kitten,” Nick answered softly.

Were? As in past tense. A painful spear of hurt ripped through her. They considered her their past, just as she should be considering them her past.

“We’ve upset you. Please, sit down, cat.” Max lifted one of the wine goblets and held it out to her while taking a sip from his own, then smacking his luscious lips and groaning his appreciation. “We truly want to talk about your edibles. What have you got to lose?”

My heart, dammit! She wanted to say. Even though they didn’t support her dreams, she still wanted to have them in her life. Other than not being behind her career choice, they had been so attentive to her emotional needs and sexual cravings. She always felt loved by them and never regretted living with the two of them.

Although they might consider her a part of their past, Max’s blue eyes glittered with the same intense interest he always looked at her with. And she could read the same amusing glint that had always been there for her in Nick’s brown eyes. She found herself marveling again at how these two men were a perfect combination. Max, ever-so serious, planned his every minute of the day, while Nick, his total opposite, had no schedule and just simply flew by the seat of his pants. But together they made the perfect team, owning an extremely successful distribution line of erotic wear as well as designing men’s and women’s erotic clothing with such intricate care they were the envy of competing designers.

And she fell into the envy trap too. Wanted to be just like them. Wanted to be their equal in every way. Was that such a bad thing to strive for?

“Don’t let our rift screw your future for Edible Delights. You’ve got a winner on your hands,” Nick said coolly as Max continued to hold out the wine goblet for her.

She snatched the goblet away and sat down on the empty chair. Holding Nick’s gaze, she felt a burst of boldness and immense pride at her accomplishments as she stared him down. Sure, she knew she shouldn’t base her self-worth on what other people thought of her, but this was Nick. He was a man she lived with for several years. A man who fucked her daily. He loved to tease her and please her. He was a weakness of hers, and it felt good to be acknowledged by him.

She took a big swig of the sweet wine, marveling at the sweet explosion against her taste buds. Max always had damned good taste in wine and by the soft way he was smiling at her, she knew he was just as proud of her as Nick.

Her earlier disappointment at being duped was disintegrating fast. If it were a business meeting they wanted, they’d soon realize she wasn’t so easily pushed around.

“You’re damn right I have a winner, Nick,” she said firmly.

She watched with smug satisfaction as a look of surprise washed over his face. She wasn’t one for accepting compliments easily and it was obvious he hadn’t expected her to agree. In the past she would have fluttered and gushed like a teenager but now she was prepared to fight to expand her company.

“Looks like our kitten has grown claws,” Nick teased, and guzzled back some wine.

Allie found herself gazing around at her environment for the first time. The tablecloth looked exquisite in a solid coral shade with a cream-colored embroidered overlay. An arrangement of gorgeous white flowers—dahlias, tulips, snapdragons and clustered hydrangeas—sat in a clear glass container in the middle of the table. A pang of nostalgia hit as Allie remembered receiving a similar bouquet of flowers the morning after the fantastic night they’d spent fucking her in the elevator when it had stalled between floors.

She inhaled quickly as she remembered their guttural grunts, the sharp slap of flesh against flesh. Could still remember how hot it felt to be sandwiched between their hard masculine bodies. Her yowls during climaxes and mews while being aroused had earned her the nickname of “cat” from Max and “kitten” from Nick.

“No, this is no business meeting,” she found herself whispering. It was a setup to take her down memory lane.

“Your face is starting to flush,” Max said in a hoarse voice.

Despite the heat enveloping her, Allie forced herself to meet Max’s eyes. “I’m sorry, but it won’t work, gentlemen. I won’t be seduced by either of you tonight or any night.” Hell, the last thing she wanted to do was play easy. Oh, she wanted them all right, but she wanted them on her terms.

“We’ve missed you, kitten. We want you back in our lives. Back in our bed. You’re the only woman who makes us feel alive and loved.” Nick’s admission had her blinking in surprise. He usually made a point in a teasing way, not at all serious as he was suddenly being now. And the way he was looking at her with deliberate seriousness had her breath catching.

“You’ve taught us a valuable lesson, cat,” Max said. “We won’t forget it. We realize we can’t live without you. Obviously we didn’t appreciate you as a whole woman. A woman with dreams and goals. We were selfish. Infatuated with the fantastic sex and not willing to realize you had other needs as well.”

“You’ve got that right,” she said coolly. Inside, however, she was burning up with excitement. Her two men still wanted her, even after all this time apart.

“We should have come after you, Allie,” Nick said. “But we were stubborn. Later we realized you needed your space to grow into the independent woman you wanted to be. We would just have been in the way.”

“Hmm, that’s nice of you two to admit, gentlemen.” She managed to continue to keep her voice calm and businesslike, although inside she was crying with a giddy immature happiness. They missed her just as much as she missed them.

Suddenly both men were standing.

Mercy! She’d forgotten how tall they both were and—

“Oh my God,” she found herself whispering as a wave of erotic shock rolled over her.

Neither man wore pants! Nor underwear. Just their tuxedo jackets, white shirts and impressive solid erections.

A split second later, her surprise wore off and she shifted uncomfortably as the familiar hot flush of sexual awareness raced through her.

“Um,” she found herself saying as she nervously licked her suddenly dry lips, quite unable to keep her eyes from going from one luscious shaft to the other.

“Wh-what’s gotten into you two?” Like, duh! As if she didn’t know. They’d shared many a business meeting having sex. She shouldn’t be so surprised. But she was.

At her question, Nick’s lips pursed into an amused pout. Max’s eyes blazed with a rush of intense need. Both men watched her as they began stroking their long, thick cocks.

She became all too aware of how wet and pleading her pussy had suddenly become. How intensely hard her breasts were pushing against the tight restraints of her business suit.

As they touched themselves, both men came toward her from her right. She could literally see the web of veins throbbing in Max’s huge, flushed penis. His plum-shaped cockhead had already burst free from its sheath. Her fingers clenched as she remembered how heavy and silky his two swollen balls would feel in the palms of her hands. And Nick’s penis, her heart fluttered wildly, his cock was just a little thicker and longer than Max’s. One lone blue vein ran along his entire shaft topped perfectly with a huge mushroom-shaped head shaded purple.

She blew out a slow breath remembering both men were well over eight inches long and three inches thick.

“As you can see, we’ve missed you, cat,” Max said. His voice sounded strangled and aroused.

“Missed you is quite the understatement,” Nick hissed. “Get down on your knees, kitten.”

His commanding voice intoxicated her.

Ah shit, she thought as her self-control disintegrated, and she found herself going down on her knees before the two.

Reaching out, she grabbed Max’s swollen balls and opened her mouth for Nick.

Nick’s thick cockhead came quickly inside. Hard, needy and hot, it pulsed against her lips.

Both Max and Nick groaned at the same time. The guttural sounds were like music to her ears.

Oh, she missed this so much. Missed touching them. Tasting them. Fucking them.

The heat of Max’s scrotum laced her palms, and she began a hard, sensual massage just the way she knew he liked it. Tightening her lips around Nick’s shaft, she felt the lone vein pulse against her tongue. The long, thick shaft sunk into her; his mushroom-shaped head tickled the back of her throat. He quickly withdrew and then came into her again.

“We want to hire you to run Impulse’s edible line,” Nick growled. “You’ll have full control over the division. Full creative access. Full hiring capabilities. The works. You’ll be the boss of Edible Delights as well. But we want exclusive rights to your edibles and to have the trade secrets you’ve acquired under the protection of our company.”

“In other words,” Max growled as she continued her massage, not quite believing what she was hearing. “We want you as a full partner in the business.”

Allie was stunned. Both at the way her body responded so brilliantly to their moans of arousal and at their proposition. She would be their equal. Their partner. It was something she had only hoped for in her wildest dreams. Not to mention having full access to her two lovers again.

It would be a perfect union. Something she wanted. She would have an even wider access to suppliers.

She stopped massaging Max’s shaft and let go of Nick’s penis with a pop.

“I’m already the boss of Edible Delights,” she whispered hoarsely. “I won’t deny my current clients. You can’t have exclusive rights, but you can have subsidiary rights.”

She opened her mouth and Nick slipped in again. She restarted her massaging of Max’s hot flesh.

“Fuck,” Max moaned.

“Jesus,” Nick whispered as she raked her teeth along his rigid flesh.

Allie loved the way it jerked in her mouth. Loved the hot brand of Max’s swollen spheres in her palms, but she had another delicate area to tend to. She let go and grabbed the base of Max’s cock with both hands. Velvety heat licked her fingers as she began a gentle twisting motion she knew he loved.

“You’re a shrewd...business...woman,” Max gasped.

In answer, she gave his erection an extra-hard twist.

“Ouch,” he hissed, grabbing her wrists, stopping her cold. “I think I understand. We better be good to you.”

She winked at him, signaling he understood her point perfectly. She devoured Nick’s cock, taking it deeper into her mouth, allowing his hard velvety flesh to come down into her throat. He slid his fingers through her hair, holding her head, forcing her to look up and meet his intense gaze.

Max let go of her wrists and she could hear the zipper on the front of her dress lowering past her breasts. He pulled aside the cloth and warm air brushed against her flesh. Although Nick’s cock impaled her mouth and she couldn’t see what Max could see, she noticed his eyes glaze over and knew immediately he liked the bra she wore beneath.

She had picked the cream-colored, strawberry-champagne-flavored one. One of her latest creations, using her softest material to date. She watched him lick his full lips. Nice and slow, as he studied her heaving breasts. She knew what he wanted to do, and she could feel the sexual haze begin to intoxicate her business smarts.

Bastards. They weren’t going to seduce her into getting anything less than what she wanted.

“What are your demands, Allie cat?” Max asked.

Nick slid out of her mouth, allowing her to answer.

“Edible Delights remains as is. Under my full control,” she said, sucking in some needed breaths during the break.

Edible Delights was her baby. Hers alone. Was it wrong not to share it with the two men she loved? No, an inner voice answered. It isn’t wrong. It’s a sweet deal, but the company is your dream. Hold on tight to her. You made her.

“As I said, I’ll grant Impulse subsidiary rights. But for certain future lines that I decide to design for Impulse. And, of course, I want Edible Delights to get full distribution with Impulse’s lines.”

“We deal only with exclusive rights, Allie cat. You know that,” Max growled. Despite the serious way he spoke, he licked his lips again and lowered his mouth over her right nipple. Heat and moisture seared through her tender flesh, and she could literally feel the cloth disintegrate. Pleasure-pain burst through her nipple as he began a rough nibble with his sharp teeth.

In answer, Allie grabbed Max’s balls and ran her sharp fingernails along the bottom of his sac.

“You’re a fucking tease,” he mumbled, and let go of her aching nipple. But she knew he enjoyed the pleasure-pain she inflicted. He looked up at Nick who nodded and traced his swollen cockhead as if it were lipstick along the contours of her lips.

“Okay, you win,” Max grumbled. “We’ll have the lawyers draw up the details and they’ll contact you. I’ll have our purchasing department contact you first thing when we’re finished. We’ll send a hefty advance so you can prepare for the order.”

Fuck! She’s done it! Woo Hoo!

“It’s been nice doing business with you, gentlemen.”

She opened her mouth and allowed Nick’s hot cock back inside her mouth. In turn Max began a wild suckle at her breast, making her gasp at the wicked intensity.

* * * * *
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Nick couldn’t believe how the vixen kitten had been able to get what she wanted so easily. He promised himself he would tease her for as long as possible, but one look at the disappointment crushing her face at having been duped and one second of having her lush mouth latch around his cock, she literally sucked all business sense out of him.

He loved Allie.

She made him hot. Made him feel protective of her, teasingly loving and just plain happy. She had him from the moment Max and he interviewed her for the job as their personal assistant.

A young woman, full of ambition and so sensual. He found himself masturbating to her resume photo right there in his office. He’d masturbated since she left for Europe, too.

Sweet shit! All the years they lost. But the three of them needed the separation. He knew that now. She needed to grow and Max, and he needed to grow up.

It had been hard to move out of Max’s place after she’d left and try to move on without her. Fucking hard not to go to Europe and yank her on to the first plane back to New York. But now she was back. She would run her own company within Impulse’s protection, and she would be their partner in every sense of the word.

His erection throbbed as he looked down at Allie. Necklaces glittered across her perfectly shaped chest, pretty pink lips were stretched around his cock, and she stopped her ministrations. Her blue eyes were glazed, and she mewed those cute kitty sounds as Max’s mouth sucked on her full breast.

“Jesus,” he found himself muttering at the erotic sight of another man at her breast. He knew a normal man might be jealous. He wasn’t. Not where Max and Allie were concerned. He trusted the two of them so implicitly that sometimes it hurt.

He watched Allie’s cheeks flush a deeper red as she caught his gaze. Her blue eyes grew darker, and her chest heaved harder.

Oh yes, she missed this too.

He pulled his rod from her tight mouth and pushed into her again, loving the sensual way her smooth lips moved over every sparking nerve ending.

She mewed sweetly again, and he lost himself. Circling his fingers around the area of his shaft to where he knew she could take his penis into her; he began a barely controlled thrust in and out of her voluptuous mouth. He closed his eyes and shuddered as an orgasm quickly snowballed.

He thrust once. Twice. Three times. Then his entire body tightened into an erotic ball of pleasure. White-hot blades of arousal licked his scrotum and seared straight up into his shaft.

He exploded on a strangled shout, spurting into her throat and loving the way her muscles contracted as she eagerly swallowed his seed.

Ah, yes. She hadn’t lost her sensual touch. Not by a long shot.

* * * * *
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“Fuck! You’re so damned beautiful,” Nick said a few minutes later as he reached down and, with a linen napkin, dabbed at the semen drooling from Allie’s mouth. Having her on her knees before him made him feel fantastic. Having her pink lips wrapped tightly around his shaft, her warm tongue sliding along his sensitive flesh once again was unbelievably great. Even watching Max sucking on her nipples created an erotic sight that aroused him to new heights.

He had dreamed of this day for so long. Now it was finally happening. He could see the lust glowing bright in her eyes. The need for pleasure. The craving to be fucked again by her two lovers.

“Get dressed, kitten,” Nick said.

“Where are we going?” Allie asked breathlessly.

“Phase two of our business meeting.”

And he could barely wait.
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Chapter Four
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Allie watched with growing excitement as women giggled, and men grinned while they browsed the edible underwear her sister and she had laid out on the table earlier.

As she watched, she tried to ignore the strong, demanding masculine scents of the two men who flanked her. Not to mention she found it hard to overlook the throbbing of her aching breasts where Max had suckled. As well as the intense way her weeping pussy demanded to be filled.

Not even half an hour had gone by since she left this second-floor room. Most of the garments were gone and there was still a lineup of swingers eagerly waiting to get something edible to wear. She noted all her business cards were gone too.

A shot of nervousness coursed through her.

“I didn’t bring enough for everyone. I’m so sorry,” she whispered anxiously.

“You’re a hit, cat. We knew you would be,” Max said softly against her right ear where he began a bold nibble on her neck behind her earlobe, which sent wickedly delicious shivers racing through her.

“I can go back to my hotel suite and get more,” she said in a rush. There were no more edibles back at their hotel. Sindie and she had brought everything with them in their rental van, but it would be a good excuse to leave and gather her bearings. To try to establish some semblance of self-control. She knew they were in the process of successfully seducing
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