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Chapter One

The very last thing she wanted to do was show Abel Hernandez—new CFO of Hartford Industries—around. But when Hartford wanted something, Hartford got it. He snapped his fingers and she came into work on a Saturday morning, welcoming smile in place, itinerary on her iPad, every bit of her polished and coiffed.

Nobody in the world would ever know she was irritated. The only thing they would see was a consummate professional, she knew. She even prided herself on it at times like this. It was gratifying to have Abel offer her a businesslike handshake, and an expression that said he found her correct in every possible way.

Or at least, she thought that was what his expression said.

But then he leaned in just as she went to pull her hand free of his, and said in a voice as smooth and warm as molten syrup, “You really don’t have to pretend that you’re happy about losing your weekend.”

And suddenly she wasn’t sure what to think. She stepped back so she could get a good look at his face. But his face told her very little. He didn’t seem annoyed, or even like he was making fun of her. His dark eyes were free from mischief, and there was no smirk on his curl of a mouth.

If anything, he seemed pleased, somehow.

Like she’d done something super professional, instead of the opposite.

Even though she suspected professional was not high on his list of pleasing things. Not like Hartford, who almost smiled when someone delivered a presentation without a single typo, or nodded his head just a little any time he saw you following the rules to the letter. No, this guy was different.

And not just in terms of his attitude toward working weekends.

She could see it in his dress—a V-neck sweater over a shirt, instead of a suit. Stylish, but not the rigid, stuffy look that Hartford favored. And then there was his hair, all thick black curls that seemed far too messy for someone like Hartford to approve of. It was the type of thing she might have seen in a Vogue spread about rugged outdoorsmen.

Not something she expected from the new CFO.

In fact, it made her wonder how Hartford and Abel were even friends.

And that feeling only increased when he carried on talking.

“Don’t worry, I promise not to take up too much of your free time,” he said, as if he truly believed free time was a thing. He even seemed to know what people were supposed to do with it. “On a day like this you should be sunning yourself on a veranda and drinking something with twenty fruits in it and a lot of alcohol.”

She was so unused to comments like that she couldn’t properly reply.

Instead she stood frozen for a second, then just blurted words out.

“I don’t really drink alcohol. Or anything with fruit in it.”

“Ah, so you’re more of frozen latte sort of woman then?”

“No, actually. I hate coffee, too.”

“Well whatever summery drink you prefer, you will soon have it. I have absolutely no intention of keeping you longer than is strictly necessary.”

She winced, then. Somehow she kept contradicting him.

And now she was going to have to do it again.

“Actually, the tour I had planned will take at least two days.”

“I really don’t think we need two days, Ms. Elliot. All I require are the directions to my office, and maybe the bathrooms.”

“But I have presentations on personnel and operations, amongst other things.”

She tapped her iPad, intending to bring up the itinerary.

Only to have him stop her with a wave of his hand.

“Ms Elliot, I can assure you I am already very aware of the inner workings of this company. In fact, it has been my life for the better part of three months.”

“Oh, I didn’t mean to imply that you don’t know your job, Mr. Hernandez, I—”

“Please, call me Abel. I’d even say call me Abe, but I always felt it made me sound like an old man, or a dead president. Maybe even an old man who is a dead president.”

She tried not to laugh at that. Hartford hated it when she laughed.

Yet somehow it was spilling out anyway.

She could feel her mouth curling at the corners.

The sound was pushing at her pressed-together lips.

And even worse: he noticed. Those black eyes seemed to dart over every inch of her face, as if searching for any trace of amusement. However, when he found some, he didn’t bark an order at her. He leaned in again, as if they were coconspirators. Murmured words mere inches from her lips.

“You don’t have to hold that in. Not with me, at least,” he said.

And just like that her ability to respond was gone.

She went to speak, and only air came out.

He had to fill in the blanks for her.

“Shall we?” he asked, and waved one arm in the direction of the gilded bank of elevators. Then he just started walking, leaving her to trail after him in a daze. In fact, by the time he got there she was a good five steps behind him. He had to hold the doors for her, and the way he went about it only made her feel weirder, hotter. He did it with his whole body, so in order to get in she had to almost brush against him. She smelled his cologne, sweet and rich. She felt the warmth of him against the side of her body.

And then they were standing together, side by side.

Him relaxed, with his hands in the pockets of his perfectly tailored slacks.

Her breathing too hard, muscles tensed in anticipation of whatever strange thing he would say next.

Though it didn’t feel like tension when he abruptly spoke again.

It felt like being on top of an insane rollercoaster that ran in almost complete darkness.

“So how annoying do you find Hartford?” he said.

But all she could do was eye him with suspicion.

Then lie, right through her back teeth.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about. I don’t find him annoying at all.”

“Well, I suppose there’s always an exception to the rule.”

“I don’t know what rule you mean.”

“The one that says everyone in the world finds Hartford annoying.”

“How can that possibly be true when you’ve been his friend for ten years?”

“Being his friend for ten years doesn’t mean I can’t see his faults. In fact, it’s how I came to this conclusion in the first place, Ms. Elliot. I have an enormous wealth of experience to draw on, believe me.”

He paused for a long time then—long enough that she assumed it was over. No more honeypot voice saying mischievous things. No more edging toward abominable rule breaking. No more having to look directly at his handsome face.

Just a nice, relaxing, businesslike tour.

Until he touched her arm.

He leaned in again.

“I have waited four hours for him at lunch because his cuffs were not starched to the right degree, only to spend an additional two trying to convince him that they looked perfectly fine. Even now, if I move something on his desk even slightly out of position, he will eye it until I put it back where it belongs. Whole conversations will halt because a pen is not where it should be, and no amount of kindness and warmth will make him behave any differently.”

She was staring at him by the time he finished.

But she quickly glanced away when he turned to her.

“I can’t imagine why you would accept this position if he treats you so terribly,” she said, face as set as she could make it, eyes on her iPad.

“It’s interesting that you would use the word terribly, when I said annoying.”

“So you’re trying to trap me. This is a test of some kind.”

“Only the personal assistant of Thomas Hartford would ever believe this was some sort of test. It’s just so exactly the kind of thing he would do, to make sure someone was loyal.”

“I am loyal. I would never express discontent in so unprofessional a manner.”

She looked back at him, defiant.

Then immediately wished she hadn’t.

“I’m already aware of that, Ms. Elliot,” he said, voice as soft and gentle as any man could make it. “I can see clearly that you follow all of his rules and guidelines down to the letter.”

“You know about his rules and guidelines in that much detail?”

“Of course I do. He made me follow them, too, once upon a time.”

She didn’t know what to say after that. She was too taken aback.

And by the time a question occurred to her, he was on to a different subject altogether. He wanted to know about the layout of the floor they were on, and the reason people were working in the marketing department on a Saturday. Then it was all about his office. Little things, like how the intercom worked and whether he could have a certain filing system implemented. And bigger questions followed, such as an assistant he would soon be hiring, and whether she could schedule meetings for him over the next week.

He even let her show him her carefully constructed presentations.

Then came back the next day so she could make introductions with various staff.

In fact, by the time it was Sunday evening, she had almost forgotten the strange conversation in the elevator. Her head was far too full of other things, scary things, like how incredibly attractive he was. That glorious hair, as thick and glossy as the leaves on rubber trees. And those eyes—too lovely and liquid to look at directly without falling in.

Not to mention how patient and diligent he could be.

Or how it felt when he just casually touched her hand, as he said the most solicitous things. He inquired about her life without so much as a prompting. He asked her completely irrelevant questions, like what book she was reading at the moment or what she wanted to have for dinner.

It was amazing and unsettling in the most mysterious ways.

And those amazing and unsettling feelings only got worse once they were in his office Sunday evening watching the sun slowly set over the city. The light was getting low and his arm was too close to hers. He had just asked her if she had any last questions she wanted to ask.

It wasn’t a surprise when his question from the elevator came rushing back to her.

By that point it was like having a tsunami inside her, kept back by little more than a thin cardboard wall. One tap from him and it would fall down.

“Did he really make you follow all of his rules?” she asked.

And suddenly the light in those black eyes was different.

Brighter. More mischievous.

“Have you been thinking about that since I said it?”

“No. Yes. Maybe.”

“It can’t be all three.”

“Yes, then. Yes, of course I have.”

“And what conclusions did you come to in your head?”

“That I can’t imagine a person like you agreeing to wear a pair of high heels.”

“It’s black brogues for men. Which I can see is significantly less annoying than you’re finding those torture devices currently on your feet.”

“They are literally hell on earth.”

“Then take them off.”

She shook her head, teeth sunk deep into her lower lip.

Her feet were throbbing and throbbing and throbbing away inside their leather prison.

“I can’t do that,” she said.

“Not even when he isn’t here?”

“He probably had pressure detectors installed in the soles.”

“And if he has, you can blame everything on me.”

“I could never. Come on, I could never.”

“Not even if it were actually my fault?”

He raised one eyebrow, which was bad enough on its own.

But then to cap it off, he sank down onto one knee.

He reached for her right foot in a way that made her cheeks flush.

“Honestly, you don’t have to do that,” she said.

Only he was already there. He slipped her shoe off.

And in response she tried her best not to sigh.

“But I’m guessing it feels good when I do.”

“So good I kind of want to kill you.”

“Then you want me to stop?”

“If you stop, I will kill you.”

But thankfully, he didn’t test her on that. He started on the other foot. One hand lightly pressed to her suddenly wildly sensitive ankle, the other easing off that perfect Prada heel, slowly this time, and with a kind of deliberation she wasn’t prepared for. That deliberation made her hold her breath. It made her flush hot all over.

And even hotter when he looked up at her.

His eyelids were incredibly heavy, and the eyes beneath had turned a deep and burning black. Though it was his mouth that really knocked the wind out her sails. That curving upper lip had lifted even higher, giving her just a hint of his teeth. Maybe a flicker of his tongue, slick enough that it sent a little thrill through her body. Then he spoke, in a voice that shook her down to the bone.

“Any other rules you want me to help you break?” he said.

And someone else seemed to answer instead of her.

“The jacket might be nice.”

“Ah, yes, the rule about always keeping it on.” He nodded, but it was not the nod she paid attention to. It was the way he stood and started undoing the buttons. Slow again, as he carried on saying all kinds of things. “That was one of the first rules I refused to follow, you know. I would come in without one on and feel brazen, like the most daring person alive. Watch his expression seethe beneath the glacial coldness. Those frosty eyes of his suddenly white-hot.”

“I can’t imagine him ever feeling that much emotion.”

“He did. He does. He would, the second you let that jacket slide off your shoulders.”

“Like this?” she asked, then somehow she was doing just that.

In fact, she couldn’t seem to get it off fast enough.

Seconds later it was a crumpled heap on the floor.

And five seconds after that she was facing him again, breathless.

“Yes, yes, exactly like that. Exactly so,” he said, his voice low and slow.

Her own voice was too quick when she answered him.

“And what else? What else would make him look like that?”

“He likes shirts buttoned all the way up, doesn’t he?”

“He does. Even when it’s as hot as it is now.”

“So perhaps you should undo one or two.”

She went even faster this time.

The shirt was open at the throat before he’d finished speaking.

And somehow she wasn’t stopping there.

“Maybe more than two,” she said, as she started on the third one down.

Then thrilled to see his eyes flash bright. That tongue licked over his upper lip again a second before he responded. “Then just let your shirt open a little, when you lean over to hand him a report.”

“Maybe flash some of my silk bra and the swell of my cleavage?”

“Like you’re doing for me now, Ms. Elliot? Yes, yes, I can almost hear the faint intake of his breath the moment he notices. I can see the reddening of his cheeks, and the tightening of his jaw.”

“Do you really think it would? Did it tighten for you?”

“Oh yes. Oh definitely, yes,” he said, his voice almost a sigh.

Or a moan. God, had he just moaned at the memory?

She didn’t know. But she wanted to find out.

“And after that? More must have come after that,” she urged him.

“He told me I was getting sloppy. Insubordinate. That he would have to address the issue. One more infraction, he said, and he would need to show me who was boss.”

“Oh god. And did you? Did you make one more mistake?”

“I wanted to. Just like you want to now.”

“I do. It’s all I can think about. It’s eating me alive.”

“Then let me help you. Tell me how you want to transgress next.”

She considered saying something tamer to that. Something that would keep all of this aboveboard and almost innocent. There was still time to do so, after all. Still time to be the rigid, rule-following person she had always thought she was. But then his eyes trailed over her face, so slow she knew he had to be savoring every inch. His breath ghosted against her lips, hot and tantalizingly unsteady.

And suddenly she was whispering: “The stockings. I hate wearing these silk stockings.”

In answer, he curled his fingers around the hem of her skirt.

He lifted it to reveal the lacy tops that clung so tenderly to her thighs.

“Ah, yes, these ones here,” he said, as if this were the most normal thing in the world. There was nothing strange about a man gazing at the underwear of a woman he had only spent a couple of days with. Nor did it matter when he started to ease them down.

Slow at first, like he had with the shoes, but then he moved faster. He was more feverish, she thought, and couldn’t hold back a moan.

“Does it feel that good to do this, Ms. Elliot?”

“Better than I ever imagined it could.”

“Well, that’s the thing about breaking the rules,” he said, as he let the stocking he’d just removed run through his fingers. “You think it’s going to be the very worst thing in the world . . . and instead it makes you so wet you soak through your panties.”

She glanced down, her cheeks flaming.

“Oh, god, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she blurted.

But he seemed to know she didn’t mean it.

“I could show you if you like,” he said.

“Show me how? What do you mean?”

“Part your legs for me.”

She had no idea what he had in mind. But it didn’t seem to matter. He said the words and she was suddenly leaning back against his desk. She was spreading her thighs for him, even though she rarely spread her thighs for anyone. There were men she’d dated for weeks who didn’t get as far as Abel had in days.

Yet somehow she couldn’t make herself stop.

And she definitely couldn’t stop him.

He ran the back of his hand over the inside of her thigh and her head went back. A low moan pushed past her lips—and then another when he got to his destination. He just traced one light finger over the taut material that covered her pussy, barely making contact.

But barely was enough.

It made her throb there, hotly.

Her little bud seemed to swell, as if seeking his touch.

Most delicious of all, though: he knew it.

“Ah, yes, yes, I feel it, I feel your sweet clit pushing against my fingertips. So ready to be touched and stroked—god, I’ve never known anyone this eager for it. This greedy. Here, look, see how greedy you are,” he said, then slipped one finger around the elastic of her panties.

Only briefly, but briefly was enough to leave her gasping.

And to leave that finger glistening from tip to knuckle.

He held it up for her when he was done. He let her see her own excitement, as clear as day. Then just when she thought she couldn’t take a second more of this—that her body was as aroused as it could be, without going over—he put his finger to his lips and slid it in. He sucked the taste of her from his skin with so much gorgeous enthusiasm it left her feverish.

All she wanted to do after that was pull him to her and kiss that taste on him and rub her over-heated body against his.

But she didn’t have to. He was there before she could reach for him, mouth covering hers in the kind of kiss she’d always dreamed of getting. Lips searching hers, soft but insistent at the same time, his tongue teasing rather than forcing in, everything so hot and hungry.

And then there was the hand between her legs, pushing beneath her underwear. He had teased before, barely touched. But this time he found her clit with two firm fingers, and made a slow, deliberate circle around her swollen bud, in a way that made her whole body clench. Then he pressed right on it, working until she was almost beside herself. She said his name against his lips, in a voice that didn’t sound like her own. And when he kissed over her throat, she grabbed a fistful of his gorgeous hair without even thinking twice about it.

And the moment he slid those fingers down . . .

When he found her wet and wanting cunt . . .

When he pressed inside, and stroked . . .

She could have cried. She did cry. A great wrenching sob broke out of her, so loud she was sure someone would hear. But here was the thing: she couldn’t seem to care. She thought of some guy working late on this floor, glancing up at the sound of her cries of pleasure. And the only thing that happened when she did was rub against him harder. She groaned and gasped more loudly—even going as far as to call out his name. “Abel, yes, now, fuck, I’m coming, I’m coming,” she said.

But nothing could have prepared her for the way her orgasm felt. The sensation pulsed through her body, so thick and intense she had to grit her teeth against it. Her whole body seemed to go rigid the second it hit, then dissolved into the kind of shuddering, writhing mess she’d only ever seen in porn. Somehow her skirt was around her waist. She’d sprawled across most of the desk.

And only got worse after he spoke.

“Ah, god yes, do it all over my hand you gorgeous slut,” he said, his voice so hoarse and lust-choked that she absolutely understood the words for what they were. He was praising her. He was aroused by her abandon, aroused in a way she’d forgotten men could be. She’d spent so long under Hartford’s cold thumb—or under the thumb of men like him—that this sort of thing had started to seem impossible.

But it wasn’t. It was right here and now and it was everything.

Oh! Just to hear him groan over the way she was behaving, to hear him saying, “I want to see you do that again . . .” It was deliriously good.

So much so, in fact, that she let him.

She let him strum her clit and fuck her pussy with his amazing fingers, until her back arched and her body shuddered. Only this time, when she was done, she sank to her knees in front of him as he oh so quickly unbuckled and unbuttoned his pants. She took his gorgeous, thick cock in her mouth. Then, as she knelt on the floor of that office—which only moments ago had been as pristine as the underwear of a nun—she let him buck once and groan her name.

Before finally flooding her mouth with his come.

Chapter Two

It seemed best to put the whole incident out of her mind. Partly because it was just an anomaly in her otherwise steady and sensible life. But mostly because whenever she did think about it, her face got all red and hot. She would find herself suddenly dropping things. Her ability to hold a conversation seemed to disappear. Twice she trailed off in the middle of a sentence while speaking to an important client.

She just couldn’t let that sort of thing happen.

Not if she wanted Hartford to remain in the dark—and god knows she did. The very worst thing she could imagine was him guessing. He would probably clamp her into some stocks and then have everyone hurl eggs at her. At the very least she would get those pale blue eyes on her—the ones that seemed so lovely, until they turned cold. And then the mouth, which she tried to not think of as sensuous, would thin, and words would slice out of him.

Like the ones he was saying to her right now, for example.

“Do you honestly believe a lewd display in the workplace with my second in command is a productive and appropriate use of your time, Ms. Elliot?”

She looked up from her iPad, finger still poised over the schedule they had been reviewing.

Her heart was not yet beating fast, but it was getting there.

Had he just said what she thought he’d said?

It seemed like he might have. His lips were even thinner than she’d imagined. His gorgeously sharp jaw was clenched tighter than a miser’s fist. And his eyes . . . they were shards of blue flint. He could have cut her with them.

Yet she still couldn’t quite believe it.

“I don’t know what you mean, Mr. Hartford,” she said.

“I mean the sex you had in my brand-new office.”

“I thought it was Abel’s office.”

“So then you do know what I’m referring to.”

She shook her head, suddenly breathless. Her mind raced for excuses, reasons, ways to keep up with this conversation. “No, I just assumed. I assumed that was what you meant.”

“You know what I think of assuming, Ms. Elliot.”

“Yes, that only morons and liars do it.”

“Exactly the case. So tell me, which are you? A moron, or a liar?” he asked, voice now much meaner than it had been at the start.

It sounded like he was tightening screws inside himself.

Tense, winding up to something terrible. And it was only getting worse.

“Right now I feel like a little of both,” she said, red-faced and struggling.

Barely able to get out a word before he snapped back:

“At last, we have an accurate assessment of the situation.”

“Mr. Hartford, let me just explain myself. You see, the thing is, I—”

He held up one long-fingered hand, like a man about to conduct a non-existent symphony. Soon, the agonizing music would start.

“I must stop you there, Ms. Elliot. After all, there is absolutely no possible explanation you could ever give me that would mitigate such disgusting behavior. To cavort in such a manner with my most trusted and respected associate is so far beyond the pale I can scarcely comprehend it.”

“But I didn’t—that wasn’t—”

“You know I despise the word but even more than the word assume.”

“Yes I do, only the thing is that this didn’t happen like—”

“Oh, I suppose my eyes deceived me then, Ms. Elliot?”

She stopped dead. Flustered words were on the tip of her tongue.

Had he just suggested that he watched them?

He had. She could see it all over his face—expression once sure, and now slightly less so. As if he had given some game away. Some secret he didn’t quite want her to know.

“You have video surveillance in the office.”

“I do indeed, Ms. Elliot. How else am I to ascertain if my employees are trustworthy?”

“I didn’t think you needed to ascertain that with Abel. He’s your friend. Your most trusted advisor and confidant. You’ve known him for years and years.”

He looked at his steepled hands, as if they were the most interesting things in the world and she was the least. But somehow, he didn’t quite pull off the usual cool indifference. His voice was even tighter when he spoke. His eyes were twice as steely. “Even trusted advisors and confidants can be led astray.”

“So you believe I did this to him? That I made him do those sexy things with me? You can’t possibly think such a thing. You must have watched it thoroughly enough to know that the very idea is absurd.” She laughed at the end of her words.

But her laugh soon died when she saw his answering expression.

It wasn’t hard or cold or even furious. For a second it sagged. It was despairing.

“What are you implying?” he asked, a note of hoarseness in his voice.

“I wasn’t implying anything, Mr. Hartford.”

“Well it seems to me that you were. Your suggestion is clear.”

“How can it be clear? I have no idea what it is.”

She really didn’t, either. First he had accused her of leading Abel astray. Now he was telling her that she was accusing him. Of what? All she’d said was that he must have watched the tape thoroughly . . .

Then it dawned on her, a second before he spelled it out.

“So you deny that you accused me of voyeuristically poring over this salacious event? Your words were completely free of any hint that I might behave in as inappropriate a manner as you?”

She sat back, her eyes wide and her heart pounding. Then she fumbled for words that all came out wrong. “God, yes . . . I mean, no. Honestly that wasn’t even a thought that occurred to me at all. I just wanted to explain how mortified I was at the slightest suggestion that I would corrupt Abel in some way, or force him to do this against his will or—”

“You don’t seem mortified, Ms. Elliot. You seem like you’re flaunting your tawdry liaison in my face.”

“I can assure you, sir, that there is no flaunting happening here. I don’t even know why anyone would flaunt this in front of you, considering how professional and aloof and strict about the rules you are.”

“And now you proceed to mock me for having some sense of duty? Some values?”

“What? God, no, Mr. Hartford, no, you have my complete respect, I assure you. That wasn’t mockery, that was the truth I would never—” she said, and this time she really tried to keep going.

But his voice was louder now. He was almost shouting.

Thomas Hartford, shouting in his own office.

“Oh, you would never? Never ever cross your heart and hope to die? Perhaps we should play the recording then and see how much truth there is in such a highly dubious claim.”

He spun the laptop on his desk around, to reveal yet another awful part of this.

There she was, not yet stepping out of her shoes. Abel stood with his hands in his pockets, freeze-framed just as she was about to speak.

“Christ, okay, okay, I think I need a paper bag to breathe into.”

“And why would that be, Ms. Elliot? Do you possibly say something insubordinate?”

“I don’t know. I can’t remember.”

“Then let me refresh your memory.”

He clicked play right where she least wanted him to: When she had said that thing about pressure detectors in the soles of her shoes. And it wasn’t just the words, either—it was the way she looked when she said them: flushed with the thrill of it; defiant, almost.

Suddenly she could see why Abel had been so attracted. Why he had called her that morning to ask to see her again. Not that any of it helped her now.

“Do you have anything to say for yourself, Ms. Elliot?” Hartford said.

And then it was back to thinking of excuses.

“In fairness, the heels are really uncomfortable.”

“Yes, and so is being confronted by this sort of behavior in a place of business. Look at yourself, woman. Eyes already half closed, lips already parted.”

“It just felt nice when he took them off, for goodness’ sake.”

“Oh, I see. Then pleasure trumps propriety in this scenario? You may do whatever you please simply because it feels good?” he asked, only he wasn’t really asking.

It sounded more like he was talking to himself.

And when he did, his voice cracked. It cracked so viciously that she glanced up, brow furrowed.

“I didn’t say that, Mr. Hartford,” she said, her tone a little steelier now.

While his voice descended into near chaos.

“No, but you implied it. You suggested in every touch you offered to him and every disgusting thing you asked him to do! Look at you there, with your breasts thrust out and your legs spread—it’s as though you barely care about your standing in this company at all!”

“Sir, I do care about my standing in the company. You know I do,” she said.

But he was no longer listening. His eyes were fixed on the screen.

“Look at you encouraging him, moaning and writhing.”

“In fairness, Mr. Hartford, he hardly needed any encouragement.”

“And yet you gave it to him, you pushed him to do the same in return—how could you? How could you?” he demanded, voice now so brittle she was sure one more push would break it. And she was right. He spoke three more words, and all of them were full of despair. “How could he?”

He stood up abruptly the moment they were out. Then, before she could say another word, he turned his back on her.

His visibly shaking back. Thomas Hartford was shaking.

She couldn’t carry on being indignant while he was shaking.

“Mr. Hartford, are you all right? Because I feel like you might not be. All right, I mean.” She turned the recording off and waited. But still he didn’t do or say anything.

“Not that it’s a problem at all, if you aren’t. I can just cancel your meeting at four and rearrange the conference call with investors from the Parkman Group. Call the car around, maybe, and have it take you home.”

Still nothing. So she stood.

She went to him and thought of putting a hand on his shoulder.

However, the second she actually did it, he spoke into the tension-filled air of the office.

“None of that will be necessary, Ms. Elliot. You’re fired.”

Chapter Three

She meant to tell him the second he walked through her door. About Hartford finding out. About his furious reaction. About the visible and still shocking emotion he had revealed, beneath the cracking ice of his cool exterior. She even opened her mouth to ask: Does Hartford have some sort of crush on you?

But then he pushed her up against the hallway wall and she sort of forgot what words were.

He was even more handsome now than he had been three days ago. Those black curls were so thick and lustrous, she couldn’t resist plunging her hands into them. His dark eyes were heavy-lidded already—before they’d even started anything. And that mouth . . .

He pressed it to hers and nothing else mattered. Every single surge of pleasure and feeling came back to her, somehow twice as strong as it had been before. As if the meeting with Hartford had strengthened it in an odd way, instead of turning it into something tawdry. Now, when he touched her, she thought of Hartford watching them. Spying on them. Maybe even enjoying what he saw.

And it turned her inside out.

She was panting before Abel pushed a hand up her skirt. Moaning, before he dragged her panties down in one rough jerk. Then, when he bent her over her own dining table, she lost it altogether. “Fuck me, just fuck me, I’ve thought of nothing else but you fucking me,” she gasped like some sluttish other version of herself.

But it was fine. It was good.

His answer made it good.

“My head is so full of you I had to force myself not to abandon my trip to Lisbon. Every second I was there I imagined you like this, skirt around your waist, your bare ass presented for me, those gorgeous legs spread so eagerly . . . oh god, you’re still eager for me.”

Then his hand was there between her thighs—as hot as the table was cool against her cheek. Testing that eagerness, teasing through her already slippery folds. He found her slick hole with two thick fingers and simply slid right in. Then out again, to make maddening circles around her clit. And all the while he murmured to her that she was so wet and so swollen and so ready, in a way that made her want to sob.

She did sob, after five minutes of that torture.

“Just please, please, Abel,” she tried.

Then heard the click and drag of a belt. The purr from a zipper, then a snap of rubber and the hiss of his breath.

Followed by the thing she wanted most: the sweet sliding of his heavy cock into her slick pussy. Slow at first, oh so agonizingly slow. Like he wanted to savor it, maybe. But then he grunted, and his hand went to her hip, and suddenly things were much more urgent. He started pulling her back onto his cock instead of simply nudging forward.

And he did it hard.

He did it fast.

The table shook under the pressure of his thrusts; she could hardly keep her balance. She had to hold on after a second—though it wasn’t the wood that she clung to. It was him. She reached behind herself and grabbed at his waist, his hips, his thighs. And when he hauled her up, she pushed a hand back into his hair. She found his throat with her searching fingers and left marks there as he whispered into her ear.

“I can feel how close you are,” he said.

And he was right. Her legs were starting to tremble. Hot, thick pleasure pulsed through her lower belly like a fist clenching and unclenching. She had maybe thirty seconds before she spilled all over his cock, and even less when he found her clit with his fingers.

“I want you to do it hard, sweet Amy,” he said.

Then she realized with a start that was the first time he had spoken her name out loud. They’d given each other oral sex, and fucked until they were both shaking, but he’d never used her first name. Though she supposed it was only right. They barely knew each other. They had spent no more than two tiny days in each other’s company. He didn’t know her. He wasn’t her boyfriend.

He was the guy who’d helped her get fired.

And yet, when he said sweet, she trembled.

When he groaned in her ear that he was coming, all she wanted to do was kiss him and kiss him and touch him until the end of time. He was everything she thought only other people got: exciting and gorgeous and smart. And his desire only made it worse.

“Come for me, my darling,” he said.

And she did, in great startling bursts.

* * *

She had only the vaguest impression of how they ended up naked and half tangled in towels on her bathroom floor. She thought he might have mentioned taking a shower—maybe even taking one together. But they hadn’t made it that far. As soon as she’d slipped out of her clothes completely he had given her that look. That heavy-lidded, bright-but-dark look, and then somehow she had ended up seated on the cabinet in the bathroom with him between her legs. Followed by a shimmering mess of sheer pleasure.

And more pleasure astride him, on the floor.

But now there was this, sweat still cooling on their bodies, both of them still breathing hard.

Then his voice, that glorious voice: “Just so you know, this isn’t typical for me.”

“What isn’t typical for you? The crazy sex or the crazy sex with someone you met for the first time at work like five days ago.”

“Both. Everything. All of it. The last time I dated a woman we didn’t even get to the fucking. We went out to dinner six or seven times and then politely decided it was best to go our separate ways.”

She couldn’t help looking at him sharply, then. Just to see if he was joking, maybe.

But he wasn’t. His expression was completely free of mischief.

“That is the most shocking thing I’ve ever heard,” she said, and he looked genuinely surprised to hear it.

“Really? What makes it shocking?”

“Well to start with . . . just look at you.”

She gestured at his face, his body.

Still he didn’t seem to get it at all.

“That sounds pretty ominous.”

“Are you kidding? It’s the opposite of ominous. Your face is like a recently unearthed statue that Michelangelo forgot to tell everyone he carved.”

He laughed, full throated, full bodied. “And that means she can’t politely decide to separate from me?”

“I would at least expect her to scream and claw at you while begging you not to go.”

“You seem to have a vastly inflated sense of my worth.”

“That would be impossible. You’re smart, sexy, funny, and handsome, and earn more in five minutes than I do in a year. Face it, pal, you’re the whole package.”

“Strange, I was thinking the same of you.”

“You were thinking that I was rich and handsome?”

“More like smart, sexy, and funny.”

“Before that day in your office I felt about as sexy as a straitjacket.”

“And now?” he asked, voice suddenly low and husky. One eyebrow raised in a way that turned her to jelly. She had a heavy urge to kiss him again even though they’d only recently stopped.

Instead, she said, “I’m all undone.”

“Oh, I love that answer. That answer makes me crazy.”

“I suspected that was the thing you liked about me. Getting to undo all the buttons.”

“I won’t deny that was one part of it.”

“So there are others then?”

Now his expression shifted, from suggestive and amused to something closer to concern. “You can’t have honestly thought that there weren’t.”

“I don’t know what I thought. I went home wondering if you tripped and fell into my pussy, and then you called me and I kind of had to rethink that.”

“You should rethink it,” he said, as low as before but now there was also his hand reaching out for her. He took a curl of her hair between two fingers, then ran the back of them over her cheek, then her jaw. By the time he got to her collarbone she was already a goner—and then he added words. “See yourself through my eyes: that deep blue gaze, that perfectly pinned hair, the dimple in your right cheek. The way you move like liquid inside those restraining suits. The wit at the back of your every word. The way you look when desire starts to take you over. How could any man resist?”

“I thought they did it pretty easily before now.”

“They were all fools. I see you. I want to see you. Often.”

Silence fell after his words, in part because she’d just dissolved into a puddle. But there was another thing that kept her quiet. The thing they were going to have to talk about, now. Or at least, the thing they were going to have to talk about after a minute of just basking in the soft, reverent touch of his fingertips.

One more minute, and then, “There might be a slight problem with that.”

“You don’t want to see me? You don’t imagine this going beyond crazy sex?”

“To be honest I feel like it already is going beyond crazy sex. Or maybe crazy sex is turning it into something else. I don’t know. It’s too early to tell. But the thing is . . . you know . . . the Hartford thing.”

“Hartford won’t be an issue. He doesn’t even have to know yet, if you’d prefer it.”

Now it was shock that made her pause.

He had no idea about Hartford and the recording.

“Oh god, you don’t know. He hasn’t said anything to you.”

“Said anything to me about what?”

She winced, and looked away from him. It was easier, when she was looking away from him. “Okay, maybe you should brace yourself here.”

“I’m already bracing myself. Mostly for whatever rude thing he’s done now.”

“It was more the rude thing that we did, to be honest.”

“Ah, so someone told him we had sex.”

“No one told him.”

“Then how on earth did—”

He stopped in the middle of his own sentence, and she glanced back at him just in time to see his gaze going hazy and far away. Realization was dawning all over his face, and it finished with him looking both mad and rueful. “He had video surveillance installed in my office,” he said, finally.

“To be fair, he has video surveillance everywhere. I don’t think he specifically didn’t trust you.”

“No, I don’t believe he wouldn’t trust me. I do, however, believe that he is supremely irritating.”

“Well, that goes without saying.”

“How awful was he?”

“He wasn’t great. I had to sit through a play-by-play,” she said, and winced again.

It was a good one this time, though. A lighter one, that ended with him groaning and commiserating.

“Oh man, I’m sorry, honey.”

“Then he implied I corrupted you.”

“That you corrupted me?”

“Yeah, I thought that was strange at the time.”

She paused there, studying him. He didn’t seem too bothered by the whole thing. If anything, he seemed more concerned about her. And he definitely didn’t agree that she was at fault.

So it seemed safe to get into the thing she’d been dying to share.

“In fact, quite a lot of it was strange.”

“He recorded our sexual escapades and then made you watch with him. I imagine it qualified for the weirdest thing that’s ever happened to anyone.”

“Well, yeah. That is true. But there was something else, too.”

He raised an eyebrow again.

Only this time, there was that devilish gleam in his eye.

“More weird than his usual weird?” he asked, with just a hint of amusement in his voice. God, she loved it when she heard that amusement in his voice.

“A little, yeah. I think . . . I think he sounded . . . almost jealous.”

“Did he, indeed. Well, isn’t that interesting.”

“You don’t seem as surprised by that as I thought you would be.”

“No, not surprised in the least, to be honest.”

“So . . . did he . . . has he . . .” She swallowed thickly, heart thumping. Her mind racing over the idea that Hartford really did want Abel. “You know. Suggested this to you before?”

“Oh yeah, lots of times. Even when he doesn’t know he’s doing it.”

“But there are times when he does know?”

“I suppose you could say so, yes.”

“Like, he made an actual pass at you?” She saw Hartford doing it in her mind’s eye. His hand on Abel’s thigh, those blue eyes hot with lust.

But before the tingling sensation that followed could get out of control, he laughed.

“A pass at me? I thought you were talking about you,” he said.

And suddenly everything was in disarray.

She made a face that could best be described as zuh?

“That’s ridiculous. He couldn’t possibly want me.”

“Why on earth not? You realize he talks about you as constantly as someone like him can. And in a way that actually verges on praise. Last week he called you the fuel for his fire.”

“Yeah, but I was going to say the same thing to you. He can never bring himself to compliment anyone. Everything is always wrong. But he compliments you. He practically waxes lyrical about your business acumen and your loyalty.”

“Acumen and loyalty aren’t exactly pillars of romantic praise.”

“I think to him they might be. He sounded devastated when he talked about you doing all those things to me. Like you’d betrayed him.”

Abel shook his head, mild mystification all over his face. “He hasn’t said a word.”

“I don’t know what word he could say. In fact, I think he fired me just so he wouldn’t have to explain why he was so shaken and hurt,” she said, so lost in the memory of her hand reaching for his trembling shoulder that she completely missed the thing she’d just given away.

But Abel didn’t miss it. He propped himself up on one elbow, brows suddenly thunderous over those pitch-black eyes. “Wait a minute. He fired you?”

“A little bit, yeah.”

“Just for fooling around in my office?”

“That seems to be the case.”

He threw up his hands. “My god, he can be such a huge asshole.”

“No asshole is as huge as his.”

“His asshole could swallow our sun.”

“He sits down with no pants on and our sun is a goner.”

He laughed, at first with a little bitterness, but then less so. Thirty seconds later he was the Abel she was coming to know and like a little too much: rueful and amused and weary.

“I’ll talk to him,” he said with a sigh.

“You don’t have to do that. I wasn’t even going to tell you to be honest—only then I realized that I kind of have to tell you so you don’t accidentally Skype his new assistant while stark naked.”

“You already know me so well,” he said, and she got a little shock of pleasure just thinking about him sending her video messages of him without his clothes on. “But seriously, he’ll listen to me.”

“He won’t. Not about this. He can’t take sexy stuff in stride like you.”

“You think I’m taking it in stride?”

There was that eyebrow again. Only this time it was joined by one other thing: His tongue curled out to lick his upper lip, and suddenly that shock of pleasure was a flood.

“I just told you your male friend of many years has probably sexy feelings toward you and you barely blinked an eye. The most you managed was a kind of amused shock.”

“I’ve probably always suspected on some level.”

“I don’t know how anyone could suspect Hartford has human desires.”

“Well then, maybe I just don’t have many hard limits when it comes to sex.”

She let out a little breath when he said it. She couldn’t help it. She also couldn’t help telling him, too: “That is easily the most amazing thing anyone has ever said to me.”

“Yeah, you like that?”

“I like that.”

“Been thinking about it?”

“Been thinking about what, specifically?”

“Him jerking off over the sight of me fucking you.”

Several things dropped at that: her heart, and her good sense. Even her voice was suddenly a salacious whisper: “You think he really did that?”

“I think there’s a strong possibility, if he got as agitated as you say.”

“He was really agitated. He had to jump up and turn his back to me.”

“Good god. He must have really gone at himself.”

“No way. Not Hartford. He wouldn’t,” she said. But she sounded like the town gossip, reveling in every detail. Her eyes had gone big. Arousal was pooling thickly in her belly. She had a hand on his taut stomach even though she couldn’t remember putting it there.

“You say that, Amy, but I can see you imagining it.”

“I wouldn’t do that when I’m with someone else.”

“Why not? I’m doing it.”

She tried not to gasp over that.

Tried, and failed.

“Oh man, really?”

“Sure. It’s one of the things that drives me crazy, after all.”

“What’s one of the things?”

Men, she thought. He likes men, too. Then she flushed even hotter—and not just at the thought of them together. It was at the the thought of Hartford specifically, and of those beautiful eyes darkening with desire. Or those hands, god, those hands . . . How many times had she pretended that she didn’t want to see those hands running over something aside from a spreadsheet? And now here she was, thinking of him touching gorgeous Abel . . . And all while he did his best to make her sudden shock of feelings worse.

“Seeing someone come undone. Watching them unravel at the seams—and with him there’d be a lot of seams to unravel. I imagine it took him an age to finally slip a hand inside his neatly pressed slacks.”

“That sounds right to me. Maybe an hour before he could bring himself to do it.”

“You think only an hour? I think that’s being generous. I think at least an entire evening. An entire evening sat studying every curve and line of your body . . . and every line of mine.”

“Oh god. I can’t believe that sounds right,” she said, one hand coming up to cover her eyes.

But Abel stopped her before she could. He drew that hand back down, his own voice now as hushed with arousal as hers. “And yet it does,” he said. “I bet you can see it now, can’t you? Him hunched over his desk, face flushed red, breathless and desperate and just furiously masturbating.”

“In my head, he doesn’t do it furiously,” she answered, before she could stop herself. Before she could pretend that she had never fantasized about Hartford.

Until this talk, she had sort of blocked the idea out—he was so cruel, sometimes. So cold and awful. To want him in any way was obscene.

Or at least, it had been until right now.

Now, it was threatening to swamp her.

“No, no you’re right. He probably does it rigidly, meanly,” Abel said.

And suddenly she couldn’t remember why she had ever denied it. Why she was fighting it, when it felt so sweet to say in a hot whisper? “Almost like he’s trying not to feel any pleasure at all.”

“Hand really tight on his cock.”

“Almost painful.”

“Kind of short, tense strokes.”

“Like this?”

He asked the question quite calmly, as if it were nothing at all. Then she saw what he was doing. She saw his hand on his cock. After that, it didn’t seem to matter what she said or did.

“Oh yeah. Just like that,” she groaned, her own hand already sliding between her legs.

“And then when he sees your nipples sticking through your shirt . . . when he hears your first soft moan, that sexy soft moan you did when I started to touch you . . . maybe he speeds up just a little, just enough.”

“That sounds good. That sounds right.”

“He watches you rock against my hand, and his control starts to splinter.”

“Do you think it would? I can’t imagine it would.”

The truth was: she could imagine. She was doing it right now. She was thinking of her aloof nightmare of a boss—while masturbating.

While masturbating with her lover.

It was insane. But it was also intoxicating. It was freeing, the same way the removal of her shoes had been.

“How could it not, when you look so gorgeous as you come? He must have seen that flush all over your cheeks, and your throat. Heard you make that filthy, guttural noise as you creamed all over my face . . . Do you think he imagined himself in my place?” he asked, and she hesitated a little before answering.

“No, god no. I think he imagined himself in mine.”

“Ohhhh, fuck that’s hot.”

“You think so?”

“Fuck yes,” he said.

Then just to illustrate, his hand sped up on his swollen dick.

His head went back, as if this were the sexiest thing in the world.

And it was. It was. Her own voice was dark with desire when she asked a question she never thought she could possibly ask: “You like thinking about sucking his cock?”

“As much as I like thinking about licking your clit.”

“And when I went to my knees . . .”

“Holy shit, just imagining him fucking my mouth.”

“Oh Jesus, that’s the second hottest thing ever.”

“What’s the first? Talk to me about the first.”

“You telling me about it. Telling me you want it,” she said.

Then he leaned in to tell her more. He breathed hot words against her lips, hand now frantic on his bursting cock. “Ohhhhh man, you’re sexy. I knew, I knew as soon as I met you that you’d be hot like this, horny like this. Fuck I’m going to come,” he gasped. And in return she gave him the same enthusiasm.

She tumbled over into her orgasm, gasping and moaning as she did. Partly at the thought of all of this—of things she hadn’t even known she wanted until right now—but mostly because of him. Because of his hand covering hers as she went over, those eyes on her the whole time. First passionate and full of desire, but then more than that. There was exhilaration in the gaze he hit her with, and she understood what it was for.

She understood because she felt it, too.

The floodgates were open.

Now, anything was possible.

Chapter Four

She did her best not to think about it too much. She had other things to think of, after all. Like finding a new job before her savings ran out.

The trouble was, it kept barging into their lives. It kept taking them over. They would spend a lovely evening together, as if they were a perfectly ordinary couple dining out at delicious restaurants, most of them brimming with food and drink she’d never tried before: nisperos de batata and sesos empanados and rich dark coffee that made her almost giddy. He might talk about his day and she might talk about hers. Their favorite books would come up to be dissected. Hand-holding would happen. Then they’d get to the bedroom, and suddenly they weren’t an ordinary couple at all.

Hartford was threaded through almost everything they did. When Abel tied her to the bed, she could tell he was emulating that stern voice and those cool eyes. Every time she unbuttoned her clothes, his eyes grew hot, as if he was thinking of that first act of rule breaking, that first defiance of the rule maker.

And she couldn’t deny she was thinking the same.

She couldn’t deny it even when she wanted to. Not even when she wondered if this was all they were: two people drawn together because of some third person they couldn’t have. Though that seemed crazy, considering how much she wanted Abel, too. Abel, who seemed almost the opposite of everything Hartford was. He had no problems admitting his feelings. He didn’t care if she knew what he wanted. He told her what he wanted. He described exactly how he would fuck that man. He confessed that he wouldn’t care if she fucked him, too. He told her things about threesomes that she’d never dared to consider before.

But god, she considered them now. She imagined them being three, not two, and went weak all the way through her body. She found herself thinking about how they could do it, how they could persuade Hartford to be involved in something like that. Though, of course, she didn’t really imagine that it would ever happen.

Things like that never happened in real life.

Or so she thought.

But then Abel asked her to meet him at his office one sultry evening toward the end of summer, his voice heavy with the sort of promise she had come to know well. She even wore her sexiest underwear when she heard that note of desire, thinking that they were going to role play again. Maybe they would even taunt Hartford with the sight of their happiness and passion. And then she got there, and she saw they were definitely going to do that.

They were going to do it with Hartford actually there, in person.

Or at least, that was what it looked like to her. Hartford swiveled his seat by Abel’s desk the second she walked in, eyes troubled but oddly bright and a little feverish. His body was tensed as if anticipating a blow he wasn’t sure he could take. That broad chest of his rose and fell in a way she had never seen before.

She knew this was going to be something insane.

But she couldn’t say anything at first. She could only wait for Abel, and whatever wickedness he had planned.

“I persuaded him to come so that we might have a little talk together,” Abel said as he entered his office, as cool as she’d ever seen him. Though, when he continued, dark delight shone in his gorgeous eyes. “Mostly about his deplorable behavior. Maybe about some other things, too.”

She shot a glance at Hartford when Abel finished speaking. Then waited for the backlash, the remonstration: How dare you accuse me of deplorable behavior when it was you who forced me to fire this vile creature?

But nothing like that came. He just glared at Abel, jaw tensed, his fist a tight knot on the arm of the chair beside him. His mouth pinched into a mean line, each breath flaring his nostrils just ever so slightly. It was as if a real emotion like fury was fighting to get out of him, but found itself blocked somehow. Abel had apparently covered his mouth with invisible duct tape just before she arrived.

Or put a leash of some sort around his neck.

“Firstly, I think what we should do here is have you apologize to Ms. Elliot. What do you think to that, Ms. Elliot? Does that seem like a productive use of our time, here?” Abel asked.

Hartford still didn’t express his fury. He just turned to look at her, seething.

“I guess it depends on whether I get murdered afterwards,” she said.

Then watched with wide eyes as Abel put a hand on Hartford’s shoulder. A warm hand, followed by warm words. “See how funny she is, Tommy?”

Tommy, she thought. He just called Thomas Hartford Tommy.

“I see that you are being an insufferable nightmare,” Hartford said to Abel.

“Then maybe you should tell me to stop. Or fire me, along with your best employee.”

“I’ve already told you I regret that. Allow me to get on with this without your incessant badgering.”

Abel glanced at her then. He addressed her in his most arch tone. “I told you he was as hideous with me as he is with you. Sometimes I truly wonder why I like him at all,” he said.

But it was Hartford who responded.

“Please don’t say things like that, Abel.”

He spoke the words quietly, so quietly, yet they sounded loud. They practically echoed in her ears.

She had never heard Hartford say the word please before.

Or sound so wretched.

“Forgive me, my old friend. But if you behave poorly, what else am I to say?” Abel asked.

“You know I have no power over it, yet you plague me about it constantly.”

“I plague you because you do have power over your manners and temper. In fact, you are one of the most emotionally closed people I know. If you can stop a smile, you can stop cruelty and rudeness.”

“It was not cruelty that made me fire Ms. Elliot, and you know it.”

Hartford practically snapped the words. Though she could still hear the softer emotions in the back of his voice. She could hear years of their relationship, of his suppressed feelings—of his desire.

It rocked her back on her heels. It made her want to say stop.

Even as the rest of her said go go go.

“Yes, I do. But unfortunately, Ms. Elliot doesn’t,” Abel said, gesturing to her.

But Hartford wouldn’t look. “I will apologize, but I will not confess.”

“Yes you will. Go ahead.” Abel gestured again in her direction. And this time, Hartford did look.

It just seemed to take him an age. As if the tendons in his neck had seized, or something was preventing him from turning his head. His pride had become a stone block that slowly forced him away. It seemed like a miracle when he finally succeeded in looking at her.

His pale eyes met hers—though they were not so pale anymore.

They are sad, she thought. Desperate.

And warm, somewhere deep down.

“Ms. Elliot. Allow me to express my regret over my hasty actions on July 17. I was not myself due to circumstances beyond my contro—”

“Tom,” Abel warned, his hand tightening on Hartford’s shoulder. “Tell the truth now.”

“Damn you.” He paused there, clearly fighting something. But when Abel rubbed his shoulder, his features seemed to give a little. He was able to speak. “I was not myself . . . due to certain feelings that were aroused by . . . seeing my most trusted advisors . . . together . . . in that way. I experienced a wholly inappropriate sense of betrayal, and wish to extend my apologies, and offer you the position I should have given you years ago—Head of Development. You are more than qualified and I was shortsighted not to accept that earlier.”

“There now, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” Abel asked.

“I think that largely depends on Ms. Elliot’s response.”

They both looked at her this time, one hopeful, the other sure of himself.

But it wasn’t Abel who was doing the hoping—it was her ice block of a boss.

The same boss who had told her to keep her mouth closed if she couldn’t say anything useful.

The one who hated everything and everyone.

It was staggering.

But it was something else, too.

“You shouldn’t worry. I don’t know what response to have. I want to say thank you for the apology, and accept a job I never thought you’d get around to giving me, but mostly I’m stuck on the word aroused,” she said.

Then flushed when Hartford tutted and shook his head.

“I merely meant it in the sense that feelings were triggered,” he said, composing himself again.

Thankfully, though, Abel quickly stepped in. “No you didn’t.”

“Must you contradict me?”

“I would stop but that would leave you a liar.”

“I am quite content to be one if it means I can avoid this awkwardness.”

“No you’re not. If you were, you wouldn’t have asked me to help you explain all of this to Amy.”

Her heart jumped to hear that one. However, she didn’t have time to consider it.

They were still arguing. Bantering. Flirting.

“At the time I was not quite feeling like myself,” Hartford said.

In reply, Abel licked at his upper lip, as if he was going to kiss him instead of just make a point. “Really? I thought you were more yourself than you’d ever been.”

“So then you believe the real me is a jealous, lustful fool who can’t so much as express his own desire to the people he adores? How low your opinion of me is, Abel.”

“My opinion isn’t low. My opinion is that you should embrace those feelings. They don’t make you less of a titan of industry. You won’t suddenly drop ten points on the stock market if you indulge yourself. Nobody cares if a billionaire enjoys a little voyeurism and kinky sex with two attractive people. In fact, I think it’s practically expected of a man who has his own plane.”

Hartford shot him an impatient look. “Yes, expected of philanderers and immoral thieves and treacherous blaggards. People who are beyond the pale.”

“You think you’re a treacherous blaggard because you want to watch us again?”

“I didn’t say again. I didn’t say it like that.”

“Then explain to Amy how you did say it. It seems she would very much like to hear.”

“I said . . .” Hartford started. Then stopped when her eyes met his.

He’s floundering, she thought. But over what? The thought of her judging him? It seemed like that might be the case.

It took him an age before he finally rushed out: “That if she were not my employee then perhaps I would enjoy such things.”

Once he had said it, he looked at the floor. His face actually blazed red in a way that made her almost giddy.

Giddy—and now able to talk to him with the confidence with which he’d always spoken to her.

“Well, it’s a good thing you fired me then.”

Behind Hartford, Abel brought his fist to his mouth and bit down. His eyes flashed with delight, as if she’d said the rudest thing in the world.

And Hartford seemed to agree with him.

“You can’t possibly mean that. It’s obscene to ask it of you.”

“I know,” she said. “That’s exactly what I like about it. The obscenity.”

“Perhaps you would not say so if you knew what my proclivities truly are.”

“Are they mostly a fetish for watching people you are attracted to having hot sex with each other while you masturbate? Because if so, then I have to say: It’s not that much of a mystery. Or that obscene.”

“You would probably think so if you knew the rest of it.”

He dropped his tone when he said the words, as if to warn her off.

Not that he succeeded in any way whatsoever.

“I’m going to guess that you would like to eventually join in.”

“I see. So you do know the rest of it. Well, there goes my aura of mystery.”

“Oh believe me, your aura of mystery is still intact. In fact, I think that’s one of the reasons you drive both of us wild with desire. All those hidden layers and secret kinks. Who could resist?”

“It isn’t a question of could. It’s a question of whether you should.”

“I think my answer to that is a resounding no, you shouldn’t resist it. And I doubt Abel feels differently.” She raised an eyebrow at Abel then, part of her still a little unsure if she was playing this right. But she need not have worried.

“I think you both know I don’t feel differently.” Abel paused, letting the words hang. “So I guess the only question now is whether you can resist, Tom.”

“You talk as though it’s easy. Just that easy to indulge yourself in such a way.”

“It is easy. I’ve told you time and time again it’s easy. You don’t have any real hangups. You’re not restrained by some tragedy from your past or problem with men or women. You’ve just let yourself gradually be governed by a set of rules you barely believe in any more. Rules you’re just afraid of removing now, in case you no longer command respect or seem in charge.”

“I will always command respect. I will always be in charge.”

“Yes, exactly, you will. You know it and we know it. So what are you waiting for?”

“My good sense to abandon me, perhaps.”

“It isn’t good sense that has to abandon you, Tom. My good sense hasn’t abandoned me. I still know which risks to take and which ones to toss away. Which ones that are worth the cost, and which aren’t. This, to me, is worth the cost. But of course, everyone has to decide for themselves.”

“And what if I decide we all return to the way we were as though none of this ever happened?”

He was looking steadily at Abel—for reassurance, or maybe for persuasion.

But it was Amy who answered. Amy, who understood what he needed.

“Then it never happened,” she said.

They both regarded her, their expressions saying different things. Abel’s was almost nervous, as if wondering whether her words had tipped it to a no. Hartford’s was torn, quite clearly between some sense of duty and his own desires. Between holding onto the rules, and letting them go.

She didn’t expect him to eventually land on desire.

Yet somehow, he did.

“Unbutton your blouse,” he said, so abruptly it stole her breath.

It made her stomach flip, it made her hands shake.

Though of course she went ahead and did as told.

She did it more eagerly than she’d ever done anything. She almost tore a button off in her haste, and was on the verge of discarding her blouse entirely when Hartford spoke again.

“Did I say remove it?” he asked.

In response, arousal sung through her body. It was everything she’d thought it would be, hearing him say the words. Seeing him be like this, but in a sexual context. In fact, when she thought about it, most of his work-based commands had possessed a kind of frisson. She just hadn’t let herself think it. She’d forced her mind and her body away from it, sure that it was impossible.

It still seemed impossible, even as they actually did it.

She was going to do filthy things in front of her former boss.

And she wasn’t going to do them alone.

Abel now leaned on his desk, eyes on both of them, waiting for Hartford to strip her down—or for something more than that. He seemed to fizz with anticipation, impatient for the next part.

The part where he would get to unbutton and undress. When he would be told off for taking a step too far.

It seemed he was thinking of doing so right now, just to get Hartford’s attention. His hand went to his tie and she thought: Maybe, maybe. But then he flicked his gaze back to her, and his hand dropped. Delight curled the corner of his mouth, and she knew he would wait.

Clearly, he wanted to see her strip first.

“You do things at my pace, or not at all, Ms. Elliot,” Hartford said.

And in response she nodded shakily. She tried not to grin, even though it was straining at her face. He wanted to play this seriously—to keep his rules while abandoning them at the same time.

She could do that. She had dreamed of doing that.

“I understand, sir,” she said.

“Now, put that blouse back on.”

“Of course, sir.”

“And pull it together.”

“Absolutely, sir. What would you like now?” she asked.

But he seemed to take a long time to answer. He was fighting himself, she could see.

And she was right.

“I can’t,” he said. “I just can’t,” he suddenly burst out, as if the enormous ramifications of this were starting to hit him. He wasn’t just embarking on a sexual relationship with one woman, which would have been difficult enough on its own, no, he was doing this with two people, one of whom still worked with him. It was obviously going to be hard for him.

But that was okay. That was fine.

Abel knew how to make it easy. “Then let me,” he said, stepping toward her.

Of course she tried to keep quiet, so as not to disturb Hartford any further, but the second Abel brought his arm around her and slipped a hand inside her blouse, she lost that restraint. A moan pushed past her lips, thick and oh-so-lewd sounding. It was the sort of noise people made when they were on the verge of orgasm—though in fairness, it sort of felt like she was.

Her clit was heavy and swollen and her panties were already soaked through. When she looked down, she could see her own nipples poking through her blouse. Abel barely had to touch one stiff point through her bra to send a shock of pleasure through her, and when he pushed inside and plucked at it . . .

She practically writhed against him.

The sound she made doubled down on the previous moan. It was filthy, in a way she had never thought she could be—and clearly Hartford thought the same. His gaze seemed to darken, as it typically did when someone had done something wrong. The fist resting on his thigh tightened. In a second he would probably protest again, and then this whole experiment would grind to a halt.

Or so she thought.

“Make her do that again.”

She almost jumped out of her skin. Partly because she hadn’t expected him to speak again, but mostly because of the words themselves. They were hungry, those words. They held nothing back, as if he’d reached some breaking point inside himself and now couldn’t do anything but continue. He liked hearing her moan. He liked it so much that he had to ask for more.

And she gave it to him.

Abel didn’t have to do another thing.

She just poured out more sounds of excitement and arousal. More moans, more sighs, and finally and most daringly: her own words. “Oh, yes, it feels so good,” she said, then had the pleasure of seeing Hartford’s eyes flutter closed. Just for a moment. Just for the smallest second before he regained his composure.

But a second was enough to spur her on.

It was enough to spur Abel on.

He unfastened the front clasp of her bra and parted the material to reveal her soft, round breasts and her tight little nipples. And the moment he did—the moment Hartford laid eyes on her—his resolve slipped again. Now he sank back into his chair as if the sight rocked him. The hand he had been clenching loosened. It spread over his thigh, not quite squeezing or stroking there.

But not quite not, either.

A little more of this and he was definitely going to give in completely. She was sure of it. And Abel definitely felt the same way. He moved a little faster now, a little more urgently, divesting her of the rest of her blouse and bra and following up with her skirt. Then once she stood there in just her panties and stockings and shoes, he made her do something very wicked indeed.

He turned her around so her pert little ass was in Hartford’s view.

And bent her over at the waist to reveal the secret between her legs.

There was a wetness that glistened between the cheeks of her backside. It had made a dark circle on her pretty peach underwear—clearly visible from that angle.

Or at least it was clearly visible when Abel forced her to stand with her legs farther apart. “Wider,” he said, and though her cheeks flamed, she did it.

Part of her even wondered if that was why she did it. There was something electrifying about the shame and the humiliation of this. All she had to do was think of Hartford staring at the evidence of her excitement, and heat pulsed through her body. A gasp broke out of her. And again when Hartford finally spoke.

“You filthy girl,” he said.

But it was the tone behind the sentence that really got to her. That note of dark pleasure. The hiss of his breath around each word.

She had to clutch at Abel to keep herself steady. She pressed her face into his thigh to stop herself from losing control.

Though she lost it anyway. Two seconds after Hartford spoke those words, she slid a hand beneath the elastic of her panties. Hesitantly, at first, furtively, but then Hartford told Abel to take those ruined panties off and she just couldn’t seem to stop herself. Her fingers found her clit and suddenly she was rubbing and stroking it and oh, oh . . .

That was good.

That was what she needed.

Some sweet relief from this torture.

Because it was torture. It was so much more intense than anything they’d done, while fantasizing and having fun together. That had all been just a game, she realized now. A playful sort of practice meant to enhance what they already had.

The real thing took her deeper.

It made things sharper, hotter, more out of control.

Anything could happen. Including Hartford saying:

“I want you to take her. Take her now, like this.”

As if he can’t wait any longer for someone else to do the thing he wants, her mind whispered. And her mind was right. She glanced up at him, and saw his tense expression had entirely gone. It was all desire now, all desperation, every inch of him just waiting for Abel to do as he was told.

Not that he had to wait for long.

He turned her to face Hartford before Hartford had finished speaking. Two fingers pressed into her slick little hole, both of them twisting and parting until she was open for him, ready for him—and then it was just a matter of unzipping. Finding a condom. Easing into her, one slow inch at a time.

And oh god, when he did . . .

She had to force herself not to rush back against him, the way she usually tried to. But after a second of his cock filling her and his steady hands on her hips and Hartford watching, and watching, and watching, she could barely resist. It was taking all her effort just to keep on her feet. Asking her not to move, not to seek that sweet sensation, not to buck and twist and moan . . . it was impossible.

She needed it, and she took it.

She pushed back against him, at first awkwardly, hesitantly. But then when the pleasure spiked through her, all other considerations seemed to fall away. She didn’t think whether Hartford would like it. She didn’t think about whether Abel would, either. Some greedy part of her simply took over, and suddenly she was bucking and gasping. Her fingers were strumming her clit again, faster and firmer until finally, finally her orgasm was right there. Just a little more of his cock.

Just one more stroke over that swollen bud . . .

Oh, and some insanely thrilling words from Abel.

“See how much she likes you watching her fuck?” he said.

And then she was there. She was shuddering and moaning, pussy clenching tight around his cock. Every inch of her alight with new and impossible sensations to the point where she could hardly stand it. She tried to groan to get some of the incredible pleasure out and only succeeded in a soundless scream. She was bursting—her body was bursting.

But the glorious agony didn’t end there.

“Want to see her do it again?” Abel asked.

He didn’t act until Hartford forced out “Yes.” Abel waited and waited for Hartford to get to that point of desperation again—two hands now spread over his thighs, his face flushed—and only then did he maneuver them both to the couch opposite Hartford.

Awkwardly, she thought. But awkwardness didn’t matter. All that mattered was how they ended up: Abel sat with her astride him, her back to his front. Her spread pussy poised over his straining cock.

Then finally, finally, she felt the bliss of sinking down on him. That sweet ache of him gliding in, made double by the sight of Hartford watching her. She could see him now clearly, without turning her head. She could watch his every reaction, with hardly any effort at all.

And it was amazing.

His face seemed to open up, like the tight bud of a flower at the first rays of the sun. All the coldness in his gaze completely melted away and left behind at least a dozen things she never thought he could feel. Desire, true, but there was also a deep affection in there. As if she really meant something to him, beyond the baser elements of whatever this was.

He was her friend, she realized, in the only way he knew how to be.

When he had said she should take an extra day off, he meant I like you. All the times he’d asked her to join him for dinner . . . they were evidence of his feelings.

And now, right now with this, he was progressing to more. They all were, in ways she wanted to stop and consider and talk about. In fact, she probably would have done so if it hadn’t been for the intense and all-consuming pleasure.

Abel had his fingers on her clit now, and his free hand was urging her to move. Not that he really needed to urge her—as soon as she felt the first stroke on her overly sensitive bud, she bucked. And when she bucked, it created a kind of chain reaction. One glide up and down led to two, and then three, and then suddenly she was working herself over him frantically, hands on his thighs for support, hips rolling, every part of her vividly aware of how this had to look.

She could see how it looked.

Hartford was practically shaking now. And his eyes had narrowed to slits.

But best of all: One hand was no longer on his thigh—it was between them.

Oh god, it was between them. It was there and he was rubbing just ever so slightly. And, oh, then he squeezed the heavy shape there, he squeezed it, like a man who has no control over anything he does anymore.

And that was when she lost it.

“Ah, god, yes, I’m coming, I’m coming,” she moaned as the pleasure surged. She shook and shuddered, blooming against Abel’s still-working fingers, her thighs seizing around his. All the bliss in the world suddenly hers for thirty long, amazing seconds.

Followed by a kind of bonelessness she’d never experienced. She sagged back against Abel, breathing in long, hard gasps, unable to move when he tried to urge her to, unable to care when he finally laid her back on the couch. She just wanted to bask for a second in all of this lovely pleasure, to really relish all of this, in case they all came to their senses tomorrow.

However, Abel had other ideas.

“Want to finish me off?” he asked.

And he wasn’t talking to her.

She opened her eyes to see him staring straight at Hartford, as if he was challenging him to some kind of fight. Hartford even looked like that was the case—his face was a perfect mixture of trepidation and . . . something else. Something that looked like untrammeled lust, to her. Though, honestly, what did she know?

She was still too drunk from her orgasm to assess anything correctly.

All she could really do was lie there and watch, most of her sure Hartford would never agree. He had already been pushed out of his comfort zone. He couldn’t go any further.

Yet somehow he did.

He stood, and he did it so abruptly it shoved her heart into her mouth. Suddenly she was as alert as she’d ever been, and not just because of the shock. There was also the shiver that went through her, to see Hartford like this. The warm flood of arousal, just as thick as it had felt when they first started.

Then Hartford knelt, and the flood became a tsunami. Her heart was now pounding in her teeth. She couldn’t think. She couldn’t move. She wanted to ask over and over, “Are you really going to?” Only she didn’t have to ask.

He was doing it.

All Abel had to do was rub the head of his bare cock over those stern lips, and they parted. They took him in as if they’d been doing this forever—though she was sure that couldn’t be true. Or at least, she was sure until he actually started working Abel’s cock. Slowly at first, oh so slowly. But then, after a minute, slowly didn’t seem to be enough. He took that heavy length a little faster, a little more eagerly, until finally she realized.

He hadn’t been wary when he started this.

He had been savoring it, obviously.

Savoring that salt-sweet taste, and the solid feel of Abel on his tongue. Relishing the sounds Abel made—the sighs and the gasps and the moans. And once Hartford had them, once they were ringing in his ears, he clearly couldn’t contain himself any longer. He had stopped being content with a deliberate, sensuous sort of approach. Now he wanted to devour Abel, it seemed.

And that impression only got clearer, the longer this went on for.

His eyes had closed; his mouth suddenly looked so messy. He was practically drooling all over that thick shaft—and oh god, the sounds that were coming out of him. She thought it was Abel at first, moaning like that. But it wasn’t. Abel had his teeth sunk deep into his lower lip, head back, little more than hissed sighs coming out of him now.

No, it was Hartford who supplied the soundtrack.

Hartford who grunted when Abel lifted his hips.

Hartford who urged him on with thick, delirious groans of pleasure.

By the time Abel put a hand in his hair, Hartford had become a completely different person. He had become the kind of person she was when she had sex. He was outside himself and unable to control even the smallest of his reactions. He had a hand between his own legs now, rubbing and rubbing. His other one was currently fisting the shirt Abel still had on into a tight ball.

Though, insanely, all of this was nothing compared to what he did when Abel spoke.

“Look how much you love that,” Abel gasped out. “Look how much you love me fucking your face.”

And then Hartford just seemed to lose it. He started yanking at his slacks in a desperate attempt to get at himself—and that wasn’t even the most shocking thing he did. There was also the words he pulled away to say in reply, breathless and garbled and completely uncaring. “Yes, go on, yes, do it,” he groaned.

At which point Amy simply had to do something, too. She couldn’t just lie there watching anymore. It was too much. It was too exciting.

In fact, it was so exciting she felt as if she’d hardly had an orgasm at all. It seemed insane that she’d had two when this ache was thrumming through her and every inch of her just needed to fuck. Usually it took her a while to get from zero to here, but god it was different now. All she could think of was pushing a hand into that short, fine hair, and forcing him onto Abel’s cock, until he choked.

Like the way Abel was doing now.

He had a fistful of Hartford’s hair, and every now and then he would urge him down, down all the way, until Hartford made the most electrifying sound. It was somewhere between a sob of protest and a moan of pleasure, and it damn near did her in. It made her reach for him—though a little hesitantly, maybe.

But luckily, Abel was there to help her.

He took hold of her hand, the way he typically did when they went on long walks. And then he threaded her fingers through Hartford’s hair. He gazed at her, with all the heat and adoration she could probably want—though it was his words that really thrilled. It was always his words, whispered against her lips about a second before he kissed her.

“Oh yeah, that’s it, honey,” he said. “Use his mouth to make me come.”

So she did. She set the pace, with her hand on the back of Hartford’s head. She made him go faster, suck harder; she made him take the whole length of Abel’s straining cock. And she did it all as Abel slid his mouth over hers. As their tongues tangled and breathless words slipped between them, urgent and full of affection and warmth.

It was as if it was just them for a moment.

Though it surprised her how it felt when she remembered it wasn’t.

“Ah, god, I’m coming,” Abel gasped, but there was no sense of something shifting. There was no change in the temperature of her feelings, nor wondering if Hartford really belonged. Instead, the warmth intensified. She found herself lacing her fingers through Hartford’s, just as Abel’s head went back. Just as he grunted thickly and bucked his hips, that gorgeous cock of his jerking and swelling in Hartford’s mouth.

In Tom’s mouth, she thought.

And that seemed right.

All of this did, really. It was like it had happened a thousand times before, without any of them knowing it. Every time Hartford had asked her to pass her a pen, he’d really been saying I want you. And when he made Abel wait, it was only to stress how deep his desire ran.

So deep, she thought, they would never get out of it.

So deep, in fact, that she didn’t want to.

Chapter Five

She thought Hartford would be different in the aftermath. Stiffer and meaner, out of a sense of misplaced humiliation. It was the reason she approached their next meeting with trepidation, half of her wondering if she should just turn around and go home. It had been a mistake to take the position he had offered her. It was a mistake to agree to come to Hartford’s penthouse, to discuss various proposals that he apparently had in mind.

Though thinking that it was mistake relied entirely on those proposals being business ones. When she got there and realized they weren’t, any misgivings went completely out the window.

“So glad you could join us, Ms. Elliot,” Hartford said, as if everything were totally normal. Even though he had to pull away from the kiss he was giving Abel to do it.

His mouth was still glistening from it, when he addressed her.

His lips were still red, as if they’d been doing it for a while.

And even more arresting: they were both hard.

She could see the shape of their stiff cocks through their slacks, as clear as anything. Hartford didn’t even try to hide it—though really, why should he? This was a real thing now. An ongoing liaison, between the three of them. When he called her and Abel to his home, he didn’t mean to discuss company matters. He meant for this. He meant to fuck.

And god she wanted to.

The second she saw them, something inside her shifted.

She was wet before she went over to them. Wet before Hartford clasped the back of her head, and brought her mouth to his. Softly, tenderly—more so than she could ever have dreamed or hoped for. Our first kiss, she thought, so good and sweet it made her whole body fizz. Her nipples tightened a little more, her clit swelled against the confines of her silk panties. All Hartford had to do was run a hand over the front of her skirt and sensation poured through and from that stiff little bud.

And both of them knew it.

How could they not when she moaned like that into Hartford’s mouth? When her body went limp in arms she hadn’t realized were around her? She was practically spreading her legs before Hartford has so much as lifted her skirt, her mouth hot and greedy on his. There was no way they could doubt—and they didn’t.

While Hartford kissed her, Abel started to unbutton and undo. He made short work of her blouse, her skirt, her bra, and once she was completely free, it was Hartford who went to touch her. He lifted a hand to her bare chest with just the slightest hint of hesitation. His eyes flicked to Abel briefly, his breath held just a little.

And then Abel nodded and he closed the gap. He cradled her breast in a way that made her moan. Softly, reverently, as if the feel of her was something incredible. It turned his gaze soft and his breath shaky—but best of all it urged him to do other things. After a second he actually dared to bend his head and lick, soft and sweet enough that it turned her moan into a sob. She almost brought her hands up, to push him into doing more.

But Abel got there before she could.

“A little wetter. A little more firmly,” he said.

And Hartford looked up. He answered in an insanely hoarse and desire-stuffed voice, “Show me. Show me how you touch her.”

So Abel did. His mouth joined Hartford’s at her breasts, sucking at that sharp little point just as she liked it. Then just to top it off, it was Hartford who finished that sweet pull with a swirl of his tongue. Hartford who licked and licked at her, until her clit was an aching bead between her legs and her legs could barely hold her up.

They were trembling already. Every part of her was trembling already.

And it only got worse from there.

Now they were doing it together, mouths so messy and slick that she couldn’t quite tell where one began and the other ended. She couldn’t even tell if they were kissing her or kissing each other. But that just made it sweeter. Hotter. Harder to take.

She was moaning now, almost constantly.

And her hands had taken on a mind of their own. One of them was somehow in Abel’s hair, and the other, oh god, the other was doing something very bad indeed. She didn’t know how she’d started doing it, or what gave her the daring. But it was happening.

She was touching that shape between Hartford’s legs.

More than touching, really.

She was pretty much fondling him. Stroking him. Making him groan. God, when she made him groan! It set her alight just knowing that she could do that to a man like him. All of his restraint was gone, all of his aloofness had disappeared, and she was responsible.

Or at least, partly responsible.

“Here, here, come taste this sweet pussy,” Abel said, and Hartford just about lost his mind. He was on his knees before she could get out her groan of eagerness, hands fumbling to help Abel with her panties. She barely had time to part her legs a little wider, and his mouth was on her. Rubbing into her slick slit, tongue stroking quick and firm through her folds. One hand already on her ass so he could pull her closer.

And then, oh yes, the flat of that tongue working over her clit.

Not softly, not hesitantly—firm and fast, back and forth and back and forth until she was gasping. Bursting. Until she started creaming all over that perfect, chiseled face, unable to stop and unable to care.

She wanted him to be a mess. Just the thought of it sent her spiraling. It made her jerk and push herself against his working mouth, one hand going to the back of his head so she could make it worse. And Abel only encouraged her.

“Oh yeah, cover him in your come,” he purred into her ear. “Make him taste you, make him feel it all over him, my little slut.”

It barely took her another thirty seconds to obey.

Hartford found the underside of her clit with his tongue, and that was it. Great wrenching spasms of pleasure burst through her, hard enough that she actually couldn’t stay on her feet. She couldn’t even keep contact with his mouth—though it didn’t matter. She was still shuddering and groaning when she sank to the floor. Her orgasm just kept on and on until she was boneless, mindless, and unable to do anything but lie there.

Though that didn’t stop either of them.

They joined her almost immediately, like starving men falling on a feast. Mouths fell on every too-sensitive part of her, hands explored every groove and swell. One of them was at her breast as the other found her swollen pussy, licking and kissing when she could take it, whispering words against her skin when she couldn’t.

“She’s more beautiful than I could have possibly imagined,” Tom said while Abel moaned over the way she gave themselves to them, the way her legs parted without a word, how she accepted their love like it wasn’t a strange thing at all.

Though the truth was, it never felt strange.

Not even to Hartford—to Tom—who seemed to have forgotten every reservation he might have once expressed. In fact, it was him who divested himself of his clothes first. And he didn’t stop to fold them, or check that they weren’t about to get dirty. He just tossed them over his shoulder, and once they were gone he didn’t hesitate.

He pressed his bare body to hers, as if he’d been waiting years to feel her against him. Hell, maybe he had. Maybe this was all he had ever thought about, during every meeting: his skin pressed to her skin. Her breasts against his chest. Her arms around him.

Abel’s hand on his surprisingly heavy and deliciously curved cock, rolling on the condom so he could take her.

Though she didn’t think he’d really do it just like that. She imagined Hartford asking for further permission, from both of them. Something like Is it okay if I do this now? in deference to the fact that they were two and he was still one. But when it came to it, he barely said a word. He just let Abel guide him into her wet and waiting pussy, as if he knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that they weren’t two and one at all.

They were a perfect three, moving together in harmony.

When Tom held back—stopping short of a harder thrust or a more intimate touch—Abel urged him on. She urged him on, at first with soft words of pleasure and encouragement, and then with her hands. She wanted to feel the smooth sinewy lines of his body—so different from the heavy, hard solidity of Abel’s, and yet just as gorgeous in its own way. He had great knots of bone for shoulders instead of muscular curves, and a high and tight ass rather than one that filled her hands.

But all of it was good. All of it made her shiver and moan, her hands constantly searching for more. And not just of him. More of this, too. She needed him deeper, she needed him faster—and she wasn’t the only one who knew it.

Abel did, too.

It was Abel who eventually pushed Tom into going harder, though Amy couldn’t quite tell how he’d done it. All she knew for sure was Tom above her, suddenly rutting into her far more wildly. His hips were practically churning, that curve to his cock hitting just the right places over and over and over until she was almost sobbing because of it.

She was going to come again, and soon.

Though it wasn’t the feel of him fucking her that did it.

It wasn’t even his expression: Utterly lost to pleasure, eyes closed and lips parted, cheeks flushed with pleasure so extreme he couldn’t even stop himself moaning.

No, it was Abel that really sent her there.

Or more specifically, it was what Abel had done to get Tom to give in.

He was licking between the cheeks of Tom’s ass.

And not just licking, either.

He was using his fingers.

He was . . . she suspected he had actually penetrated Tom, in between licks and hot presses of his mouth. And it was this that sent her over. It was the sight of Abel over Tom’s shoulder, bending to lick and suck and then using that wetness to ease the way. All the muscles in his arm tensed as he fucked into Tom with his fingers—so insistently, so firmly that she couldn’t have held onto her orgasm if she had tried.

And she didn’t want to try.

She just gave into that surge of pleasure, body stuttering beneath Tom’s, back arching to chase it. Every moan was louder than she had ever let herself be—though of course it didn’t matter. Abel grinned at the sound of it, and Tom . . .

Oh, Tom.

He looked like he’d never heard anything so glorious. His gaze was actually full of something like wonder, of the kind she’d always longed to get from him. It was higher praise than he’d ever been previously able to offer. It was better than anything she could have ever imagined herself getting from him.

The only catch was this:

He still hadn’t come.

And she wasn’t entirely sure he could. Something was still holding him back, quite clearly. Not from giving her pleasure—or from giving it to Abel.

No, it was taking it for himself that was the issue.

Once she was done he couldn’t seem to move, and when he did, he didn’t do it in a way that gave him anything.

He didn’t push back against Abel’s still working fingers.

Or stroke into her with singular purpose.

He was stymied. Blocked, like before.

So really, it was up to her.

“Fuck him,” she said without even thinking about it. And once she gave some thought to it, no part of her protested. She wanted Abel to take him, just as Tom took her. She wanted it for all of them—not just so Tom could get to wherever he needed to be.

Though, god, his reaction when she said the words aloud.

His breath hitched. His eyes stuttered closed.

He couldn’t even stop himself groaning out, “Yes. Now.”

Then: “Fuck. Do it.”

The words just spilled out of him, as harsh and commanding as an order to sit up straighter, say things more clearly, or be more professional. And Abel didn’t need to be told twice. In fact, he already had everything ready to do just that, as if he’d been waiting for the word and now could finally use the lube he’d brought from somewhere and the condom he’d already rolled over his cock.

All it took was a feverish slicking of himself and that already-prepared hole, and he was there. He was sliding into the man above her in a way that made all three of them shudder and groan. Abel, most likely because of the clench of that tight muscle around his cock—or maybe the surrender of it, from so uptight a man. Tom, from the feel of something that solid spreading him, she suspected.

And her, because of all of the above.

Just watching them was its own bliss.

She didn’t even need the heavier press of Tom’s cock in her pussy, or the incredibly intensified jolt of each thrust. It was the expression on Abel’s face that got her going. The way his eyes locked with hers over Tom’s shoulder, hazy with desire and delirious with pleasure. It was Tom himself, and the wavery sighs and groans he let out.

Not to mention the words.

God, the words he came out with.

“Fuck me harder,” he said after a second. “Make me feel it.”

And Abel did. He pounded into the man beneath him, until his skin was glossed with perspiration and his breath was coming in short gasps. He thrust until Tom was shaking so hard his teeth were rattling and his arms could barely hold him up. She could see him slipping. Soon the pair of them was going to crush her.

But if they did she was going to die happy.

A third orgasm was welling up inside her, and this one promised to be the most intense yet. It uncoiled slowly in the pit of her stomach, spurred on by every thrust and groan and sigh. By the smell of them both, musky and sex-soaked, but still sharp with the delicious cologne both of them favored. And by their expressions, slack with lust and the seven thousand sensations that had to be pouring through them.

In fact, she knew they were pouring through them, because just as her own climax crested, so did Tom’s. In fact, her stuttering, shaking body and her choked moans seemed to trigger it in a way she didn’t know was possible from someone like him. He cursed—something she had never known him do—and then seemed to go rigid all over, as if his orgasm had seized hold of him and squeezed tight enough to steal his breath. It turned him the color of ripe tomatoes as he strained through the intensity of his pleasure.

And it didn’t let go easily.

Tom was still shuddering with it a minute later when Abel gave a hoarse cry and almost fell forward on top of them both. In fact, it only seemed to push him higher. For a long moment it was both of them over her, grunting and gasping and taking their pleasure, hips bucking and cocks swelling and spurting.

Until finally, finally, it was over.

Abel rolled away first, sprawling on his back to her right. Then slowly, almost awkwardly, Tom slid over to her left. Both of them breathing hard, both of them looking as dazed as she felt, both of them quiet for a long, long time.

She suspected it was an hour before anyone spoke.

It might even have been twice that. It was hard to say while drifting in a Bermuda Triangle of total bliss. Her pussy was still pulsing faintly and her muscles were still twitching and trembling. She tried to think of something to say, and nothing came. Every thought in her head had flown out and was replaced by delicious, dark delight.

It was an issue that didn’t seem to be coming to an end any time soon.

When Abel finally spoke, it wasn’t to dampen down what she was feeling. What all of them were most likely feeling in that aftermath.

No, it was to push things higher, further.

“So,” he said. “When can we do that again?”

Chapter Six

It was strange, to work with him after that. Different, in all kinds of ways. He didn’t enforce so many of the rules anymore—but it was more than just that. Sometimes he seemed almost awkward around her, as if the sexual component of their relationship had poked a thousand holes in him. Now he didn’t quite know how to be or what to do without jostling that delicate arrangement. Or rubbing up against it while they were in a meeting with clients or discussing some proposal or at lunch with someone important.

His knee would brush hers during a presentation or an interview, and something would happen when it did. A kind of frisson usually passed between them, in a way that always filled her with joy.

But she didn’t know if it did the same for him.

Sometimes it seemed like an inconvenience.

A line between business and pleasure that had become too blurred.

And though it should have been a comfort when he pushed her into his private bathroom and took her hard against the sinks, it wasn’t. It felt more like something he had to do, so he could carry on functioning. Not something he wanted, or desired. Not pleasure, for pleasure’s sake. She wasn’t even sure if he was the kind of man who could feel pleasure for pleasure’s sake, and she didn’t get surer as things progressed.

When he told Abel that he had fucked her from behind during work hours, there was no delight in his voice. He moaned over Abel’s reply—Did you leave your come inside that sweet pussy for me to lick away?—but that seemed more like something he simply couldn’t help. Abel said a dirty thing, and he reacted.

Tom stroked his cock as Abel tasted the come that still lingered between her legs. He even slid over to her as she bucked and gasped, and urged her to suck him as Abel licked and kissed her to climax.

Yet still, she couldn’t tell how he really felt about all of this.

Beyond hair-trigger lust, what drove him?

With Abel it was easy. He said he loved her like it took barely any effort at all. Once or twice she had even heard him say it to Tom. And true, it had happened as Tom fucked his ass and she sucked his cock, but it had held true in the light of day, too. Both of you, I do, he had said, as they lay tangled up in each other on Tom’s bed.

And that almost made things good enough.

But not quite. Not until she knew for sure how Tom felt.

What if it’s hurting him in some way? she found herself thinking. What if it’s too much of a rule break for him to stand? She even tried, on a number of occasions, when he seemed the most open to talking about it.

“Are you okay with this?” she asked, as he lay beside her in the early light of dawn. And in return he always nodded and kissed her.

He said yes.

It was just that she couldn’t quite trust his word.

He was an unreliable narrator in his own life, wanting her without whispering a word, unable to act until someone else pointed out that he could.

So she had to come at things another way.

And she had a good idea how to do just that.

* * *

It was on the way to the airport that she decided it was best to ask Abel. Partly because they were alone together in the quiet calm of his chauffeur-driven car with no time for any of the usual passion to get in the way. But mostly because he was going away for a week, and she simply couldn’t wait that long for answer.

She needed to know now. The question was important.

Yet she had to look away when she asked.

Out of the window, at nothing in particular.

“Do you think he’s happy?”

“Who is happy? Tom?”

“Yeah. Tom.”

The name felt less odd on her tongue, now.

But she still savored it. Reveled in it.

She hoped that it meant something, that she used it now.

“Well, I suppose that depends on what you mean by happy,” he said, lightly enough that she shouldn’t have felt suddenly tense. But she did. And not even the rest of his words could soothe her, not completely. “He spent all day yesterday furious that Robert Brisdon backed out of the Lederman deal. In fact, he was so busy pounding his desk and stalking around and looking at everyone with ice-dagger eyes that I had to remind him he hadn’t eaten dinner. And then he ate it, angrily.”

“Oh, I hate it when he eats angrily.”

“It sounds like he’s grinding nails between his teeth.”

“Exactly. It makes me cringe all over. I had to stop him when he did it at that lunch meeting with the guys from that trumped-up little IT company.”

Abel laughed, clearly remembering. “Oh, the ones who wear sandals and only like authentic things?”

“Yep, the very same. God he hates them.”

“He hates everyone. Except me and you.”

Now she looked at him, as directly as she could. Mostly so he couldn’t leverage his way out of things in that effortlessly charming way of his. The other day she had tried to talk him into getting out of bed so they could work on a proposal together, and they somehow wound up fucking until four in the afternoon instead.

She didn’t even know how.

He just had a gift—that she now had to circumvent.

“But does he though?” she asked.

“Does he what?”

“Hate everyone except me and you. Sometimes I think maybe he hates us, too.”

“He didn’t seem to hate you last night, when you put your finger—”

She covered her face with one hand, as an image of that very thing flashed behind her eyes. He had shuddered when she’d done it. And then Abel had said curl your finger, and the shudder had become something else—something desperate. Something that almost made her believe he loved this as much as they did.

“Oh Christ, don’t make me think about that right now,” she moaned.

Though she suspected it was already too late.

Abel was looking at her in that heated way now.

There were still twenty minutes before they would arrive at the airport.

I’ve played this all wrong, she thought.

But then to her surprise, he answered.

“Sounds more like you’re troubled by the things we do.”

“That wasn’t troubled and you know it, you absolute nightmare.”

“Hey—you’re the one who accosted me in the elevator the other day.”

“I was just thinking of our first meeting. The memory made me do it.”

“Wanted me to fuck your ass then, did you?”

She flushed from her collarbone to the roots of her hair—and this time it wasn’t just the remembering that did it. She could still feel him there, trying to work his way in. Still hear him saying: That’s it baby, open up for me just like he does.

But she did her best to shake it off.

She gave him an exasperated look and said, “We were talking about Tom.”

“Ah yes, Tom and how troubled he is.”

“I didn’t say he was troubled.”

He gave her a pointed look. “But that’s what you meant.”

“Yeah, okay. Maybe I did a little bit.”

“Even though he asked for two meetings a week, instead of one?”

“That would probably mean more if he didn’t call our dates meetings.”

“He calls all his dates meetings.”

“So he has other ones, with other people?”

Abel laughed at that. And it was obvious why.

She could hardly stop herself frowning, or leaning forward.

“You’re jealous,” he said.

He had a point.

“Of course I’m jealous. I like him.”

“You love him. You love him as much as you love me.”

“You think I’m going to deny that? Because I’m not. I do. I just don’t know if he loves us, too. Sometimes he seems so . . . disturbed by the whole thing. And I can’t exactly blame him. He could barely kiss a woman in public before three months ago, and now he’s in . . . he’s in a . . . polyamorous relationship.”

“Is that what you call what we do?”

“It’s what I call what we have.”

“Nice correction.”

“Thank you.”

His expression softened. More than that in fact. He crossed the distance between their seats, took her hand, and kissed her.

She could never have doubted what Abel wanted.

He wanted the three of them, together, in this crazy thing.

But that still left one question in her mind.

“So?” she asked when he pulled away.

“So what?

“Is he okay with that? Can a man like Hartford ever be okay with that?”

“Oh my darling, my darling, Amy,” he said. “The whole thing was his idea.”
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