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Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      “Why on earth do you need a bucket list?”

      Beth’s best friend, Ansley King, was nothing if not forthright.

      “I mean it’s not like you’re dying, or anything… you’re not dying, are you, Bethy? Is there something you haven’t told me?”

      Beth shook her head. “Of course not,” she scoffed. “But I’m about to turn thirty years old and I might as well be sixty. Nothing exciting happens in my life. I have the most boring job imaginable…”

      “I thought you said accounting was a decent job to be in?” Ansley interrupted. As an heiress to a fortune, worrying about a decent paid job wasn’t something that was high on the list of things Ansley needed to know. In stark contrast to the dull, day to day stuff that occupied Beth’s time, for Ansley it was all ‘what was this seasons designer color, where were the most up and coming holiday destinations, and who were the people to be seen with’.

      Not that Ansley was fickle by any means. She cared deeply about a lot of things, did a massive amount of fundraising, and championed the underdog. She’d simply never had to concern herself with the more humdrum things in life. Like having a job that paid the rent and still provided enough to treat yourself to a Chinese takeaway at the end of the week.

      Beth sighed. “It is, but I do sums or stare at figures all day. It’s not exactly scintillating,” she replied. “Believe me, there’s nothing glamorous about accounts. It’s geeky and uncool and pretty damn boring.”

      Ansley tipped her head to one side and looked at Beth through narrowed eyes. “Okay, so what’s on this list of yours then?”

      Beth looked from her friend to the sheet of paper in front of her, but before she could reply, Ansley had whisked it away and was reading from it as she marched across the room.

      “‘Swim with dolphins.’ Do you really want to do that or is it just one of those things everyone thinks should be added to this kind of list?” she asked, looking at Beth over her shoulder.

      Beth got up out of her chair and tried to swipe the paper back, but Ansley held it up out of her reach and carried on reading. “Lose sixty pounds.”

      She stopped walking and whirled around to look at Beth with a scowl. “You can’t put that on your bucket list!” she exclaimed in genuine horror, her expression one of comical disbelief.

      “Why not?” Beth asked, defensively. “It’s my list.”

      “Because bucket lists are supposed to be made up of fun things; dreams.”

      “I’d say that qualifies as a dream,” Beth muttered under her breath.  Her curves had curves, her boobs were way more than a handful, or even two, and if she sat on someone, there was a good chance her ass would probably be considered a lethal weapon.

      Ansley just glared at her before going back to the handwritten list.

      “A menage?” she queried, throwing Beth a ‘look.’ “I take it we’re not talking horse riding here.”

      Beth rolled her eyes. “That’s a manège, it’s spelled differently.”

      “Which one?” Ansley deadpanned, arching an elegant brow.

      Beth opened her mouth to reply but her friend raised a hand. “No, don’t say it. Since I know damn well you can’t ride a horse, we’ll stick with the threesome or more-some,” she finished with a wicked chuckle. “So, you want to experience the delights of extra totty all at once, eh? Now that’s the kind of bucket list item I can get behind.”

      Beth made a rude snorting noise, then stuffed her hand over her mouth.

      “What?” Ansley demanded, cocking her hip, and jamming a beautifully manicured hand on it.

      “You’re a virgin, Ansley. One man’s never managed to get into your panties, never mind three!”

      “Ah, so it’s three you want, is it? One for each hole,” her friend cackled, wiggling her eyebrows, and Beth felt her cheeks color.

      “Oh my God! It is, isn’t it,” Ansley crowed when she saw Beth’s reaction before doubling over in laughter.

      “Give that here!” Beth swiped the paper out of Ansley’s hand, crumpling it at the same time. “You’re right, okay. It’s a stupid idea. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

      Ansley raised one, delicate eyebrow. “Well, by all accounts you were thinking about getting plowed from all directions at once,” she snickered.

      Beth shook her head and tossed the ball of paper into the waste bin.

      Ansley was irreverent, impetuous, and outrageous.

      Everything Beth wasn’t.

      It was one of the reasons they were friends; so she could live her life vicariously through her best girl’s antics.

      But for once in her life, it would be nice to live a little. With her thirtieth birthday looming, Beth was feeling that sentiment acutely.

      Ansley was right about one thing, though; they were all just dreams. She’d never do any of them, and that likely included losing the sixty pounds of extra padding she carried.

      And there was no way she was playing out that kind of polyamorous scenario on her doorstep. She needed her job, and her employers were not the type of people who would tolerate such behavior if it ever leaked out, so that meant traveling to live out those particular fantasies and that wasn’t an expense she could afford very often. Especially not the decent kinds of establishment that she was willing to trust that kind of scene to.

      If you gave up the weekly takeout you could start losing the sixty pounds and save some money for the trip at the same time, the obnoxious side of her self-esteem whispered. Fuck that mouthy bitch, Beth thought, shoving the hurtful words away. Her self-confidence was hard won, there was no way she was losing sight of her self-worth again.

      Been there. Done that. Got the tee-shirt.

      And the damned counseling bill!

      Beth sucked in a breath and blew it out in a slow, audible sigh to re-center herself.

      Then she mentally stuffed her dreams back into a corner of her mind where they could gather a few more cobwebs.
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Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      “Happy Birthday!”

      Ansley’s high-pitched squeal of excitement was considerably more enthusiastic than Beth was herself. It was also decidedly out of place for the classy, upmarket restaurant she’d just walked into. Still, while the other patrons might look down their noses at her friend’s cheerful outburst, the staff just looked on in tolerant amusement. Ansley was pretty infectious. She also had very deep pockets.

      Beth hadn’t really wanted to come, but this was Ansley’s birthday treat, so it would have been rude to turn her down, even if she would rather sweep this particular birthday under the carpet.

      The big three-oh. Thirty. What was there to celebrate apart from getting older?

      What did she have to show for all those years?

      She had a decent job, but it was nothing special. She had a decent apartment, in a decent neighborhood, with decent furniture; again, nothing special. It was all just…okay.

      And she worked her ass off for it. She was all too aware that everything could change in the blink of an eye. She was a tiny cog in a huge machine. If she got sick or sloppy, she was easily replaceable. If that happened or the company she worked for decided to downsize and she was made redundant, everything she currently had, everything she’d worked for - continued to work for - would be gone. Her work situation wasn’t so lucrative that she’d managed to save very much. Living in New York City was damned expensive, although what she had was in good, solid investments for her future.

      But sometimes - at times like these - she couldn’t help wondering what that future might hold. Was this all there was ever going to be in her life?

      Her job held no real upward prospects now that she’d made accounts supervisor and been allocated a minuscule office, instead of an impersonal cubby. She had no romantic interest in her life. The clock was ticking on her chance to have children. That door hadn’t quite closed… yet. But without a man in her life, it was a moot point anyway.

      Most of the time she just felt like she was treading water.

      Not that she wasn’t grateful for what she did have; she just couldn’t help but wonder if there wasn’t something more.

      She struggled just to find the time and the money to visit her favorite BDSM club three or four times a year; her one indulgence and a closely guarded secret. She travelled out of state for the brief visits, so she didn’t bump into anyone she knew, and she kept her activities strictly non-sexual. As much as she’d like to indulge a little more than she did, a little bondage and impact play was all she’d allow so close to home.

      And it seemed like every birthday which came around brought a bigger reminder of all those things.

      Ansley wasn’t going to allow Beth to brood for long though. She’d pulled out all the stops.

      “Champagne?” The posh waiter in his penguin suit offered it as soon as he’d shown her to her seat and held the chair for her. But it wasn’t really a question since he was already pouring.

      She glanced at the label. It was a brand which cost more, per bottle, than Beth earned for an entire day of work and even though Beth wasn’t feeling it, it would be churlish to refuse.

      Ansley had wanted to throw a party for her, but Beth had already nixed that idea, pointing out it would still just be the two of them, and maybe her parents, since her work environment wasn’t one that encouraged fraternity. Preferring to keep their staff on their toes by pitting them against each other didn’t make for workplace friendships and if anyone did make that kind of overture it was generally met with suspicion and the kind of thoughts that led you to wonder exactly when you were going to get thrown under the bus.

      There was Lisa, the two of them were cordial, but not so close as to give and receive any kind of invitation.

      And although she loved her parents dearly, and didn’t see them nearly often enough, she’d already endured her mother bemoaning Beth’s single status and lack of children, which essentially just poured salt on her wounds. Especially hot on the tail of the news that her brother, two years her junior, was about to indulge their parents with their fifth grandchild. A reminder that her older sister already had three children by the time she was Beth’s age.

      You’d think with her siblings having provided so many, she’d be off the hook. But apparently it just shone a light on her single, childless status.

      Like she needed the reminder.

      Ansley raised her champagne flute as soon as the waiter finished pouring and fluttered her hand in a ‘come along’ motion for Beth to do the same.

      Then, much to Beth’s dismay, she stood up and announced her advancing years to the entire clientele.

      “Happy thirtieth birthday, Bethy. I hope this is the year when all your dreams come true.”

      Right now, the only thing Beth was dreaming about was the chance that the floor would open up and swallow her, as everyone looked her way. And while there were a few indulgent smiles and nods, there were just as many cross looks and a little bit of tut-tutting, which her friend seemed to be oblivious to. Especially when, the next moment, an adjoining door opened and three scantily clad hunks, with well-oiled muscles, came strutting and hip thrusting towards her singing ‘happy birthday.’

      This was so not the place.

      It was probably a good job that none of the people she worked with could afford to frequent this establishment because this was the type of spectacle which would, without a doubt, lead to her getting a disciplinary and maybe even losing her job for ‘bringing the image of the company into disrepute.’

      Beth’s eyes widened as the three of them surrounded her, still with the hip thrusting which was now dangerously close to her face, and she tried not to look at how the other patrons were reacting to the kind of show that would be more suited to a bar or a nightclub. Though Ansley had undoubtedly paid a premium to get the restaurant to agree to this, she could be kind of impetuous and often didn’t think things through before she did them.

      Right now felt like one of those times.

      Finally, they finished singing and two of the guys took a knee on either side of her, while the third loomed over the back of her chair.

      In any other scenario, Beth might have thought she’d died and gone to heaven and would certainly have made the most of the situation. But a snooty, upper-class restaurant where they all stuck out like a sore thumb was not the place to be doing that.

      As soon as the thought crossed her mind, another, far more disturbing one replaced it. Oh god! They weren’t those ‘stripper with benefits’ type of guys, were they? Ansley had seen her bucket list and Beth wouldn’t put it past her to pull that kind of stunt.

      She would legitimately die of humiliation if her friend tried something like that here, of all places, though.

      Her cheeks were flaming, and Beth didn’t know where to rest her eyes. Her fingers tightened around the delicate stem of the champagne flute, and she downed the crisp bubbly in a couple of gulps.

      One of the guys reached down his pants and Beth thought she might fall off the chair. Surely he wasn’t going to…

      Would it be bad taste - worse taste - to pick up the champagne and just swig it from the bottle?

      She breathed a sigh of relief when all he did was pluck out a small, red envelope and present it to her with a flourish.

      She thanked him effusively, overcome with relief, that his clothes had stayed on. What few of them there were. And the very fact that she was thinking that and not dancing on the table encouraging him to get naked, just highlighted how boring her life had become.

      Or more likely it was simply the environment. Nevertheless, she breathed a bit easier when they got to their feet, bent to kiss her - on the cheek - and retraced their steps back out again without an ounce of discomfort at the disapproving looks that were cast their way.

      Easy for them since they were leaving.

      Beth had yet to order. She had to tolerate this crowd for at least another hour.

      “Open it then!” Ansley’s voice snapped Beth out of her dismay and preoccupation with the other diners and she was glad of the distraction.

      Ansley was almost bouncing on her seat. Beth expected her to start clapping at any moment, she was so excited. It made her wary of what was coming next.

      With a sigh, Beth picked up a knife from her place setting and slipped it under the seal, slicing it open carefully.

      Fishing inside the envelope she pulled out several pieces of paper. The first one that caught her eye was an elegant antique gold colored ticket. She glanced at that first, trying to make sense of the gift while across the table from her Ansley looked like she was going to explode.

      All access pass to Iniquity.

      Well, that made her none the wiser. What was this place? Some kind of club?

      She put the ticket down on the table and checked out another ticket. First class flights to the Caribbean. What the heck?

      Her mouth opened on a small gasp. “What is this Ansley?” she asked.

      “Open the final part!” Ansley exclaimed in a very unrestrained whisper.

      Beth did as she was told, a slight tremor in her fingers as she unfolded the heavy piece of quality paper.

      Scanning the contents, she slapped her hand over her mouth in disbelief and her eyes grew wide before she slowly raised them to look at her friend.

      “Do you like it?” Ansley screeched, and this time Beth was so shocked that not even the low muttering of the other diners as they turned to look their way - again - fazed her.

      “I… I,” Beth stuttered. “I don’t know what to say. This is…”

      Apparently saying anything was unnecessary.

      “I knew you’d love it!” Ansley trilled. “As soon as my good friend, Saul Stephens, mentioned this place I knew it would be perfect, so I went and set everything up for you. Plus, I’ve booked it over Valentine’s Day as I know how blue you always get then, so this will kill two birds with one stone, so to speak. Isn’t it the best gift ever? And now you can cross something off your bucket list.”

      Ansley talked nineteen to the dozen and Beth was glad that her friend was filling what might otherwise have been a very awkward silence. Because she really was lost for words, and Beth didn’t want to appear ungrateful.

      Ansley chattered on, while Beth struggled to regain her equilibrium. She grabbed the champagne bottle and refilled her glass without waiting for a waiter to come and do it for her.

      Luckily Ansley took that as a sign that Beth wanted to celebrate and pushed her glass across for a refill too.

      She managed it without spilling any… mostly, though her hand was still shaking.

      Ansley grabbed up her glass and held it aloft and Beth mirrored her because that was about all she was capable of right now.

      “To birthdays and bucket lists,” Ansley toasted. “May you find everything you’re looking for on Elysium.”

      Beth tapped her glass against Ansley’s, the expensive cut crystal ringing in the silence that had fallen between them, and inelegantly tossed back the expensive bubbly.

      Then she took another look at the items spread on the table in front of her and squeezed her eyes shut; opening them again and blinking as if they might be gone.

      But no, they were still there. The flights, the bookings, and the ten-day holiday to the all-inclusive Eden resort on the island of Elysium, complete with access to the kink club, Iniquity, and the pièce de résistance…

      A Valentine’s Day booking arrangement for Beth to live out her wildest fantasy…

      A night of unadulterated passion with not one, not two, but three men; all at the same time.
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Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      First class travel was something else, Beth mused as a porter collected her suitcases while she freshened up in the executive lounge of the VIP section of the airport; a world she never knew existed, but she could certainly get used to. When she returned to the lounge, a hostess approached her immediately and asked her if she’d like a complimentary drink. Checking the time, she ordered a coffee, then settled herself on a plush couch while she waited to be informed that the helicopter taking her to Elysium had completed its refuel and was ready to board.

      So, this was how the other half lived. Well, they certainly knew how to do it in style.

      An hour later she had arrived in the plush island paradise that was Elysium and was escorted off the tarmac and shown to a minibus by a tall, friendly guy who had introduced himself as Mitch, and who immediately made her feel at ease, which was a relief for a solo female traveler. She’d been nervous making this trip alone, but, so far, everyone had been awesome and gone out of their way to make her feel comfortable.

      “So, you’re flying solo, Ms. Cohen?” Mitch asked. He was maybe a couple of years younger than her. She placed him at around twenty-seven, but the sparkle in his eyes was definitely interested without being creepy. It made Beth feel good.

      “Please, call me Beth,” she insisted with a smile. “And yes, this vacation was a birthday gift from a friend.”

      “So, no significant other then?” he asked amiably.

      Was he fishing or just making conversation? Beth found herself hoping it was the former. He was a good-looking guy, over six feet tall with light brown hair that was just starting to curl over his collar. Even more attractive was that his whole personality screamed ‘fun’. She needed some of that in her life.

      “Not right now,” she replied lightly. “I’m young, free, and single, and I’m looking for fun. Well, I might be exaggerating the young part, but the rest is true,” she said with a wry grin.

      Mitch glanced her way, one eyebrow cocked, and immediately his happy-go-lucky persona changed to something that made Beth’s stomach quiver. “Careful sweetie. You talk about yourself that way you’re likely to get a spanking in a place like this.”

      Beth felt her pulse stutter and her face heat, but at the same time a tight bud of happiness started to unfurl and bloom inside those dark places which had been empty for too long.

      She couldn’t help glancing at Mitch’s capable hands and wondering what they might feel like delivering said spanking and suddenly her mind was off down the rabbit hole.

      He had the kind of hands that would take control of a woman, long, sure fingers that would set the skin on fire… and other places.

      She watched the sure way he deftly handled the steering wheel of the ATV with a casual ease, and just knew they’d work a woman’s body with the same assertive skill. She bet he even knew where the clit was!

      “Beth?”

      She started, and realized he’d been speaking to her, and she’d missed everything he’d said because her mind had been in the gutter. She flushed with embarrassment and from the smirk that suddenly sparked in Mitch’s distinctive light brown eyes, she knew he was on to her.

      Thankfully, they pulled up outside the Tartarean hotel before the conversation could go any further, which was probably just as well, because Beth wasn’t sure anything appropriate was going to come out of her mouth right now.

      Meanwhile, Mitch came around to open the door and help her out like the consummate gentleman he was. A thrill raced up her arm at the innocent touch, surely that must be because of the way she’d just been fantasizing, mustn’t it?

      Their eyes caught and held for long seconds before he seemed to remember himself and turned to fetch her luggage.

      “Thank you, I can take those now,” Beth said, flustered, reaching for the handle of her case.

      “I’ll see you to your room,” Mitch told her and despite his fun-loving demeanor, there was a definite ‘no arguments’ tone to his voice which only served to send a shiver down her spine.

      Despite the retorts which rose on her tongue, that she was perfectly capable of doing things for herself, Beth bit them back. She wouldn’t mind seeing a bit more of this young man; best not to come over as too much of a brat, too soon.

      Instead, she smiled sweetly and led the way into the hotel.
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        * * *

      

      Mitch did his best to reel in his tongue as he followed the lovely Beth to her room, but just watching the enticing sway of her ass had him salivating.

      She was what a lot of people would call ‘plus size’, a term he detested; but to him she was sheer perfection.

      In his mind he already had his hands full of that luscious backside, his lascivious thoughts reveling in spanking it. And as for her more than ample breasts, hot damn, if he got started visualizing those, he was going to embarrass himself because they were an honest to God wet dream waiting to happen.

      And she clearly had some seriously minted friends, he realized, since she was opening the door to the Tartarean’s most luxurious penthouse suite. He wondered if that meant she was out of his league. Elysium was a wonderful place but when you rubbed shoulders with the uber wealthy, you soon came to realize that a lot of them viewed the world in a different way. There were a lot of decent people amongst them - like the owners of this resort - but there were plenty of visitors who made sure to let you know you were inferior without actually coming out and saying it. Although some did that too.

      But Beth had been friendly and chatty and didn’t act like she was too good for him, just because he was little more than the island's gofer. That made him like her all the more.

      “Wow!” Beth stopped dead in front of him and Mitch was so busy ogling her butt that he almost collided with the back of her. Whoops!

      “This place is…” She stopped short and just looked around the opulent lounge area with its gilded furnishings and heavy drapes.

      “This place is all yours,” Mitch said, moving past her into the room and heading for the attached bedroom to deliver her luggage.

      Beth trailed behind him and gave another gasp as she took in the sight of the giant four poster bed, deliberately built for those with a polyamorous leaning. He couldn’t help wondering if she had been given this suite intentionally or if she was unaware of the implications.

      “That bed is massive!” she exclaimed, and Mitch couldn’t resist digging a little.

      “Indeed, it is. Specially made and big enough for six people to sleep in… or do other, more interesting things than sleep,” he agreed with a wink.

      Beth ducked her head, but not before he’d seen the becoming shade of pink which stained her cheeks.

      She didn’t comment, but her silence said far more than any words. Looked like little Miss Cohen wasn’t averse to sexy times involving more than one partner. Good to know.

      “If I can be of any assistance to you during your stay, please don’t hesitate to get in touch,” Mitch said as Beth stuck her head around the door to the bathroom. But from the amount of oohing and aahing that was going on, he was pretty sure he’d lost her attention to the sumptuous luxuries of the massive shower and the hot tub that could both comfortably hold four or more people.

      When she turned back to him her eyes were glazed so he held out a business card. “Call if you need anything,” he repeated. “I’m happy to assist.”

      In more ways than one, he thought, trying to get himself under control. Thank goodness he was wearing a baggy, untucked white shirt which hid his boner.

      And thank God he was able to keep his eyes above chest level, although truth be known, that wasn’t so hard, despite her awesome rack. She was the whole package, her face, framed in waves of long black hair, was just as beautiful as her banging body and Mitch really hoped he had the opportunity to taste… all of it.

      Beth looked down at the card and a cute little crinkle appeared between her brows as she scrunched them up.

      “& Co.? “she asked, reading the understated shiny black embossed words on the matt black background with antique copper highlights.

      Mitch shrugged and grinned. “That’s the company me and a couple of buddies are building, but the card has my contact details.”

      Beth narrowed her eyes as she looked at the business card again, then back at him and he knew a frisson of unexpected nerves, though he couldn’t for the life of him think what caused them.

      “It’s a double entendre.” It was a statement, not a question, and the perceptiveness she demonstrated surprised him. Pretty much no one worked that out without an explanation. “So, you’re running an escort agency?” she asked, raising her eyes to his once again.

      Mitch just stared at her, stunned, unable to believe that she’d worked it out. He, Jed, and Sawyer were often told their business name was too ambiguous, but that was kinda the point.

      “We’re…” He had to stop and clear his throat; he was so overcome by her sharp insight. “We specialize in providing carefully matched D/s hook-ups,” Mitch explained, still staring at Beth in awe.

      She nodded. “I guess working here provides you with a lot of contacts while you build your database.”

      And if that wasn’t enough, she surprised him even further. “And is your surname also relevant in the name of your company? The Co in Collins?”

      Mitch couldn’t do anything other than nod like a fool, before he caught himself and attempted to act like a sane adult again.

      “Yes,” he confirmed, his voice sounding strangely strangled. He cleared his throat… again. “It just kind of fit with me and the two friends that are in this with me. Collins, Connolly, and Cole. & Co. A company providing kinky company.”

      Beth gave him a blinding smile that took away what little breath he had left. “Clever,” she replied with a nod.

      Cohen, Mitch grasped one single fact amidst the mire of his suddenly befuddled thoughts. Her name was Beth Cohen. It almost seemed like it was a sign.

      Was it possible to fall in love at first sight?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

        
          
          

          
            



        

      

    

    







Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      Beth was grateful that she had a couple of days to settle in before her big Valentine’s Day escapade. She spent the first day getting her bearings and looking around the resort; finding out everything it had to offer. She chuckled to herself when she saw that one of the excursions they provided was the opportunity to swim with dolphins. She was definitely going to cross that off her bucket list whilst she had the chance.

      In fact, the list of things to do was impressive. She certainly wasn’t going to be bored. There was plenty to occupy her days as well as her nights and she planned to visit Iniquity at the first opportunity to familiarize herself with the club.

      And when Ansley said, ‘all inclusive’, she really did mean all inclusive. Beth had recently discovered that one of the exclusive benefits of being housed in the penthouse suite meant things like the beauty salon and hairdressers, which would normally attract the kind of charges she couldn’t afford, were complimentary. And boy, did she intend to make the most of them.

      Jasmine, the Spa manager, and lead beautician couldn’t do enough to help her. The service was impeccable, regardless, but the mention of the penthouse suite was like waving a magic wand and suddenly all the stops were pulled out. She was a VIP guest, and it was clear that the fully booked appointments system must have slots saved for such people because she was shown to a plush seat in a boutique style lounge area and a flute of Champagne was brought to her on a small silver tray with a napkin.

      “What sort of treatments do you think you’d enjoy?” Jasmine asked as she tapped on her tablet.

      Beth flexed her tight shoulder muscles which always suffered from being hunched over a computer keyboard all day. “A back and shoulder massage would be nice,” she decided. “Maybe a facial or a manicure. What can you fit me in for?”

      “The Spa manager’s fingers flew over the screen. We can fit you in for all of that tomorrow,” she offered, raising her eyes to Beth’s. “Or would you prefer to break the treatments up?”

      Beth tried to stop her mouth from hanging open, but she wasn’t sure she succeeded. “All of them?” she repeated.

      Jasmine nodded. “Well, I’ve put you down for a mani-pedi, rather than a straight manicure if that’s acceptable. Would you like me to put you in for a hair appointment as well?”

      Beth blinked and looked down at the ends of her long dark hair. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d had anything done with it. Living in New York and paying New York prices meant she’d just left it to grow because it was easy to manage and didn’t require a lot of upkeep. She usually just got it trimmed when she visited her parents and wasn’t having to pay the city premium. Even with all the options available to her here at the Eden resort, she didn’t want to commit to anything which would make a lot of expensive aftercare necessary.

      “An entire day of pampering sounds awesome,” she admitted. “And I’d love to add a hair appointment, but perhaps just a trim and style,” she told Jasmine regretfully. She couldn’t afford the expense of dealing with a particular cut or color growing out, no matter how tempting it was to go for a complete makeover.

      The following day, Jasmine administered Beth’s treatments herself.

      “Oh my goodness! That feels so good,” she groaned as the therapist manipulated her shoulder muscles.

      “You hold a lot of tension here,” Jasmine told her as she continued with a firm hand.

      Beth grunted in agreement. “My job.”

      “Not just your job, I think,” the other girl observed. “Or you would have lost some of this strain over the past couple of days on the island. How about I book you in for another session just before you leave, to make sure you’re not knotting up again?”

      “That sounds heavenly,” Beth agreed. She could almost feel the tension seeping out of her while Jasmine worked her magic, but the girl’s words made her realize she was right. It wasn’t just the physical act of sitting at a computer all day. It was the whole challenging friction of the environment where she worked, with probably a bit of her own current dissatisfaction thrown in.

      “So, what’s it like working in a place like this?” she asked.

      It surely must be quite difficult, being away from your friends and family for weeks at a time, Beth thought to herself. Sure, it looked good on the surface, but dig a little deeper and it was probably just as challenging as her own mundane nine to five.

      “It’s awesome!” Jasmine told her and the enthusiasm in her voice said more about the truth of her statement than the words. “My old job, I worked long hours for not much more than minimum wage and I was expected to do overtime at the drop of a hat.” She shook her head and pursed her lips like she was remembering something vaguely unpleasant. “I mean that sort of thing is supposed to be voluntary, right? But let me tell you, us girls learned pretty darn quickly that if you said no, you got thrown all the lousy jobs with all the bitchy customers until you made up for it.” Her sour expression was replaced by a blinding, genuine smile. “Here they put the employee’s first. The management committee knows they need us to run this place smoothly, right down to the gofers. They know it takes a special person to move out here and live on site, away from our families, and they reward us with a great package to compensate for it. This is the best job I’ve ever had, and believe me, I’ve had a few.”

      Okay, so maybe it wasn’t so bad under the surface, but the distance involved…

      “Doesn’t it get to you? Not being able to do normal things like go to the grocery store, or see your family?

      Jasmine shrugged. “Not really. What’s so great about buying groceries anyway? We get everything we could possibly want here, and all of it sourced for us, even if it comes from several different suppliers.”

      She changed angles and started rotating her thumbs down the length of Beth’s spine. “And once you get used to the schedule, it’s almost better than a regular job. We work three weeks on and one off, and during our week off we get free flights to the closest airport to our home. I can tell you now, I actually see more of my family now than I did before because going home is kind of like an event, whereas before it was just a snatched few minutes here and there. I never really appreciated that before I came here.”

      Beth chuckled. Well, that response had caught her out. Now that she really thought about it, it had been far too long since she’d taken the time to actually visit either her parents or her siblings. Who was she to talk about keeping in touch? What did she do with her free time except veg out in front of the TV with a bag of chips? Still, she pushed a bit further, trying to find the drawbacks.

      “Doesn’t it get boring though, being tied to one place?”

      “Lord no!” Jasmine exclaimed. The island is a beautiful place to hang out, but you can still stay in and watch television if you prefer.”

      Really? Did the woman just read her mind?

      “But believe me, you won’t want to. There’s so much to do here and employees have access to all the entertainments that are laid on for the guests. I do so much more here than I ever did back home. Music festivals, concerts, boat trips, water sports. What’s not to love?”

      Beth tried not to snicker at the X-rated image Jasmine’s innocent reference to watersports conjured, but that initial sentiment was quickly followed by a tinge of defeat. She’d wanted to hear how even something that looked like paradise on the surface still had unseen faults and shortcomings and really wasn’t so different from her own lot in life.

      She sighed, a small kernel of jealousy welling up inside her. Not at Jasmine herself, but at her clear love of her job and her circumstances. “It sounds perfect.”

      Jasmine laughed. “Not by any means. The resort has trouble keeping domestic staff just like any menial job.”

      “Really? You just made it sound like it was all roses,” Beth observed. Maybe there was some dirt after all.

      “Well, I guess it is, if you’re the right type of person. But living and working on a remote island isn’t everyone’s cup of tea. Although I guess that’s not really any different from people who don’t like working outside, or at a desk.”

      “I can’t imagine anyone not liking working here from what you’ve told me about it,” Beth admitted. “Even if I was having to clean rooms day in, day out, I think I’d rather do it here with better pay and perks than elsewhere.”

      “Me too,” Jasmine agreed. “But not everyone is prepared for the feeling of homesickness being on an island can bring. You can’t just pop home in the evening or on the weekend.”

      Jasmine finished the massage and Beth sat up while the bed was adjusted to a sitting position ready for her facial.

      “Some people haven’t been able to cope with the tropical heat. Others just haven’t acclimatized to being away from their families or a convenient shopping mall. Often, they don’t realize how those things might affect them until they get here,” Jasmine continued as she got all manner of lotions and potions ready.

      “Hmm, I guess it must be a bit of a culture shock,” Beth said, considering how she might feel about such a thing. Though in truth, she really couldn’t see many downsides. Perhaps she should find out if they had any vacancies in their accounts department. Would she have what it took to live here and work here? It was something to consider. God knew she hated her current situation.

      “And of course, we’re a new resort so I think the staff turnover seems worse than it really is. Once we have a strong team who have settled in properly, that will ease up too.”

      Beth eased back on the couch and Jasmine dropped the leg rest so she could put her feet in a massaging foot bath which relaxed her even more before she started to cleanse her face. “Once I’ve got the face mask on, I’ll start on your manicure. We’ll have you looking and feeling like a million dollars,” the girl told her.

      Well, that would be something, Beth thought ten minutes later as she closed her eyes for the reviving eye masque and was lulled by the silence and soft music since talking was now inhibited by the facemask drying and tightening on her skin.

      At least come the big Valentine weekend event she’d be showcasing the best possible version of herself.
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Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      Beth was feeling good after all the treatments and ready for the next step in her bucket list bonanza. She was supposed to be meeting up with the three guys who were going to be her Valentine menage partners, and she was still fretting about what to wear when the sound of a phone message provided a welcome distraction.

      Welcome for all of about thirty seconds, anyway.

      Some of that feel good factor dissipated when she read the text.

      Unfortunately, due to unforeseen circumstances, your scheduled meet and greet, this evening, cannot go ahead.

      Beth sat heavily on the bed and stared at the phone display. Unforeseen circumstances. She wondered what that meant exactly. Had one of them been taken ill? What about the others? Would they have the opportunity to meet up again before the big night? She wished the message offered a bit more information.

      The four of them were supposed to be having dinner together then taking a tour of the club. The idea was that they got to know each other, discussed their limits and their expectations, before familiarizing themselves with Iniquity. It was one of those things that had put Beth at ease.

      Now her bubble had been burst and she felt herself floundering a little. She would have liked to get a feel for the men she was going to scene with.

      Oh, she knew it wasn’t completely necessary. She’d visited the occasional club, when finances allowed, where she’d scened with complete strangers. But they’d been simple scenes; nothing on this scale. This was a massive thing for her, and she’d wanted to be comfortable about everything before she dived in.

      She sighed. She guessed it couldn’t be helped, but she still found herself a little resentful. It’s not like there was only one guy in this scenario. If something happened to one, surely the others could have still made it?

      She wanted this so much, but she also wanted it to be right. She wanted to be at ease with the men she’d been paired with and wanted there to be proper discussions on how everything would play out, so they were all on the same page.

      Now she found herself wrong footed and anxious as well as a little pissed. Not the most auspicious start.

      Pulling herself together, she decided to put herself out there and have dinner at the Tartarean restaurant that evening, regardless of the change in plan. If she was honest with herself, she’d been avoiding it so far, not wanting to dine alone.

      Okay, so she did anyway, but room service in the comfort of her fancy penthouse suite didn’t seem quite as sad as dining solo in front of a bunch of other guests where everyone could see she was all on her own, like Billy no mates… And where she could see all the happy couples who had everything she wanted but didn’t have.

      Tonight though, despite the recent disappointment, she felt like she could shrug all that off and just be the sexy, confident woman she aspired to be. The one she was most of the time. The one she strived to be because she’d vowed never to go back to the poor little plump girl mindset she used to struggle with.

      Well, that and because she didn’t want to dwell on the fact she’d been stood up because if she did it would sour her feelings towards her menage partners and that would only lead to things getting uncomfortable.

      This meant too much to her to sit alone, brooding about it.

      Mostly, these days, she could define her discontent as being because she was unhappy with her job; because she was staring down the wrong side of her youth; because she would like to settle down and start a family. Not because of her weight. But that didn’t mean the doubts stopped creeping in, or that sometimes, during those long and lonely evenings alone, she didn’t break down and wonder if she didn’t have all those things because of her weight.

      The difference was she knew, deep down inside, that she was excellent at her job, that she was loyal and loveable and passably pretty, and none of those things had anything to do with her figure. She simply hadn’t arrived at the right place in her life yet.

      But she would, and tonight she was going to go out there and behave like she was worth it, because she was! And anyone who didn’t think so - well, that was their problem. They were the one at fault, not her.

      With that in mind, she walked into the restaurant with her head held high and confidence in her step. Like her therapist had always told her. It was fine if you weren’t feeling it all the time. But those times when you weren’t, just fake it until you made it, because it was all about the way you came across. Sure, Beth had a few wobbles, but she knew from experience it was true; confidence was every bit as attractive as being skinny.

      And tonight she didn’t need to fake it. Tonight, after all her pampering, she really did feel gorgeous.

      “Good evening, ma’am. My name is Jed and I’ll be your server tonight. Can I get you a drink while you decide on your order?”

      Wow! The service here was impeccable. Beth had been ushered in and shown to her table immediately. It was a nice table, with a lovely position on the patio overlooking the beach and the sea beyond. She’d been grateful that they hadn’t stuffed her in a corner somewhere since she was a lone diner, as that had often been her experience in the past. And they weren’t behind the curve. The table for one she was shown to had no glaring reminders that she’d been stood up. That would have been awkward.

      She looked up at the handsome young man who had spoken and gave him a happy smile. “Please, call me Beth. Ma’am makes me feel far older than I’d like,” she told him.

      He threw an easy smile back at her, all perfect white teeth and dancing blue eyes. “As you wish, Beth. So how about that drink?”

      Damn he was cute. A couple of years younger than she was, for sure, but still mighty fine to look at with his blond, blue-eyed, classic all-American good looks.

      “Thank you, I’ll have a rhubarb gin with ice, if you have it, please.”

      “Coming right up,” Jed replied, again with that megawatt smile, as he jotted it down on his electronic tablet. No pads and pens for this restaurant.

      He was back before Beth had even read through the appetizers on the menu. She blinked at him in surprise as he set down her drink, garnished with a slice of lemon and a sprig of mint, on a coaster. “That was quick.”

      “The wonders of modern technology,” Jed said with a wink. “As soon as I input your order, someone over at the bar is getting it ready, so all I need to do is pick it up.”

      “And you have enough staff that they’re able to do that straight away without a wait?” she marveled. This was, without a doubt, the best service she’d ever received. She wondered if it was just a case that money talked. She was in the penthouse, after all. They probably had some preconceived ideas about her worth.

      Jed shrugged. “The company doesn't believe in either keeping our patrons waiting or working their employees to the bone.”

      Beth was reminded of her conversation with Jasmine. Maybe she really should see if this place had any vacancies. For real and not just as a throwaway thought.

      Whether it came naturally, or because she was on her own, Jed was an absolute star. He made sure to check on her often and stopped to chat whenever he did so. Certainly far more than he did for those tables with couples or groups. Beth appreciated it. It stopped her from feeling alone and left out.

      “What time does your shift end?” she asked when he brought her dessert. She’d taken her time with her meal, enjoying the night and the atmosphere, rather than rushing through it in an attempt to get back to her room, just because she was on her own. Now the last few diners were making their way on to more interesting entertainment and Beth found she didn’t want the evening to end.

      Jed looked at his watch, then checked out the situation in the dining room. “Officially I’m off at eleven pm,” he told her. “But in reality, I finish when the last guest leaves. Sometimes that’s later, but tonight it looks like it will be earlier.”

      Beth plucked up her courage for what she was about to do, mentally preparing to be shot down. “Perhaps I could buy you a drink when you’re done?” she asked, trying to add the necessary nonchalance to her voice. “You’ve been really attentive this evening and it’s stopped me feeling like the only lone diner.”

      “It’s all part of the service, Beth.”

      The words might have been delivered with that sexy smile of his, but they were a stark reminder that he was just doing his job.

      She pasted on a smile of her own and fought down the burst of embarrassment that was tinged with disappointment. Of course, a good-looking guy like Jed had better things to do. He probably had a girlfriend waiting for him. “Of course,” she replied with careful neutrality. She dropped her gaze from his handsome face and looked around for her purse so she could excuse herself before things got awkward.

      “But I’d love to join you for a drink, if you’re sure I’m not keeping you from something more exciting.”

      The reply didn’t register straight away. Then the words sank in, and she stilled and flipped her eyes back to him.

      You would? The words, the surprise, were in her head but she managed not to say them out loud. “Great,” she said, instead. “I’ll sit and enjoy the view until you finish.”

      Jed gave a single nod. “I’ll be as quick as I can,” he said. Then he turned and hurried off as if he couldn’t wait and Beth’s eyes widened at his eagerness.

      Did that really just happen?

      Maybe tonight wasn’t going to be such a washout after all.
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Chapter Six

          

        

      

    

    
      “So where would you like to go?” Jed asked with that brilliant smile when he finished his shift and led the way out of the restaurant.

      Beth noticed he’d taken the time to change into tight-fitting black jeans which hugged his very bitable ass and more than once she had to drag her eyes away from his butt as he walked slightly ahead of her.

      Or perhaps it might be more accurate to say she trailed behind him so she could eye him up.

      When he looked over his shoulder and caught her ogling him Beth bit her lip and hurried to his side with a guilty flush on her face. She heard his low chuckle. Busted!

      “I, um, well…” Flustered at being caught with her eyes on the goods, she sucked in a breath to compose herself and started again. “What I mean is, I’ve not checked out any of the evening entertainment, so I don’t really know what there is.”

      Jed stopped and looked at her, his eyes wide. “Really?”

      Beth shrugged awkwardly. “It’s not so much fun checking things out on your own when everyone else is having fun around you,” she admitted.

      Jed frowned at that. “I thought you were here with friends? Your table was originally for four.”

      Beth nodded and resumed walking, even though they hadn’t established where yet. “I was supposed to be meeting up with my play partners for the Valentine Party and then checking out Iniquity, but there was some kind of issue, and they couldn’t make it.” She tried to make light of it but wasn’t certain the disappointment hadn’t bled through into her voice. She didn’t want him feeling sorry for her.

      “Well, I can help with one of those at least,” he told her with a wink. “I’m happy to show you around Iniquity, so you can get your bearings and familiarize yourself with the club.”

      “Really?” There was a definite breathy quality to her voice and this time she did nothing to disguise the excitement at his offer. “I’d love that!”

      “Great!” Jed grinned and his blue eyes crinkled in genuine enjoyment which Beth felt on a far deeper level than she should. He was far less formal now that he wasn’t on the job, and while she’d felt grateful during dinner for his attentiveness, this was altogether different. She felt like he was truly invested in their time together, almost like it was a date. And that was a dangerous game to play when it was so far from the truth.

      Still, she appreciated his sincere pleasure. It made her feel good about herself, even if she did have to remind herself that this wasn’t a romantic interlude.

      His enthusiasm was infectious and quickly chased away the touch of the blues Beth had been feeling at being stood up. Jed was like a whirlwind. With him by her side they flew through the paperwork at reception, and she was glad she didn’t have to do it on her own. It would mean she didn’t have to deal with it tomorrow, when she was bound to be nervous about her rendezvous, too.

      Beth felt like a kid in a candy shop when they finally cleared the nondescript foyer and got into the club itself. She wasn’t a stranger to BDSM clubs, but this place took things to a whole other level.

      “Oh my!” she murmured as she gazed around the sumptuous surroundings. The places she’d been to back home had been functional and pretty basic. No frills might be the best way to describe them.

      This was… well, it was like a cross between a very swanky private club and a boutique hotel. All lush furnishings, high end equipment and reeking of wealth. It was quite an eye-opener. And boy was it going to totally spoil her for when she went back to her old stomping grounds.

      Still, that aside, Beth was eager to make the most of every moment of her time here. She almost wished she’d visited earlier instead of putting it off, but she pushed those regrets aside, they were worthless now. All she could do was enjoy the time she had left, and she could only do that by embracing it wholeheartedly. Not crying over the few days she’d missed.

      “This place is awesome!” she said to Jed, her eyes wide. “It must be totally amazing having this available to you anytime you like.”

      “It is pretty fantastic,” he agreed with a grin. “Employees get a sweet package, that’s for sure.”

      “Do you enjoy your job?” she asked curiously as they wound their way past a luxurious seating area towards the bar. Jed had already explained that there was a strictly observed two drink limit. That was a new thing to her. None of the clubs she’d ever visited before had a bar, and, of course, Beth had already had wine with her dinner, so she couldn’t help but wonder how they monitored that, but she didn’t have time to ponder the situation before Jed replied.

      “I love it actually.” There was a depth of enthusiasm in his voice that reeked of honesty. “I know there are people who might think working as a waiter is just a deadbeat job and I should have bigger aspirations - and I do…” he added, almost as an afterthought. “But this is an awesome environment. The work ethic here is great. Okay, so I guess the wealth of the patrons goes a long way towards the management ensuring that there are always plenty of staff, so we’re not overstretched, but honestly, I’ve worked for companies who don’t give a toss about the welfare of their employees or who skimp on staffing levels to bump the bottom line for their investors. It’s different here. The owners really do care about keeping their staff happy. We get a great package too, and who doesn’t want to live in paradise? I left what a lot of people would consider a far better job to take this one…” he paused for a moment and grinned at her. “Sorry, I’m running off at the mouth a bit, aren’t I?”

      Beth shook her head. “Not at all. I love your enthusiasm for your job, really I do.”

      Jed shrugged. “I left a supervisory job in event management to come here,” he admitted, a faraway look in his eyes, like he was remembering the past. “It was stressful, full-on, long hours and virtually no appreciation. We had big ideas; I was so keen…” He pursed his lips. “And we were stabbed in the back. I mentioned stuff to my immediate manager, and he took them to the board as his own ideas. He got a big raise and a promotion, then expected us to expand and roll out the ideas he stole and thought we should be grateful for the opportunity.”

      Beth looked at him, her mouth agape. “That’s awful!” she exclaimed.

      “I got my own back,” Jed replied, his eyes alight with laughter again. “We quit and left him with the outline of our plans, which he had no idea how to promote and I pointed out what he did in my resignation letter.”

      “We?” she queried.

      “Yeah.” He smiled. “There were three of us. We all jumped ship at the same time. They never counted on that. And we got lucky, because one of my friends saw job vacancy ads for this place. It wasn’t what we were used to doing, but it presented its own opportunities. And even though we took a pay cut on paper, the perks of the job - accommodation, bonuses, working environment - actually mean we’re better off. And we have more time to pursue…” He paused for the second time. “Sorry, I’m rambling again. Pretty sure you didn’t want my life history.”

      Beth grinned back at him. “Honestly, I’m in awe. I work for the shittiest firm. One who actively pits us all against each other. You taking hold of your destiny like you have really puts me to shame and has me asking myself why I don’t look for something better.”

      Jed slung an arm around her shoulder and gave her a squeeze. Beth felt shivers of awareness tingle down her spine and settle in her lady parts. But more than that, she was surprised at how comfortable she felt with him. Like they’d been friends forever, not new acquaintances. “It’s not that easy for everyone, so you shouldn’t give yourself a hard time. We were lucky,” he admitted. “None of us had any ties, so it wasn’t difficult to uproot our lives and head in a different direction.”

      Beth knew he was right, but his words also gave her pause. Because she had no ties either. Nothing to stop her from taking the plunge, just like he had.

      No one was holding her back but herself.
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Chapter Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      They wound their way deeper into the subterranean level club and the shop talk dried up as the naughty delights of all kinds of kink filled their vision and stole all those mundane thoughts.

      Weaving through the crowds with experienced ease, Jed led her to a comfortable couch which had just freed up and pulled her down next to him. “We’re in luck,” he whisper-shouted over the babble of the crowd. “Dallas and Cree are doing a double shibari and suspension demonstration. This should be good.”

      Beth peered at the staging area which was spotlighted with a bright white light. “Is that Dallas Johnson, the golf pro?” she asked in surprise. She wasn’t much of a golf fan, but she recognized him from his sponsorship advertising. And more still from the scandal that had surrounded him a couple of years ago when his kink lifestyle had been outed by someone trying to blackmail him. It had been twisted into something tawdry and objectionable and left the golfer trying to fight against being tagged as an abusive pervert. He’d disappeared from the public eye soon after. The whole thing had made Beth sad, but it also brought home how careful she needed to be with her own job.

      “That’s him,” Jed agreed. “He works here as a golf coach now, but he’s also one of the original investors in the project.”

      “You mean he’s one of the owners?” she queried, looking from the stage to her companion.

      Jed nodded and Beth smiled. She was glad the guy found a happy ending to the shit storm which had gone down. She hoped he found more of one while he was here. He was a fair bit older than her, but she could appreciate his universal good looks and the kind of lean, muscled body that could still put younger men to shame.

      “And Cree is kinda my boss. He’s the head chef at the Tartarean.” Jed nodded back at the stage to a fit looking local guy with killer dreadlocks and that beautiful shade of golden mocha skin that highlighted the definition of some of the most awesome biceps, abs and six pack she had ever laid eyes on. Wow!

      “He’s a chef?” she repeated absently. “He looks more like a fitness instructor or body builder!”

      Jed laughed. “Yeah, he is a bit of a fitness buff. He always says if you want to eat all the good food, you have to make it work for you.”

      Beth pursed her lips and looked down at her own lumps and bumps. The majority of the time she was body positive and thought of her ample extra as curves, but in the presence of this Adonis of a man who created gastronomic delights but still managed to look like a Greek god, she felt every bulge and roll of fat like it was mocking her.

      She opened her mouth, a self-ridiculing comment on the tip of her tongue, but to her surprise Jed’s finger was there, right up against her lips and the look on his face was dark and domineering. A far cry from the cheerful, easy-going guy whose company she’d enjoyed until now.

      “Don’t!” he warned before she could say a word. “Don’t even think about it.”

      Beth’s eyes widened, and while she was taken aback by the abrupt change in his manner, at the same time a shiver of something sharp and arousing skittered down her spine, making her nipples tighten and her panties dampen.

      “You don’t know what I was going to say,” she whispered, her mouth moving against his hand and making her lips tingle.

      His eyes, so clear and blue, darkened to indigo and bored into her. God, this side of him was hot. His easy going, friendly side was appealing, but this… well, this was something else entirely. Something that gave him a whole other dimension which she really wouldn’t mind exploring.

      “Yes, I do,” he argued. “I know exactly what’s going on in that beautiful head of yours, and if I hear those words come out of your mouth, I’ll pull you over my knee right here and spank you for them.”

      There were a lot of things packed into those few words and they all fell over themselves in their rush to take first place at the forefront of her thoughts.

      He’d called her beautiful.

      How did he know what she was going to say? Yet she had no doubt he did.

      And the biggie. Would it be worth saying them anyway, in order to get that spanking?

      Jed shook his head almost imperceptibly as he closed the distance between them, his icy, blue stare never leaving hers.

      For a moment she hoped he might kiss her. Her lips parted in anticipation, and his eyes dropped from hers for the barest moment to rest on them as she swiped her tongue over their parched surface.

      But instead, much to her profound disappointment, his mouth detoured to her ear instead. “It would not be a sexy spanking,” he murmured. Proving for a second time that he seemed to have the uncanny ability to read her mind.

      Beth’s body didn’t care. Her ovaries had bypassed the happy dance and launched straight into the cha-cha slide, and she was pretty sure her pulse had started to mimic all the rapid hand clapping that went with it.

      “But I can tell you now, I would enjoy covering every inch of that fabulous ass with my handprints until there wasn’t a single millimeter left untouched.”

      Beth tried to keep her breathing under control, but she was in danger of panting so hard she might start hyperventilating if she wasn’t careful. Hot damn! It might even be worth a punishment spanking.

      Jed chuckled into her ear, the feel of his warm breath sending goosebumps down her neck. “But just so there’s no mistaking it for fun, I’d then edge you until you were a pleading, babbling wreck and afterwards I’d send you on your way with no release.”

      Beth shuddered and knew he must have felt it. She turned her face towards his, so their lips were just a hair's breadth apart. “But you’d make it up to me the next day, right?” she whispered. The words rasped out a little hoarsely, even though her voice was low.

      Jed just laughed again and pressed a light, almost chaste kiss to her shoulder before he pulled away and sat back against the comfortable cushions of the couch and turned his head towards the unfolding scene on the stage.

      Beth stayed where she was, her hands fisted, her eyes closed, and her mind still clamped in a vice of panty melting, erotic thoughts and tried to get herself under control.

      How the hell could Jed draw back from that so easily. He hadn’t been humoring her. The electricity which had sparked between them was unmistakable. And yet he possessed that superhuman amount of control which allowed him to just sit back like nothing had passed between them, while she was still trying to fight off an orgasm just from listening to his words and the illicit visual he’d conjured up.

      She opened one eye and risked taking a peek at him. Damn him to hell. The guy was a chameleon. He was lounging there like Mr. Congeniality as if he hadn’t just pulled ’super Dom mode’ on her.

      How was that even fair?
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      Jed took pity on Beth and pulled her gorgeous, curvy body to cuddle up against him, tucking her under his arm. Goddamn, she was all lush curves and voluptuousness, just like he adored.

      Real, soft, and abundant; he wanted to have his hands all over her. Wanted to see those glorious breasts overspilling his palms as he tasted every inch of her smooth, supple skin.

      She felt so good, snuggled up against him, and he’d like nothing more than to pillow his head against her chest and fold his arms around her comforting body.

      Okay, so that was a lie. He wanted to do a lot more than that. But he knew from checking her paperwork when he’d signed her in as a guest, that while Beth didn’t need a chaperone, because she had enough experience in the lifestyle, she hadn’t completed the necessary club orientation. Something that was required before anyone was allowed to scene.

      No way he wanted to risk either of them being banned by getting carried away and taking things too far, no matter how tempting it was.

      And her orientation was booked for tomorrow morning, just in time for the Valentine event. If he played his cards right, and behaved himself, they could still enjoy all the good things the club had to offer. He just needed to be patient. Which was, quite frankly, easier said than done when she oozed temptation the way she did.

      Not for the first time that evening, he wished Mitch and Sawyer weren’t having to work late and they were there to keep him on the straight and narrow. He knew the two of them would be just as taken with Beth as he was. But with the big Valentine weekend bash almost upon them, Mitch was tied up in his usual role of gofer, helping out with all those little jobs that came up and didn’t fall to anyone in particular, and generally making himself indispensable. And Sawyer was pulling some long shifts at the bar to buy himself a little time off tomorrow night, even though he didn’t finish until ten pm. But that would still give them over three hours to enjoy themselves.

      He looked down at where Beth was snuggled into the crook of his arm as they watched Dallas and Cree perform some amazing rope work on two of the club subs who were on the staff and wondered what the chances of her enjoying some poly play were.
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Chapter Eight

          

        

      

    

    
      Beth enjoyed the shibari demonstration. Rope work like that was definitely something she’d like to try if she ever got the opportunity. She wasn’t as convinced by the suspension aspect of the display they were watching now. She’d rather keep her feet - and the rest of her body - on the ground. Although, admittedly, the concept of turning the suspension into what was essentially a giant sex swing was really quite titillating.

      The bondage itself was certainly something she could get behind. The idea of being so totally bound that she was at the mercy of her lover - completely dominated - she found very appealing.

      She made a soft humming noise under her breath, but Jed still picked up on it. “See something you like?” he asked.

      She looked over, and seeing nothing but genuine interest in his eyes, she answered him honestly.

      “I like the idea of being dominated like that,” she told him. “Of relinquishing every bit of control. But making yourself that vulnerable, is only something you could do with the right people, of course.”

      Jed nodded. “Yes, it takes a deeper level of trust to submit to the depth where you are completely immobilized. But it can be very rewarding when you make the right connections.”

      “That sounds like you’re talking from experience,” she remarked, a shiver of hyper-awareness raising the fine hairs on her arms. Did she trust Jed enough to commit to such an experience? They’d only just met, but she felt like it might be possible if she knew him better. He seemed like the solid, reliable type, despite his youth. If there was one thing Beth prided herself on, it was her ability to read people.

      She hoped she got the chance to find out if she was right.

      “So do you want to take a look around the rest of the club, or do you want to stay here and wait for the next demo?” Jed asked when the action on the stage finished.

      Beth turned her head to see what was going on, but the muted light made it too hard to see much. As much as she wanted to stay here and get to know Jed, she decided it probably wasn’t a good idea. She already wanted to jump his bones. Probably best to find something to distract her before she came across as too forward. Doms never liked to be topped from the bottom.

      “That’s a good idea,” she said. “I’d like to see what else the club has to offer.”

      And it was true. As much as she liked Jed, none of this was on her agenda. She had a hot date tomorrow night which was set to make one of those impossible dreams come true, so she wanted to be as prepared as she could. And part of that involved being familiar with the club, its patrons, and its atmosphere.

      It was like Jed had read her mind again, because as they walked around, he switched to being the consummate host and adopted more of a sales pitch. Of course, it could just be that he was as keen to take his mind off the direction their evening had been going in as she was. She’d like to think so, anyway.

      “Everything here is quality, top of the range,” he said as they stopped by various pieces of equipment. “And the personal welfare of all our patrons is the number one priority. The dungeon monitors are discreet, but they’re very much on top of things.”

      They stopped to watch a scene which involved a six-foot bullwhip which looked absolutely lethal to Beth. The woman, who was tied, naked, to a St. Andrews Cross had a series of painful looking, bright red welts running across the length of her back, across her flinching buttocks, and down the back of her thighs. But a closer inspection showed that none of them had broken the skin - something Beth thought must be a feat in itself - and also that the expression on her sweat drenched face was absolutely blissful.

      Even so, Beth couldn’t see anyone who appeared to be an employee monitoring the scene. Not that she had any idea what they looked like, but she’d expected them to stand out. Instead, everyone in the watching crowd seemed like they were here to have a good time.

      The same thing crossed her mind when they moved along to the next station. This one was a spanking bench, and the girl tied to it was being spanked with a wooden paddle, right on top of the flattened flange of a protruding butt plug. She winced with every loud swat, and the crack of the wood against the head of the plug rang out as loudly as her cries. But still Beth saw no one who looked like they were poised to intervene if things got out of hand.

      Not that they needed to, of course. A half dozen more swats and the girl’s breath hitched along with her shoulders. Her face contorted and she let out a loud, high-pitched wail. Beth watched in astonishment as the bound submissive climaxed simply from what her Dom was doing to her without any kind of vaginal stimulation.

      Of course, anal sex brought its own distinct kind of pleasure. Beth had been prepping herself with graduating training plugs ever since her birthday when Ansley had sprung this trip on her. But as much as she enjoyed the sensation and longed to feel the fullness of double penetration, she couldn’t quite imagine coming from anal alone. Of course, that was a complete unknown, since despite her arsenal of toys she’d never experienced anal sex with a man.

      Yes, she admitted it was a bit - okay, a huge - anomaly for someone who wanted a foursome the way she did, but that didn’t make her want it any less.

      A menage scene, very similar to what she wanted to experience, caught her eye and Beth hurried over to watch it without waiting for Jed.

      She caught her lip between her teeth and bit down on it to stop herself from moaning out loud at the scene where a guy was laying on a narrow, but well-padded chaise. Bobbing up and down on his cock was a woman, her long, bleach blond hair wound around the fists of the guy who was fucking her mouth. Behind her, a third guy was lubing up, preparing to take his place. Expectation zinged through Beth’s awareness and her nipples tightened painfully inside the bodice of her dress.

      She studied them closely. Not the people, but the positions. This was a new one to her, unexpected, and she watched with interest. The sub was sitting upright, and it was clear the third guy was going to fuck her ass as he stood behind her, while the Dom pumping into her mouth stood in front. Beth thought she might feel a little too claustrophobic to try such a position, but then she was a damn sight bigger than the tiny woman who was sandwiched between these two, so maybe it wouldn’t feel so bad.

      The grip the front guy had on her hair looked almost painful, but it was impossible to tell if the girl was wincing or not, the way her dainty mouth was stretched around the dude’s cock. But then he eased his grip, grabbing her head, instead, as he thrust his entire length into her mouth, right to the hilt, and held it there. He threw his head back in pleasure and Beth’s eyes dropped to the girl. She’d stopped bobbing.

      At first Beth thought it was because she was getting ready for the third guy to commit to his penetration, but then she noticed the girl’s small hand fluttering agitatedly against the thigh of the guy who was effectively choking her. Her eyes were streaming, her shoulders contracting as if she were gagging, and her face was a purpling shade of crimson.

      Beth's eyes widened and the hairs stood up on the back of her neck. This wasn’t right. The guy in front wasn’t looking at her, he couldn’t see her distress and didn’t seem to be taking any notice of the way she was tapping out against his leg.

      The guy underneath was equally oblivious. Instead of checking on her because she’d stopped moving, he grasped her thighs in a bruising grip and started thrusting upwards. All three were more invested in their own pleasure than the welfare of their sub.

      Beth sucked in an agitated breath. She knew better than to interrupt a scene herself, but surely someone needed to check on this? She whirled around looking for Jed. He was a few steps away, coming towards her.

      She grabbed him and pointed in the direction of the scene. “Jed, that girl’s in trouble…” she started, but before she could say any more two guys swooped in and intervened whilst a third encouraged everyone to move along while they dealt, quickly and privately, with whatever had occurred.

      Beth was unsettled. “It’s okay,” Jed said, trying to calm her. “I told you the monitors were vigilant, didn’t I?”

      Beth nodded, but she would have felt better knowing the girl was okay. Jed refused to let her go back though. “The crowd has been dispersed for a reason, Beth,” he told her in no uncertain terms. “This is a private situation, and it will be dealt with as such, without an audience. The monitors are experienced and know what they’re doing, and I can guarantee they’ll act accordingly. But we don’t actually know if there’s a genuine problem, so it’s not up to us to judge.”

      “But she was in distress!” Beth argued, a touch of petulance creeping into her voice.

      “Yes, and the monitors dealt with it. They’ll talk to her and find out if she was just overwhelmed or whether there was something more concerning they needed to deal with. My point is, it’s none of our business.” It was all delivered in a no-nonsense tone.

      Beth scowled and Jed reached out and smoothed his finger over the crease in her brows like he could rub it out. Then he pulled her close and his voice softened. “Look, I know you’re worried, which is very sweet of you, so I’ll try to find out what happened so I can put your mind at rest. But put yourself in her shoes, Bethy. If that was you, I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t want a bunch of strangers butting in or gawping at you, no matter how good their intentions were?”

      Beth sighed and her shoulders slumped. He was absolutely right of course. Even if she, herself, was involved in a scene that went horribly wrong, she’d be even more mortified to be surrounded by onlookers and strangers asking if she was okay. But the unhappy end to the scene still left a bitter taste in her mouth. Not least because it was one she was so invested in.
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Chapter Nine

          

        

      

    

    
      Tonight was the night!

      It was Valentine’s Day, and Beth found herself all nerves and anticipation.

      Yesterday’s events had shaken her a little. First, having her meet and greet canceled. Then the disturbing situation she’d witnessed at the club.

      “Gah! What’s wrong with me?” she murmured out loud, wishing, not for the first time, she had someone to bounce her concerns off.

      It wasn’t like she was unfamiliar, or even averse, to scening with complete strangers. She’d done so many times in the past.

      “But never involving sex,” she muttered to herself. She’d always drawn the line there. Not just because of her job and the implications there, but because despite her love of kink, she still felt that sex was a personal thing. There were plenty of people who thought kink and sex went hand in hand, and that was fine, their choice; she didn’t judge. But there were just as many who didn’t feel that way, and Beth was amongst the latter. Sharing your body with another person was something to be treasured and not entered into lightly. She wasn’t entering into this lightly. She’d considered it a great deal and to her the experience was special, even if it was a pre-arranged, one-off scenario.

      She sighed and practiced breathing in an effort to relax. At least she’d gotten the opportunity to visit Iniquity the previous evening and had Jed to show her around. She appreciated that and had enjoyed his company. More than enjoyed it. Just thinking about the blond, blue eyed waiter had her pulse speeding up again.

      Jed had acted like the perfect gentleman. She’d actually been a little disappointed about that. She certainly wouldn’t have turned down a scene with him. He’d even gone to the trouble of putting her mind at rest over the scene that had unsettled her so badly, despite his assertion that it was none of her business.

      And he was right; it wasn’t.

      It had just hit a little too close to home, being a poly scene with three Doms, like the one she was preparing herself for right now.

      In truth, she couldn’t fault the dungeon monitors. As invisible as they were, those guys had been right on it, and the quick and efficient way they handled it put her at ease.

      Jed had told her later that the girl was fine, and the guys had been given a warning for not keeping their eye on the ball. Beth wasn’t sure what she expected, but Jed had gone on to explain that unless there was a clear-cut violation of the regulations, backed up by a valid complaint, most visitors got the benefit of the doubt the first time any intervention happened during a scene. But any future scenes would be scrutinized far more closely, and any further transgression would see them banned from the club, not just for this trip, but on a permanent basis. Their names got flagged so they wouldn’t be able to book a return trip to the island. And if the incidents were deemed serious enough, their names were passed on to other clubs Iniquity had close contacts with.

      Then this morning she’d realized, when her head wasn’t quite so buzzed with lust, that she hadn’t done her club orientation. The rules were very clear. No one got to scene until they’d completed it and gone through all the rules and regulations, familiarized themselves with club protocol, uploaded their limit list, and had a tour of the facilities and equipment in the cold light of day, when sexual appetites weren’t running high and blurring the lines on all the rules. It was a sound, sensible procedure and one Beth could appreciate after the time she’d spent with Jed last night, and how easily lust and longing had dulled her senses, even if she had been sobered by that ill-fated scene.

      Still, she’d skipped off right after breakfast to get orientation out of the way and wondered how different her evening might have been if she’d completed it when she first got here instead of waiting. But there was no point crying over spilled milk. If she was lucky, Jed would be available for an encore before she left to go home.

      In the meantime, she had her own hand-picked harem to look forward to tonight and while she hadn’t received any more information about her missing counterparts from yesterday, neither had she had another message to say there were any problems with this evening’s festivities.

      That didn’t mean she wouldn’t feel more comfortable if she’d had the chance to meet these guys first and get to know them a little bit before the big event, and she was disappointed that hadn’t happened. It just put her on edge and added to her anxiousness. It would have been good for them all to get a measure of each other. Chemistry was still a factor, as far as Beth was concerned, though she suspected it might be somewhat different for men. But she had faith that whoever had organized the hook-up would have done their homework.

      She dressed carefully in the outfit she’d splurged on especially for the occasion. The black and red corset enhanced her ample, hourglass figure. It made her rather generous boobs look amazing, even if she did say so herself. She’d even practiced getting it on and off gracefully, so she didn’t look like a dork doing it. She teamed it with black thigh high stockings, which could either stay on or come off a lot more sexily than a pair of tights, a skirt in a well-fitting fire-engine red that flirted with the garter tops of her stockings, and a pair of red skyscraper heels which defined her calves and gave her added height and which also helped slim her overall image.

      Sure, she was confident enough with her plump and curvy figure, but what girl didn’t want to look her best?

      She hated the narrow-minded ideals that said you should wear certain types of clothes, that you should stick to ‘slimming’ colors. That big women like herself should avoid tight clothing and bright colors. Like they didn’t deserve to be seen or something. Thank God the fashion industry was finally catching up and it was possible to buy amazing clothes in plus sizes these days. For years it had perplexed her how clothing labels didn’t cater to larger ladies like herself. Their business sense made no sense for the industry, because there were a damn sight more plus size women, these days, than there were size zero’s.

      Would she like to lose weight? Sure, she would. But not to fit in with some kind of fake society ideal; more because she was aware of her health.

      One thing was for sure though. She was never going to diet for anyone except herself. And when it came to men, well, if they didn’t like her the way she was, then they didn’t deserve her any other way.

      She’d rather be single than tolerate someone who wanted to change her, or thought she was less just because there was more of her to go around.

      She even felt sorry for the skinny girls who married such superficial jerks, because what happened if they retained some of their baby weight or got sick and gained a few pounds? Would they always have to worry that suddenly their husbands were going to trade them in for a slimmer model? That was so demeaning.

      At least when - if - she married, she’d know her husband loved her for who she was and not because she looked a certain way.

      She found the mindset liberating. In truth, Beth had spent enough years obsessing about her size, persuaded into thinking she was somehow defective by the heavy weight - ha, no pun intended - of social pressure and advertising. That pressure had been intolerable when she was younger. She had made herself ill, virtually starving herself, only to give up and binge eat before malignant fingers of guilt and low self-esteem had her convinced she was a loser and forced her to do it all over again.

      It had taken a long time for her to love herself, and the difficult road she’d traveled to find it had required knowledge and maturity as well as therapy. But now she had done it there was no going back to that poisonous and destructive mindset.

      If anyone out there didn’t like her for who she was, then they were the ones who weren’t worthy, not her, and she was better off without that kind of poisonous influence in her life.
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Chapter Ten

          

        

      

    

    
      She was ready to go way before she needed to be. There were still two hours to go before it was time to meet up with her poly-partners for the night.

      Beth sat on the balcony of her penthouse suite looking out over the stunning view of the palm tree dotted bay, the turquoise sea, and the sun which was starting to paint vibrant splashes of color across the cerulean canvas of the sky.

      It was just a little after six pm and she made a concerted effort to relax and allowed the glorious landscape to calm her. You didn’t get to enjoy sunsets like this from a cramped New York apartment block.

      But the sunsets here were unusually brief. Fifteen minutes from start to finish, then night was upon you, so when she checked her watch the next time there was still ninety minutes to wait.

      Perhaps she should do some of that waiting at Iniquity. Immerse herself in the atmosphere and the people and hopefully take some of the edge off her nerves. If she was lucky, she might get a prior meeting with her partners for the evening. Surely they’d be equally interested in hooking up before their scheduled scene time after whatever occurrence had befallen them yesterday to keep them away.

      Comfortable with her decision, she set off downstairs and headed for the club in the hotel’s basement.

      Beth was secure enough in her own skin for it not to bother her to enter the club alone. Or visit the bar, or walk around the floor and check out the scenes. Sure, it was nice to have a companion, but she wasn’t normally the type to avoid doing something simply because she was alone. Except for eating, and that had as much to do with her lingering psychological hang-ups about her weight. No one could be strong all of the time.

      After signing in at the functional, nondescript reception, she pushed confidently through the heavy double doors to the club proper, her head held high, and self-assurance in her stride. It was quiet this early in the evening, but she didn’t mind that. There were still plenty of patrons who had taken the opportunity to scene early while the stations were free. And it was nice to be able to enjoy the place without the noise and the crowd which would reach its peak later on. It all had its place.

      She headed to the bar first, deciding to get herself a drink while she walked around, as much to give herself something to do with her nervous hands as to quench her suddenly dry throat.

      “What can I get you this evening?” The dark-haired, serious looking bartender asked the moment she approached.

      “I’ll have a sparkling mineral water with ice and lime please,” she replied, throwing a bright smile his way.

      His lips only tipped up a little bit at the sides and anyone who wasn’t taking as much notice as Beth, might have thought he was grumpy, but his dark-chocolate-colored eyes had a soft twinkle and they smiled even when his mouth didn’t.

      His movements were spare and efficient and a moment later he placed a tall glass in front of her. It was garnished with a twist of lime on its rim, as well the piece that was bobbing in the fizzy liquid, and she appreciated the stainless steel eco straw with a slight bend in the top. She picked it up immediately and took a deep sip, grateful to ease her parched throat.

      The bartender gave her an amused look, one side of his mouth tipping up as well as the corresponding eyebrow. “Thirsty?” he asked in a deep, husky voice which stroked her senses and somehow managed to make his words sound suggestive, even though she was pretty sure it wasn’t intentional.

      Beth just nodded, her cheeks going pink. It was probably just her own dirty mind which interpreted things as suggestive.

      He turned to ring it up on his register and Beth couldn’t help eyeing up what was a near perfect ass, which reminded her of Jed. Nicely shaped glutes encased in perfect butt hugging black denim.

      She licked her lips as she stared. She’d never considered herself to be an ass girl before, but maybe she needed to re-evaluate that. Of course, he chose that precise moment to look back over his shoulder and catch her.

      Busted!

      His dark eyes crinkled at the edges, silently laughing, even though he kept a perfectly straight face and did nothing at all to embarrass her. “Room number?” he asked, blandly.

      “Room number?” Beth parroted back to him like an idiot. She flushed an even deeper shade of red and her mind drew a blank. Did she have a room number? Was he propositioning her since he’d caught her ogling his very fine ass?

      Closing her eyes against the distracting sight and shaking her head, she took a deep breath to regain her composure and tried again. Her face flamed and she probably resembled a beetroot when she finally realized he just wanted to log her drink into the system.

      “Sorry, the penthouse,” she finally uttered, feeling like a complete idiot. But the bartender just gave her a conspiratorial wink, which put her back at ease and turned to finish what he was doing.

      Beth slipped away, deciding she’d embarrassed herself enough with one person for the time being, and casually sipped at her drink as she wandered around the dungeon.

      Somebody had been busy!

      Considering she’d been here until pretty late yesterday evening, a team must have worked through the night to adorn the vast space with Valentine’s decorations.

      Everywhere she looked there were shiny red and pink hearts of all sizes, hung from every conceivable space. The lighting had been changed so there was a pretty pink glow. And garlands of red silk roses were entwined around every piece of furniture from chain stations, to spanking benches, to the Saint Andrew's Cross, but only where they wouldn’t interfere with the scenes.

      Real roses in bunches of a dozen, interspersed with frothy baby’s breath, sat in cut glass vases on the tables which were scattered throughout the dungeon, and in each of the glass fronted theme rooms. And clouds of red and pink helium balloons floated high in the air, anchored on long strings by heart shaped weights.

      The whole Valentine theme had transformed the club, giving it a totally different vibe from her previous visit.

      Beth paused at the main stage where some kind of game had been set up. A huge heart shaped board listed various kinks and below it was a large dish containing two massive furry dice with numbers on them rather than spots. She guessed couples must roll the dice then take pot-luck on what number they drew.

      She also noticed cut glass bowls with what she initially thought was foil wrapped chocolate. But when she took one and opened it, she found a candy heart with ‘blowjob’ written on it. Another game, then. Beth grinned and popped it into her mouth, hoping she got a chance to try these out for real over the weekend, since Valentine’s was being stretched to two days for the purposes of this event.

      She spent a pleasant hour looking around, enjoying the cheery Valentine ambience, and watching a few of the early scenes.

      Her heart was touched by an elderly husband and wife - well, she assumed they were husband and wife, by the way they seemed so completely in tune with each other; like they’d refined their relationship over years of intimate knowledge. She watched them play. A relatively simple spanking scene… Except that it was the gray haired, cuddly looking lady, who must be at least seventy, who was spanking the bald, skinny-legged man, with a paddle, while he was strapped to a spanking bench, stark naked. His cock lengthened and bobbed with every sharp swat ensuring that his wife was going to be a very happy woman later on, and that he had absolutely no need for a little blue, diamond shaped pill.

      The scene made Beth feel all mushy and sentimental. That was the kind of connection she was looking for. One that was strong and enduring. It didn’t matter that she had to wait for it, as long as she eventually found someone she clicked with who she could grow old together with. Someone who would spank her when she was a brat and cuddle her when she was down. And if she could find someone before all her eggs shriveled up and died, then all the better. But she’d take communion in life, love, and kink, even if she had to go without the babies.

      The couple finished their scene and Beth was moved as the lady soothed and stroked her gentleman, bringing him down with an obvious combination of love and lust before she helped him up and they made their way towards one of the private rooms to finish out the night. They’d probably be in bed before nine pm, but they were still living their best life, and while they might be old, Beth was envious of what they shared.

      Still, when she made her way back to the bar to meet up with her poly partners for the evening, she was feeling pleasantly at ease and ready for what lay ahead. Or so she thought.
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Chapter Eleven

          

        

      

    

    
      “Can I get you another drink?” The same dark-haired guy asked when she wandered back to the bar.

      “No thanks,” she replied with an easy smile. “I’ve got a scene booked and I don’t want to be peeing all night.”

      The words popped out of her mouth, and she cringed as she said them, but it was too late to take them back. Hell, maybe she was suddenly a little too chilled. It was the bartender’s fault, she decided. His good looks and attentive manner made her forget herself.

      But instead of horror a completely wicked look entered his dark, dark eyes. “This is a kink club,” he said with a wink. “There are people here who would take that statement and run with it.”

      Beth felt her face flame at the implication and had to look away from the glint of laughter in his expression, which took his usually serious face from handsome to stunning.

      The man was making her seriously hot under her non-existent collar, despite being a few years younger than she was, even if he was hinting at golden showers.

      Beth wasn’t going to judge, everybody to their own was particularly true of the kink world; but anything to do with watersports was on her hard limit list and that’s where it was going to stay.

      The club was filling up, but the bar remained pretty quiet, which was why she’d chosen to meet her ‘dates’ here.

      Since there was a two-drink limit on alcohol for anyone who was scening, and table service for all, most people chose to find somewhere comfortable to sit, and the only people at the bar were the employees.

      “I still don’t quite understand how you keep tabs on how much people are drinking,” Beth commented to the bartender when he came to check on her for a second time a bit later on. It was sweet of him, but Beth didn’t have an issue with sitting alone. Sometimes her own company was preferable to some of the losers who struck up a conversation with her back home, thinking the fat chick must be desperate for some action and therefore a sure thing.

      “It’s not as difficult as it seems,” he admitted as he stood before her, polishing a glass in the lull.

      Beth had to make a deliberate effort to drag her eyes away from the sight of his tanned forearms where they flexed beneath his rolled-up sleeves. His hands were scrupulously clean with short, blunt nails and she couldn’t help wondering if they’d have the same assuredness when they caressed a woman’s skin. What was it about a man’s hands and arms that made them so damn hot? And what was it with her suddenly eyeing up all the younger men? Was she going through some kind of age crisis now she’d hit her thirtieth birthday?

      “None of them are that much younger,” she muttered under her breath. “Only a couple of years. It’s not like they’re kids.”

      “What was that?” her companion asked.

      Oh, I, um…” Beth waved her hands, flustered. “Do you not have trouble with those, um, a bit younger in years. You know, kids trying to beat the system?”

      The bartender - she suddenly noticed he had a name tag saying ‘Sawyer’, now she wasn’t ogling his ass or fantasizing about his hands - continued, and she concluded, thankfully, that he hadn’t heard her mumbled comments.

      “Not really,” he replied readily. “The majority of our clientele is over twenty-five and those that take the lifestyle seriously aren’t interested in breaking the rules. They all understand that kink and alcohol don’t mix and ninety-nine percent of them prefer to get that buzz from the scene, rather than a bottle.”

      Beth pursed her lips and considered his words. “Hmm, I guess that makes sense.”

      “Besides,” he continued. “The consequences aren’t worth the risk. Anyone who’s caught trying to deliberately dodge the system is removed immediately and banned for life. The owners have a zero-tolerance attitude when it comes to that.”

      “Well, that’s good to know,” Beth replied, just as a slim, cocky looking man, who looked vaguely familiar, approached the bar.

      “Hey dude,” he whisper-shouted. “Do us a solid and pour us three jack and cokes will ya.”

      Sawyer’s lips thinned and Beth could feel the tension in him as he studied the guy who appeared to be in his early twenties.

      “You’ve already had your two. I thought you were scening this evening,” he asked carefully. “Or am I mistaken?”

      “Yeah, but we’re fucking some fat, old bitch tonight. Gonna need to dull the senses, man.”

      Beth looked away in disgust and quietly swiveled her barstool in the opposite direction, so her back was towards him, before her mouth got her into trouble. But she could still see his reflection in the mirrored wall that stretched along the entire length of the bar behind the opticals.

      She pitied the poor woman who was here with this pathetic piece of shit. Whoever she was, Beth was pretty certain it wouldn’t be hard to do better. The guy was a douche but probably not as useful.

      “Sorry, rules are rules,” Sawyer told him in no uncertain terms.

      Beth was pretty sure he’d been pre-loading and had already had more than his two-drink allowance because the guy didn’t seem to know when to quit. “I’ll make it worth your while,” he told Sawyer with an exaggerated wink. “Just like I did for your buddy last night.”

      From her vantage point, Beth saw Sawyer’s broad back go rigid. He was obviously pissed and the fact that he respected the lifestyle enough not to be bribed made her like him all the more.

      She also had a clear view of him discreetly pressing some kind of button beneath the bar.

      Beth kept her eyes averted and proceeded to mind her own business. Well, she tried to, at least.

      The drunk guy swayed and looked at his watch, seeming oblivious to the fact that Sawyer wasn’t going to serve him. He was one of those jerks who thought money could buy them anything.

      “Fuck,” he cursed. “We’re running out of time. The fat cow will be here any moment. Me and the guys already fobbed her off yesterday.”

      Beth felt all the color leach out of her face. Dear god, no! Please tell her this ass-wipe was not one of the men who had been picked out to partner her tonight. Jeez! He wasn’t even a man; he was a kid. A spoiled, disrespectful, and obnoxious kid. And there was no way on God’s green earth that she was ever going to scene with the likes of him or anyone who called him a friend. There wasn’t even enough money to pay her to do it.

      Beth attempted to surreptitiously swing her bar stool around a little further, so she had her back to him completely. But it looked like her luck had run out.

      “Oi! you, lady…” She ignored the slurred shout and opened her purse, so it looked like she was preoccupied, praying he would let it go.

      The next thing she knew, a mean hand was pinching her bicep and she let out a surprised squeak and hurriedly tried to maintain her balance as he spun her around to face him.

      “Hey!” Sawyer shouted from the other side of the bar, as Beth swayed in her seat and her purse fell to the floor, spilling the contents.

      “What the heck?” she demanded, instinctively yanking her arm away from the guy. She could smell the strong stench of sour whisky on his breath and screwed up her face as she flinched backwards.

      “Are you Beth?” the lad demanded. Was he even old enough to drink?

      “Let go of the lady’s arm, mate,” Sawyer warned from the other side of the bar, where he’d hurried to stay parallel to them. She registered his concern, even though she never took her eyes off the dude who still held her far too tight. His skinny fingers dug into her flesh, and she would undoubtedly be left with bruises.

      It was sweet that he rushed to her aid, but Beth could handle herself.

      “Nah man. I reckon this is our whore for the night. She’s all signed up and we can do what we like with the old girl.”

      Beth’s fury sparked, and her eyes turned lethal as she turned over scenarios in her mind. Sawyer noticed and went still, even if the asshole was too stupid to notice.

      No one got to speak to her like that. Not ever! It was a promise she’d made to herself a long time ago. She just needed to consider the best way to deal with the little jerk.

      Right now, he was leering at her, still gripping her arm too tight. “I guess you’re pretty enough to suck my cock, even if I haven’t got my beer goggles on yet. But you’ll have to be careful you don’t crush Billy when you sit on him.” He laughed hysterically, like he’d just made the funniest of jokes instead of spouting insulting, vitriolic bile.

      And just like that Beth placed him.

      This was the same guy who’d choked that poor girl last night in the menage scene that had been stopped.
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Chapter Twelve

          

        

      

    

    
      Beth suddenly saw red. It wasn’t in her nature to throw the same kind of disrespect back at people, regardless of the provocation. Usually, she tried to be the better person. But sometimes - times like this - there was only one language these insolent little shits understood.

      Unfortunately, she’d probably get into trouble herself if she punched him.

      Instead, she slid off the stool, dislodging him as she did so and almost sending him tumbling.

      “Hey, watch what you’re doing with that fat ass,” he cried. “That thing’s a lethal weapon.”

      Beth stood to her full five-foot eight height, which was about the same as him, but she was taller in her shoes, and for the first time he seemed to realize that he’d taken things too far and he stumbled backwards in surprise.

      “Your scrawny ass wouldn’t be able to handle me, buster. I am way too much woman for a jumped-up kid like you. I need a man, honey. Not a little boy whose mouth is bigger than his balls.”

      Beth sashayed towards him, as he backed up, with a deliberate swivel in her hips, but it seemed that suddenly being confronted with the twin mounds of her fabulous breasts, and the killer cleavage the corset gave her, was enough to short circuit his brain. Instead of listening to her words his entire focus was centered on her bosom, and it was comical enough that she almost expected his tongue to hang out and need winding back in like a cartoon character.

      Seemed like her boobs were impressive enough for him, even if they were attached to a ‘fat old bitch.’

      Beth shook her head in unconcealed contempt and made a show of looking him up and down. “And honestly, looking at the size of your shoes, I’m pretty sure you don’t have the equipment to satisfy me.”

      “My shoes?” he parroted, looking from Beth’s cleavage to his toes in confusion.

      “You know what they say about the size of a man’s feet reflecting the size of his…”

      Sadly, she didn’t get any further, because two burly security guards suddenly appeared on either side of him, and Beth took a graceful step backwards to give them room.

      “If you’d come with us, please, Sir,” one of the two men said, tonelessly, grasping him by the arm and gesturing towards the exit.

      “What? What’s going on? Let me go!” The sleaze-ball’s outrage could be heard all the way to the door. Looked like he’d finally regained his faculties.

      Pity. Beth had nowhere near been done with him, but she returned to her barstool, away from the scene the kid was making.

      And now that the nastiness was over, the adrenaline seeped out of her, and her shoulders drooped.

      “Are you okay?” Sawyer’s deep, sexy voice pierced a cloud of shame and despondency that had started to descend. Ansley had been right when she’d commented on how blue Beth always got on Valentine’s Day. Now she had the mother of all memories to ensure she hated it forever.

      “Sure,” Beth replied, trying for a levity she wasn’t feeling and failing miserably. “But it looks like I might as well have a gin and tonic after all.”

      He paused, raking her with dark eyes that appeared almost black in his fury. Beth couldn’t hold his intense gaze and looked away and after a moment he turned to make it.

      After a few minutes of feeling sorry for herself, the decadent sounds of screams and groans, slaps and thwacks penetrated her consciousness and she wondered what the hell she was still doing here.

      This had all been one huge mistake. “On second thought, don’t bother with the drink,” Beth called to Sawyer, climbing tiredly off her stool. Suddenly she felt exhausted and heartsick and all she wanted to do was get out of here.

      “Wait!”

      She looked up to find Sawyer right in front of her with only the narrow bar between them.

      “Please don’t go,” he said earnestly, placing his strong hand over hers. It was… nice. But she didn’t want to be anyone’s pity project.

      She started to shake her head, but Sawyer held firm. “At least drink your drink. I’ve made it already,” he cajoled, sliding a tall glass across the gleaming dark wood, and offering her a smile. A real one.

      “I love that you gave him a mouthful,” he whispered, squeezing her fingers.

      Beth closed her eyes and groaned. “God don’t remind me! That was not my finest hour. I don’t usually stoop to that kind of level.”

      “I thought it was totally fucking hot,” Sawyer murmured, dipping his dark head closer to hers. “And that little turd deserved a taste of his own medicine.”

      Beth laughed. Intentional on Sawyer’s part, or not, the cloud that had been threatening her felt lighter and that was something Beth could only appreciate. “I’m not sure he heard a word I said,” she admitted ruefully. “He was too busy drooling over my boobs.”

      “Well, as much as I’d like to, I can’t fault him there. They are magnificent,” Sawyer whispered, his hot breath close to her ear as he leaned across the bar.

      Beth huffed out a breath and looked down at the girls. “Even if they do belong to a fat, old bitch,” she responded ruefully.

      “Hey!” Sawyer suddenly stood to his full height and pointed a finger her way. “That kind of talk will earn you a spanking.”

      Beth held her hands up in front of her. “Hey, I’m just quoting him, verbatim,” she defended. “You can’t blame me for that.”

      A look like thunder clouded Sawyer’s Mediterranean looking features. “The guy was an ass. You deserve better.”

      Beth chuckled. “Well, at least that’s something we can both agree on. Now I just have to hope there’s someone else out there… three someone’s.” She said that last bit softly. Maybe too softly for him to even hear, and that dull cloud descended again as she realized the futility.

      “Miss Cohen?” A new voice interrupted her latest lapse into a mental pity party and Beth looked up into a pair of friendly eyes in an attractive face. Closely followed by a very nervous looking woman, a similar age to herself, who looked completely out of place, dressed, as she was, in a conservative navy skirt suit.

      “I’m Greg Taylor, the manager of Iniquity, and this is Vivica Jones, the events planner.  I understand there’s been a bit of an incident this evening. Would you mind coming to my office so we can have a chat about it?”

      Beth sighed. She didn’t really want to rake over the ashes of her disappointment, but she doubted she really had a choice, no matter how politely he put it. And maybe it would be better than sitting alone in her fancy penthouse surrounded by luxury and focused on what a total loser she was.

      She already knew that kind of headspace wasn’t healthy for her, but it wasn’t always possible to avoid it. Damage limitation was probably the best option right now.

      “Fine,” she said, gesturing for him to lead the way.

      She followed him through a nondescript door off the reception area, which she’d barely noticed before, and found herself in what was obviously the ‘working’ part of the club. In stark contrast to the dimly lit decadence of the dungeon, this space was bright and utilitarian, but still comfortable with plush carpet and framed prints on the wall which looked like they charted the construction of the club from start to finish.

      Greg waited by the door of a comfortable office and gestured for her to take a seat in one of the plush, curved-back club chairs. He sat across from her, rather than behind his desk, which kept things blessedly informal. The event planner trotted in nervously behind them, still wringing her hands like she was about to get hauled over the coals.

      “I’m so sorry you were exposed to some of the less pleasant visitors to Iniquity. You can rest assured that all three of them have been dealt with and will no longer be bothering any of our patrons.”

      “All three of them?” Beth queried.

      “That’s right. The… gentleman you were unfortunate enough to encounter at the bar, and the two friends who accompanied him.”

      Greg leaned his elbows on the arms of the chair and steepled his fingers. “Obviously we are very careful with our clientele, and the majority respect the lifestyle and the regulations that keep everybody safe. Unfortunately, some still, occasionally, slip through our processes, but I hope you will appreciate that we do our best to weed them out pretty quickly.”

      Beth nodded and pursed her lips. “Indeed,” she replied. “Your speed in dealing with the situation was impressive, and no doubt having the right staff goes a long way towards ensuring that… or not, as the case may be,” she replied coolly. She was still pissed that whoever manned the bar last night had sold out to the detriment of the girl last night.

      “You sound like you have a gripe, Ms. Cohen,” Greg remarked, easing back into a sitting position at her veiled criticism.

      “I do,” she told him in no uncertain terms. “I was here last night when a scene was stopped…”

      “We reserve the right to do that if we think there’s a danger to anyone involved,” he interrupted, misconstruing her words as a criticism.

      “Yes, and I was impressed with how quickly your monitors intervened,” she continued, subtly correcting him. “But it’s probably fair to say that the scene should never have been allowed to start.”

      Greg frowned. “And why is that exactly?” he asked. Beth didn’t think he appreciated her observation, but he tolerated it, instead of trying to shut her down.

      “Because…” Beth informed him, leaning forward as she did so. “It involved those same three guys you just threw out, and I happened to overhear the one at the bar try to bribe your bartender into allowing them to have more than their two-drink limit.”

      “I can assure you that Sawyer is beyond reproach,” Greg argued, his eyebrows beetling together. “He was the one who activated the silent alarm to call security.”

      “I’m well aware of that, Mr. Taylor,” she said coolly. “But that lad also bragged that he’d done the same with the barman last night, with better results.”

      Greg sucked in a breath and leaned over to grab a pen off of his desk and write a quick note. “I see,” he said grimly. “Obviously I haven’t had the chance to speak to Sawyer yet, but I can assure you that I will get his version of events and check into your allegations.”

      Beth raised an eyebrow. “I’m sure it won’t be difficult. You have cameras all over the bar area.”

      He looked up at her in surprise. “We do,” he confirmed. “But I didn’t think they were that obvious.”

      Beth smiled. “I notice a lot of things, Mr. Taylor. I find it pays to be observant.”
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Chapter Thirteen

          

        

      

    

    
      “Please, call me Greg,” he offered, some of the tension draining out of him. “I appreciate your candor, Ms. Cohen.”

      “Do you really? I find it irritates most people,” she challenged.

      She still felt comfortable enough to respond in kind. “But you can call me Beth.”

      Greg chuckled. “On the contrary. Our aim is to make this a safe and happy place. We can’t do that without all the facts.”

      “Okay then,” Beth said as she relaxed back in her chair.

      “So, what can I do to improve your stay, Beth?” Greg asked with genuine consideration.

      Beth laughed cheerlessly. “Well, I think that’s a bust,” she replied with a shake of her head. “The whole point of my trip was to play out the fantasy of having my own harem on Valentine’s Day.  I think we can safely say that bird has flown.” With anyone else she would have been embarrassed to be so blunt, but the guy managed a kink club, for goodness’ sake.

      “I’m sorry,” Greg murmured. “Please let me try to correct that before the end of your stay.”

      Beth huffed out a breath and waved away the offer. “What I’d really like to know is how I got paired with those three in the first place,” she asked, shaking her head in disbelief. “I mean they couldn’t have been more unsuited, even if they hadn’t been half drunk. I thought you had systems for this kind of thing.”

      “And that, Beth, is a very good question,” Greg agreed, turning to the event planner who started nervously shifting from one foot to the other in her sensible navy pumps.

      “What do you have to say about this Vivica?”

      The girl wrung her hands together and bit her lip. “I’m an event planner, Sir,” she replied timidly. “I plan events and execute them, that’s all. The other stuff… Well, that’s not actually my job.”

      Greg looked at her with narrowed eyes before reaching for a tablet on the table and tapping on it. “So that responsibility would lie with the events manager…” he paused and squinted at his screen. “…Helen Randolph. I’m not familiar with her. Where is she? I want her here now.”

      Vivica wrung her hands some more and looked like she might burst into tears. “I - I’m afraid that’s not possible, Sir,” she whimpered. “She’s not here.”

      Greg scowled and surged to his feet and Vivica stumbled backwards. “What do you mean, she’s not here?” he demanded. “I might not know the woman, but I know damn well all the event personnel contracts state the staff must be present for all scheduled events, regardless of where their down time falls. And I know they’re compensated very generously if that happens. So, I assume you mean she's elsewhere on the island. I know there are other events taking place this weekend.”

      Vivica’s ears almost disappeared into her shoulders. “Um, I don’t think she is actually,” she squeaked.

      Greg’s eyes bored into Vivica and Beth honestly thought she might fall onto her knees before him at any moment.

      “Where is she then?” Greg barked.

      Vivica flinched. “I don’t know. She objects to having her scheduled time off interrupted, too. But I’ve been doing the best I can, honestly I have.”

      Beth got up from her chair. “Why don’t you sit down,” she said softly, guiding the trembling girl to the seat she’d just vacated.

      She glanced at Greg, who sighed but followed her lead and produced a tissue when Vivica started to sniffle.

      “I feel like there’s a story here that you need to be telling us,” Beth encouraged, even though this was really not her job. She felt sorry for the girl, who was obviously out of her depth.

      Vivica kept her head down but shook it slightly. Beth got the impression she wasn’t going to disclose anything… until Greg intervened with his Dom voice.

      “Vivica,” he said so sharply that the girl jumped. But it was like flipping on a switch. She was clearly submissive and if Beth wasn’t mistaken, someone had been taking advantage of that. And now Greg did the same, but with far more virtuous reasons. “Answer Ms. Cohen please. Her entire vacation has been ruined. I think you owe her that much at least, don’t you?”

      It was exactly the intervention Vivica needed.

      “M-Ms Randolph doesn’t approve of the club. She refuses to be involved in any of the events for Iniquity, so she leaves them to me and works on the Empyrean side. I do my best, Sir. Really, I do. But there are just some things that are beyond me and if it wasn’t for the guys who help me out…” she trailed off and screwed her eyes shut as if believing she’d said too much.

      “Continue, Vivica. What guys?” Greg says the word softly, but the authority was still there.

      “I don’t want to get them into trouble,” Vivica replied meekly, keeping her head bowed. “Ms. Randolph doesn’t allow the rest of the entertainment team to work on the club events. She says they’re immoral, and since I am immoral too, it’s my job to deal with them on my own. But I can’t handle it all. I'm sorry, I’m so sorry! But it’s a lot, so occasionally some of the other staff help.”

      Her voice shriveled to barely more than a whisper. “But I can’t ask for too much help because they threatened to report Ms. Randolph, and then she’ll fire me. She already told me that. I - I don’t want to lose my job,” she finished on a sob. “I love it here.”

      Greg reached forward and took one of Vivica’s hands, stilling the anxious movement of her fingers. Beth was impressed how intuitive he was because the action immediately soothed her.

      “You’re not going to get anyone into trouble who’s taken the time out of their own job to help you,” he reassured her.

      “Oh, they never took time away from their jobs.” Vivica was still quick to defend. “Only their free time.”

      “And they should be compensated for that, don’t you think?” Greg cajoled.

      Vivica looked at him from beneath tear drenched lashes and bit her lip. “You promise they won’t be in trouble?” she asked, a quiver in her voice. “They’ve been so great.”

      “I promise.”

      She nodded. “Okay. It’s Mitch mostly. He helps everyone.”

      The name sparked a memory in Beth’s brain, and she grabbed her purse. “Mitch Collins?” she asked, searching for the card he’d given her.

      Vivica eyed her warily but nodded.

      Beth found the card and produced it with a flourish. “And let me guess, one of the others who helped was Jed?” Damn, she didn’t know his surname.

      Vivica’s eyes widened and even Greg looked surprised.

      “How do you know that?” The girl asked.

      “It’s an educated guess, since he told me he used to be an event planner himself.”

      “But he works in the restaurant, doesn’t he?” Greg said, with a frown.

      “He took the job that was available,” Beth remarked, waving the business card in front of him. “And Mitch has a company already set up which would solve all your problems. Why the heck aren’t you using them?”

      Greg took the card and looked at it blankly. “I know about this. Mitch asked permission to share data, but that’s private so I told him he’d have to approach the members directly. I don’t have a problem with him doing so, as long as I didn’t get any complaints. But I still don’t understand the significance,” he admitted, turning his eyes her way.

      “He runs a kink matching service,” Beth told him. “Obviously something Iniquity needs… along with some kink friendly event planners.” As hints went, it wasn’t subtle.

      Greg sucked in an agitated breath. “I can’t believe I didn’t know any of this.” He looked genuinely troubled. “This is my club. I pride myself in having my finger on the pulse.”

      “Well, that just proves what an excellent job Vivica and her friends have been doing under difficult circumstances,” Beth replied. “And now you do know, so you can work on it.”

      “I will,” he agreed. “Thank you.”

      It felt good to know she’d put in a good word for a couple of the people who’d been so considerate to her over the past few days, and likely improved the club’s shortcomings in the same instance. But that didn’t mean her Valentine’s Day wasn’t a bust.

      As they wound things up, Beth wondered if her drink was still at the bar. She never even got the chance to taste it and, quite frankly, she could do with one right now. This was so not how she imagined her evening was going to play out.

      Or perhaps she’d just go and drown her sorrows back in her room. She wasn’t much in the mood to see everyone getting it on at Iniquity while she nursed a drink at the bar.

      “I’ll order you some complimentary champagne,” Greg offered as the three of them arrived back at the club’s bland lobby.

      “Thanks, but I think the penthouse has everything I could possibly ask for… to drink, anyway,” she added, wryly.

      Greg looked pained. “You’re in the Tartarean penthouse?” he queried with a wince.

      Beth gave a brief nod. “For what it’s worth.” Obviously, he didn’t know she wasn’t the high-class guest the suite implied, but she was too drained to correct him. Besides, Ansley might still kick up a stink. She’d forked out a lot of money for this trip, for one single outcome. There was no way Beth was going to be able to pretend it had all gone to plan, because Ansley would pump her for every detail, and she wasn’t that good an actress.

      Not that Beth wanted to drop anyone in it. Except maybe the Randolph woman. She sounded like a right judgmental prude and should be ashamed of the way she’d treated Vivica. Beth just hoped Greg, as the club manager, had the necessary clout to deal with the events and entertainment manager.

      She raised her hand by way of a goodbye and hurried around the corner to the elevators which led up to the upper floors.
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Chapter Fourteen

          

        

      

    

    
      Beth let herself into the suite and flopped on the lush, velvet sofa with a sigh. For a long moment she just sat there, considering what to do next that didn’t have ‘loser’ written all over it; trying not to let the events of the night bug her.

      For that reason, she repressed the urge to get undressed immediately and change into one of the voluminous, fluffy complimentary robes that made her look like a giant marshmallow. She wanted to hang on to the pretense for just a little while longer, if only for the sake of her sanity.

      She picked up the remote and flicked through a few channels on the massive, wall-mounted TV, but the sickening number of Valentine oriented programming forced her to turn it off. Where was a good war film when you needed one? Or a documentary about flesh devouring predators?

      Instead, she opted for music, but that gave her too much time to think, so she wandered out onto the balcony. The view was stunning, but it didn't hold her interest for long.

      She left the double doors open so the feather-light chiffon curtains danced in the quiet breeze and the scent of fresh air and sea brine wafted into the room.

      She paced the floor, trailing her fingers over the ornate furnishings, stopping to admire the genuine paintings of local color; anything that would distract from the meltdown she was trying to avoid.

      ” Come on, you’re better than this,” she told herself, hoping the sound of her voice would serve to talk her down. “You can take a little bit of drunken insult. That snotty kid’s opinion is worth less than a boil on the butt of humanity. You’ve weathered worse and shrugged it off.”

      And it was true. For the most part she recognized that it was someone else’s shortcomings that prompted them to be mean. Picking on any target just so they could feel better about themselves and their own insecurities.

      But it wasn’t really about that. She knew she was just as good as the next person. And a damn sight better than some of the miserable mofo’s who could only feel good about themselves by insulting others.

      It was more the disappointment. For once in her life, she thought she was going to find something special. Though she had the chance to make a magical memory she could hold close and remember fondly when loneliness threatened. A single, perfect moment which would provide pleasure and fulfillment, and ensure that her shitty run of Valentine’s Day messes were overshone by something so perfect they paled into insignificance.

      Instead, she just had the biggest of all fuck ups to add to her abysmal record.

      Argh! She’d promised herself she wasn’t going there. That the pity party was not going to happen, but she could already feel the familiar melancholy pulling her under.

      She didn’t want this! She wanted to be strong and shiny and durable. So, when the quiet knock interrupted her gloomy thoughts, she rushed to open it, even though she wasn’t in the mood for the pleasantries she would undoubtedly have to dredge up.

      “Oh! Um, hi,” she said in surprise when she pulled the door open to reveal Mitch, Jed and Sawyer.

      She’d spent time with all three, admired them and enjoyed their company. And it was fair to say she’d felt a spark of attraction to them all. But this was the first time they’d all been together at the same time, and somehow the chemistry that had always been there seemed like it had doubled.

      And while Beth had been expecting some kind of conciliatory offering sent to placate her, like the champagne Greg had offered, their presence confused her.

      Unless… maybe things had progressed quicker than she’d expected, and they’d come to say thank you.

      “Hello Beth.” Jed took the lead, gracing her with his dazzling smile. “May we come in and speak with you?”

      It was an odd request, really. She couldn’t imagine what they might want to talk to her about, but she was glad of the company, and she liked each one of these guys, a lot, so it was no hardship.

      “Sure,” she agreed, stepping back, and raising her hand in invitation.

      They walked in and she led the way over to the comfortable seating in the lounge area, suddenly grateful she’d decided not to go with the marshmallow look. They were, all three of them, good-looking guys, and she was pleased to look her best.

      “Would you like something to drink? The suite is very well stocked, as I’m sure you’re aware,” she asked, making small talk, since she wasn’t sure what else to say.

      “Thank you,” Jed replied.

      “I’ll fetch us something, shall I?” This from Mitch who jumped up and headed over to the refreshments area, obviously familiar with the room.

      Still, she was mildly surprised when he returned with a carafe of coffee on a tray with sugar, cream, and several flavor pods. She’d expected them to opt for something alcoholic.

      “So why aren’t three hot guys like you downstairs enjoying the Valentine's event?” Beth asked when they’d all taken a cup. “I hope you weren’t asked to come and check on me during your time off. I’m fine, honestly.”

      Sawyer was sitting next to her on one of the couches. She pegged him as the oldest of the three, and he was certainly the most serious. He didn’t say anything, but he stroked the back of his knuckles down her arm where several finger marks, which looked likely to form bruises, were still visible.

      The other two followed his movements and scowled.

      “It’s just a couple of bruises, guys,” Beth remarked. “I’m sure you’ve left worse on a sub when you’ve delivered a spanking or something.”

      “The difference is, those occasions were either consensual or they were backed up by a safe word,” Mitch replied, the expression on his face a far cry from the cheerful, fun-loving guy she’d met a couple of days ago.

      “Honestly, it’s nothing. And I can handle myself.”

      “The point is, you shouldn’t have needed to,” Jed chipped in, obviously as pissed as the others.

      “He was just a scrawny kid,” Beth said flippantly, thinking to lighten the tension that had sprung up in the room. “I could have taken care of him just by sitting my fat ass on him.”

      She’d meant it in jest, but it was the wrong thing to say.

      A low growl, which was nipple achingly hot, emanated from Sawyer’s direction. “Pretty sure you’ve been warned, more than once, what will happen if you keep putting yourself down.”

      Beth's eyes widened in surprise. They’d all said that to her in the past, but how did they know each other had? She looked between the three of them. They’d discussed it?

      The very idea flipped the wicked switch inside her brain.

      “Ha! So, you keep threatening,” she goaded. As much as she’d like them to, she doubted they’d actually deliver on those consequences. “So far I’ve yet to see any evidence though.”

      Before she could blink, Sawyer had her sprawled, face down, over his lap and was dishing out some surprisingly stinging swats to said, skirt-covered, ass.

      “Hey!” Beth squeaked, the breath rushing out of her. “This is not fair!”

      “Were you warned?” Her long, dark hair covered her face, but she knew that voice belonged to Jed.

      “Yes, but…”

      She didn’t get to finish.

      “Do you want me to stop?” This from Sawyer, whose hand paused, poised above her ass.

      To her mortification, Beth felt the loss of his spanking hand immediately, and wanted nothing more than for it to return. “No,” she whispered, hardly daring to breathe.

      “Do you have a safe word?” That was from Mitch. She could just about see their shoes from her upside-down position with her wild hair obstructing her view.

      “Yes, red,” she responded quickly, hope and anticipation blooming inside her like a sunrise, filling the dark places and the shadows that the events of the evening had thrown out.

      “Use it if you need to, Bethy,” Sawyer growled.
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Chapter Fifteen

          

        

      

    

    
      Beth didn’t realize she’d been holding her breath until it erupted as a gasp when Sawyer spanked it out of her.

      She went rigid for a second, then subsided over his knee, eagerly waiting for the next slap, but not wanting to seem too desperate.

      Even though she absolutely was. She didn’t even care if she got a punishment spanking, as long as she got to feel some hands on her, to take away the disappointments the night had brought so far. Anything had to be an improvement on spending yet another lonely, unhappy Valentine’s Day on her own.

      The next spank didn’t come as quickly as she anticipated, and for an awful, heart stopping moment she wondered if he’d changed his mind. And that - far more than any punishment spanking - made her want to cry.

      As much as she wanted to appear strong and nonchalant, her psyche had taken too much of a battering with the recent seesawing of emotions. Her hopes had been raised and dashed so many times that she was in danger of turning into a blubbering mess the next time disappointment struck. And that wouldn’t be fun for anyone.

      But instead of her worst fears being realized, something else happened.

      A second pair of hands.

      Beth was back to holding her breath. Her body quivered expectantly as her mind identified at least two pairs of hands.

      One hand between her shoulder blades, exerting a gentle pressure. Another just above the back of her knee, holding her still. Two more peeling up each side of her clingy, stretchy skirt to bare her ass.

      And wait! Another! Yes, definitely a fifth hand, caressing one of her ass cheeks.

      Beth’s stomach made a slow roll. The blubbering mess that was currently imminent had nothing to do with disappointment and everything to do with being the center of so much hot, male attention.

      A yearning developed deep in her soul, and she had to hold onto her control before she started begging so bad, she embarrassed herself.

      Wretchedness was not sexy!

      But she could feel them around her. All three surrounding her. It soothed and calmed her, allowing her to dispel the sharp talons of desperation. It heated her skin and set light to the fuse of desire. Beth could feel it waiting to consume her. She just hoped they were on board with helping her to explode. Although God knew, she was so primed it wouldn’t take much.

      There was a solid grasp on the back of her neck now. It grounded her. An arm banded around her legs, pinning them. It steadied her.

      And a palm resting gently against the curve of her buttock. It slapped her… and sent her soaring.

      Two spanks, then a pause.

      Somewhere on the edge of her consciousness she could hear their verbal appreciation of the way their handprints bloomed on her skin as they stopped to admire them. But her mind was already halfway to subspace.

      Another volley of slaps. They came from different directions, like they were taking turns.

      She probably moaned. Maybe even drooled. Because just that thought was so damned hot.

      The cadence of the spanks took on its own rhythm and Beth’s body danced to it. The breath shuddered in her chest. Her body jolted with each blow. Her skin seared with each slap.

      And her mind soared; flying to that special place which existed on the edge of paradise as her mind disconnected and everything else fell away.

      All the tension and the turmoil.

      The stress and the sadness.

      The constant noise that was in her head was silenced and all Beth felt was bliss.

      The pain no longer registered as pain. If indeed it ever had.

      The attention; the mindfulness… The connection. Those things were all far more important.

      And in this bright and sparkling moment they shone like fireworks in the sky. Bold, beautiful, and awe-inspiring.

      It left her breathless and at peace in the same instant.

      Beth didn’t know how long she lay there, draped over Sawyer’s knee like a limp noodle, completely blissed out.

      She still felt the hands. But now they soothed and stroked. She was only vaguely aware of movement; still too far gone to acknowledge it. So, it came as a bit of a surprise, when she finally came back to her senses, to find herself laid out, right side up, over the laps of all three men.

      She blinked up at them, then blinked again.

      Sawyer, Jed, and Mitch all sat together on the one sofa looking like a girl's wet dream. The contrast between Sawyer’s clean cut, dark good looks and serious demeanor, Jed’s blond haired, all American, ‘Mr. Nice Guy’, and Mitch's much more laid-back surfer persona, had never been more stark than when they were grouped together like this. But the one thing they shared was that definitive ‘Dom’ vibe. The one that simultaneously took her to task for bad mouthing herself or being a brat, and cared for her when she needed it. It was a potent combination.

      Her shoes were gone, and Jed massaged her feet, even though her stockings were still in place. While Mitch ran his fingers through her hair, stroking the long, artfully curled locks.

      Beneath her burning butt she could feel the hard evidence of Sawyer’s arousal. She still couldn’t get her mind around the fact that it was for her.

      “Here, have some water,” he murmured, holding a bottle towards her. Mitch levered her shoulders into a sitting position, and Beth swallowed gratefully, only now realizing how dry her throat was.

      “Thank you.” The cool water helped restore her senses and she tried to sit up and move away, conscious of her weight. But they held her still.

      “Stay there,” Sawyer commanded, and Beth felt her nipples pucker in response to his commanding tone.

      “We’d like to talk to you,” Mitch said, cupping her cheek in his hand so she had no choice but to get lost in his striking light brown eyes. She was so close she could see the amber flecks in them. It was a gaze she could drown in. Especially when it engulfed her so earnestly.

      “You were scheduled to have a foursome at the Valentine event,” Jed began, brushing his blond hair away from his face.

      Beth pursed her lips. Everything had been so awesome up until now that she’d forgotten about the previous upset. The last thing she wanted was to dredge it all back up now.

      She sucked in a bolstering breath. Back to reality, she guessed. Oh well. The distraction had been nice while it lasted.

      Evidently, they quickly caught on to the direction her thoughts were taking because Sawyer reached over and put his finger over her lips before she could say anything.

      “We know it didn’t turn out the way you’d hoped,” he remarked.

      It was kind of a surreal feeling, having Mitch’s palm holding her cheek while Sawyer’s blunt tipped fingers grazed her lips and all three pairs of eyes bored into her. But it was one which had her chest squeezing in anticipation. There was just something about being the sole focus of more than one man that completely tripped her switch and made her mindless.

      She didn’t even think of arguing. Just licked her lips and touched her tongue to Sawyer’s finger as she did so.

      She thought she saw his pupils dilate in response, but it was difficult to tell when his eyes were already so dark. Perhaps it was just a trick of the light.

      “So, we’d like to make you a proposition,” Mitch continued.

      Yeah, she must not be quite with it, still. Or else their touches just made her stupid. Either way she wanted to snicker at their choice of words. They could proposition her anytime.

      Three decidedly wicked grins reflected back at her. Even from Sawyer.

      Shit! Had she said that out loud?

      “Greg already spoke to the three of us and asked each of us to transfer into a job in the events department, specifically covering the club, thanks to you,” Jed told her. She was glad.

      “He also wants us to pitch our app to the big bosses, with a view to them using our company, & Co., at Iniquity. Also, thanks to you.”

      So, it was Jed and Sawyer who ran the company with Mitch, Beth realized. And Mitch and Sawyer must have been the other two event planners who worked with Jed. It was starting to make more sense now.

      “That’s a huge break for us,” Jed said earnestly, gratitude thick in his voice. “All thanks to you.”

      “So, we considered running your details through the app, to see if we could find you a match… three matches, as a thank you,” Mitch explained… And for some reason that disappointed her, though for the life of her she couldn’t work out why. She should be elated.

      “But the truth is, we didn’t want to…”

      Okay - that hurt.

      Beth dropped her eyes as they started to prickle, not wanting them to see her upset. She hadn’t wanted them to do it in the first place, so her stupid emotions didn’t make any sense.

      God, she was confused.

      “That’s not strictly true,” Sawyer said softly, lifting her chin back up with the crook of his finger.

      She still avoided eye contact. There was only so much a girl could take.

      Mitch dropped his head so his lips were within an inch of her mouth. She could feel his warm, coffee scented breath against her skin.

      She closed her eyes against temptation. Afraid she would make a fool of herself.

      “We didn’t need to,” Mitch whispered. “Because we already knew that you’d be perfect for us.”
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Chapter Sixteen

          

        

      

    

    
      It took a moment for the words to penetrate. Then Beth’s eyes popped open, and three sets of fiercely intense eyes gazed back at her.

      Was this a dream?

      Mitch’s distinctive amber eyes crinkled at the corners, taking on that familiar aura of fun she’d been drawn to when they first met.

      “This is no dream,” he chuckled. “If you agree, it’s going to be the best damn reality for all four of us.”

      Beth stared, her mouth falling open to form a small ‘o’.

      She’d really got to stop whispering her thoughts out loud like that!

      “So, what do you say, Bethy?” Jed pressed, his blue eyes darkening with desire.  “I know you don’t know us well, but you have at least met all three of us before now. And if you’re not comfortable diving right in, then we can set up a specific date and work on reassuring you prior to that.”

      Beth’s mind was whirling. She’d felt an attraction and a connection to each of these men before this ever became a reality. They had all impressed her with their care and attention, so there were no issues with regard to trust, or even chemistry.

      In fact, her panties were damp just from the thought. Okay, so they had already been wet because of the spanking, but now they were soaked.

      Embarrassingly so.

      And, hell, she’d been up for scening with three guys she’d never even had the chance to speak to, and they’d turned out to be douchebags, so she’d be the worst kind of hypocrite if she behaved any differently with Sawyer, Mitch, and Jed.

      Wait! What was wrong with her? Why was she trying to justify herself? She was completely on board with this scenario. The surprise must have short circuited her brain.

      “I think Mitch is right, and it would indeed be a damn fine reality,” she replied with a grin. “And I have no problem jumping straight in, although I would like you to review my limits list first.”

      She had just enough sense left to make that call, even though her body wanted to dive straight into the main event.

      “Already done,” Sawyer reassured her. “When we offered to put your details through our app to try and make things up to you, Greg gave us your details.”

      Jed nodded, a lock of his fair hair falling into his eyes.  “But one look at them and it was like we’d found our kinky soulmate.”

      Beth knew they didn’t mean it in any other way but kink compatibility, but the words made her tingle all the same. She could do far worse than these three gorgeous, thoughtful guys, but she doubted she could do much better.

      Not unless Ryan Reynolds, Henry Cavill, and Zack Efron walked through the door right now and wanted a foursome. And she didn’t think there was much chance of that. Besides, these guys bore a passing resemblance. And they were right here in front of her, and up for it.

      Her blood started to fizz in her veins and suddenly she wanted nothing more than to get this show started.

      She took a deep breath. “Is there anything I need to know about you three?” she asked. “Or anything that wasn’t covered on my information sheet?”

      “We’re all happy, if you are.” Mitch replied for the three of them.

      Beth nodded. “Okay then.”

      Oh God! It was really happening. Her stomach was spiraling and plummeting like she was on a rollercoaster. And when Jed pushed her legs off his knee, so they could all get up she wasn’t sure they were going to support her.

      Thankfully, gentlemen that they were, they helped her up and coddled her. Mitch and Jed flanking her on either side with their arms wrapped around her waist, while Sawyer passed her purse to her and headed to open the door.

      “Um… we could stay here if you like,” Beth offered tentatively, casting her eyes towards the massive bed in the other room. Selfishly, she wanted them all to herself. She wanted to take her time and enjoy them. It was already approaching midnight and the club liked all scenes to wind down before 1.30am, so there was at least thirty minutes for aftercare before it closed. And she wanted the opportunity to keep them, to snuggle up in that huge bed, built for six, and have it feel like it wasn’t so achingly empty.

      That was the biggest issue with sleeping in it alone; the vast expanse sometimes seemed even more lonely.

      Sawyer turned to look at her, and Mitch pressed a sweet, but far too innocent, kiss to her cheek.

      “That’s a lovely offer, Bethy,” Sawyer replied, his dark eyes boring into her. “But you don’t know us well enough for that yet. We’ve got a room reserved at the club where you’ll have the benefit of a dungeon monitor for your peace of mind.”

      Her feelings were conflicted. One the one hand she was disappointed, but on the other their clear concern for her welfare, and the fact they were putting her first, made her heart turn over in her chest. She couldn’t remember the last time anyone had offered her so much care. It affected her more than she wanted to admit.

      “That’s very considerate of you,” she whispered, feeling almost overwhelmed.

      “While you’re with us, you will be the center of our attention at all times,” Sawyer told her, leaving no room for misunderstanding.

      Beth shivered as the words dug their fingers into her soul and left dangerous fingerprints on her heart.

      “But if things go well, then maybe you’ll feel comfortable enough to repeat that offer in the days to come,” Jed murmured close to her ear as he nuzzled her temple.

      That was it. She was going to dissolve into a puddle of happy goo right at their feet if they kept this up. Never mind how dangerously high they were setting the bar for the rest of the encounters in her life.

      There was a good chance Sawyer, Jed and Mitch were going to spoil her for every man who came after them.

      Just as well you’ll never get the opportunity to do this again, after you go home, a little voice in her head whispered.

      And it was true. Finding one guy to compete with these three would be hard enough. Finding another three would be downright impossible.
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Chapter Seventeen

          

        

      

    

    
      As soon as they got downstairs, Jed, Mitch, and Sawyer whisked her away to the room they had booked. She was relieved to see it was one that could be closed off from the public. While she didn’t mind being on display, it wasn’t something she needed. And this first time was new and special, and she wanted it to be private.

      Plus, she was nervous as hell, and all the way down here in the elevator, she’d had to try not to second guess herself. But now it was really happening, and she was surrounded by three hot, young guys who she genuinely liked, all sorts of fears were creeping into her brain.

      She didn’t know what the heck she was doing.

      What if she disappointed them?

      What if she wasn’t good enough?

      What if she didn’t live up to their past experiences? Because it was obvious the three of them had done this before.

      Her insides felt like there was a swarm of bees buzzing around. She was already far too invested in the outcome of what happened here tonight. That suggestion that they might like a repeat performance; maybe something more private, was front and foremost in her mind, like a carrot being dangled on a stick. It was far too tempting.

      But how would she feel if it all went wrong, and she ended up watching her three men scening with someone else before she went home.

      Because that was the problem here. They felt like her men. But they weren’t.

      She really needed to get her stupid emotions back on track. This was a hook-up. One they were likely doing as a favor.

      Oh, she was sure they liked her well enough, but she doubted she was as much their perfect ideal as they’d suggested. Not when they were so young and gorgeous, and each had a personality to match. They could have their pick of all the pretty young things. She wasn’t unaware of the looks Sawyer, Jed, and Mitch attracted as they walked through the club. They drew a lot of female attention.

      What if she was just holding them back?

      Worse, what if she was some kind of pity fuck?

      Stop it! The words detonated like a bomb in her brain. Stop sabotaging yourself now you’re within touching distance of your dreams. You are just as good as any other woman here.

      Her inner warrior came thundering out to challenge her insecurities, roaring the battle cry: Your dress size does not define you!

      And as if they could read her mind, her three men - because they were hers for now, at least - drew her into the cozy room, closed out all the prying eyes, then sandwiched her between the three of them, effectively silencing any kind of thoughts as they short circuited her brain.

      For now, all she could do was feel.

      And it felt great!

      Beth wanted nothing more but to sink into them. To lose herself in their unique brand of attention.

      Just standing within the circle of the three of them was like being at the center of a vortex. She felt like she was being sucked into the moment.

      She closed her eyes and let herself drift. As much as she wanted to enjoy the sight of them, this was something she’d learned long ago that had its own benefits. It was like shutting out her sight allowed her to tune into every touch, every nuance. And the feel of the three pairs of hands roaming her skin was its own very special pleasure. Like there were fingers stroking and caressing, everywhere, all at once. It was kind of mind blowing and Beth wanted to enjoy every moment, embrace it completely and commit every touch, every feeling, every soul deep sensation to memory so she could take them out and replay them in her daydreams. Just like she had in her fantasies so many times in the past.

      But this time they would be real.

      “Communication is everything, Bethy. Especially this first time, so I want you to promise that if there’s anything you’re not comfortable with, you’ll say so immediately. We want this to be the best experience it can be, for all of us,” Jed told her as he grazed his fingers from her wrists to her shoulders.

      Beth nodded. “I promise,” she whispered, though in truth she couldn’t believe they could do anything she wouldn’t like. And their concern just compounded that belief.

      “We’re going to keep it simple this time too,” Jed continued, brushing his fingers through the long length of her hair. Making her feel cherished. “An engaged foursome, where all parties are participating, fully, is an art. Since you haven’t done this before we’re not going to muddy the water with any additional kink.”

      She mewled her disappointment and Mitch murmured in the ear that he nibbled. “But next time the gloves will be off, sweet thing. Once we’ve initiated you into the art of polyamorous sex and double penetration, we’ll do it all over again with kink included.”

      Beth gave a full body shudder and her knees felt weak. Thankfully Mitch, the tallest of the three, stood behind her, with his sinewy arm wrapped around her, just below her chest, and helped her to stay upright.

      “Time to unwrap you.” The quiet words were said like a prayer and so heartfelt she didn’t even panic, like she so often did, at the thought of them seeing her naked. Their talent for making her feel completely comfortable was a gift. She simply gave herself over to their care, barely aware of her clothing disappearing. It was like it just melted away.

      A groan sounded close to her ear. Mitch. “Jeez, your breasts are magnificent,” he said reverently.

      She felt his hands cup their heavy weight and she leaned back into him. But it wasn’t his fingers she felt on her nipples, like she expected.

      Instead, he held the twin globes up like a gift to his friends and Beth sucked in a noisy breath then let it out on an even louder groan as two mouths simultaneously latched onto her engorged nipples. One sucked while the other nibbled. The contrast blew her mind.

      Her head lolled back onto Mitch’s shoulder, and he nuzzled it to one side, so he had better access, then proceeded to suck and nibble a trail of hot, wet kisses down her neck.

      Someone pushed her legs wider apart. She didn’t know who. She was too lost in the sensations. Her shoes and stockings were still in place, and she had mixed feelings about that. On the one hand she felt sexy and daring. But on the other she would like to have their hands directly on her skin. And the high heels definitely didn’t help when it came to feeling so drunk on lust that it was already hard to stand up, without having to balance on a pair of four-inch stilettos.

      Her stray thoughts were purged once again when she felt something soft tickle against the strip of bare skin at the top of her stockings. For a moment she couldn’t place it. Then a pair of hands gripped her firmly behind her knees and she realized it must have been the fleeting skim of hair against her thigh.

      And after that everything was a haze as a hot, experienced tongue licked confidently all the way up her seam before swirling around the pouting, aching bud of her clit where it poked from under its protective hood, begging for attention.

      It didn’t take much. She was already primed and ready to detonate.

      Just a few heady licks had her lady bits cheering. A heavy pinch on her nipples providing the perfect opposing stimulation. Teeth sinking into that juncture of her neck where it met her shoulder, that always drove her wild. And Beth exploded, her climax heaving over the crest and obliterating her senses with euphoria.
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Chapter Eighteen

          

        

      

    

    
      Beth was a hot, blubbering mess. Her mind was fried. Her thoughts were skewed. She was barely aware of what was up and what was down. And all she could do was feel.

      She felt like she was floating, but the touch of cool, crisp cotton beneath her made her realize she’d been maneuvered onto the bed. She relaxed into it, grateful for their comforting support, glad to be off her feet, as she tried to recover her senses.

      The hands were there again, touching, stroking, caressing. Careful fingers skimmed her hair and face, the length of her legs, the soft mound of her tummy and heavy swell of her breasts. But none of it deliberately intimate. It soothed and settled, instead, avoiding her carefully waxed pussy and nipples. Gently they helped her to rebalance her shattered senses after her orgasm had decimated her.

      She blinked her eyes open and stared at the calming expanse of the plain white ceiling for a moment as she came back to herself.

      As the befuddlement wore off, she became aware that Mitch and Jed were snuggled up close on either side of her. Not only that, but a quick glance showed they were both stripped down to their boxers.

      Somewhere on the edge of her subconscious she was aware that Sawyer wasn’t with them. Instead, in her hazy peripheral vision, she was aware of him flitting around the room, removing things from drawers, and setting them on top of the cabinet next to the bed.

      “That was… Wow!” Her voice was croaky, her throat dry. Sawyer immediately appeared by the side of the bed with a bottle of water in his hand.

      “Here,” he said, offering it to her. “Take a few sips of this.”

      One of the others helped her lean upwards, just enough that she could do so comfortably. Then she returned the bottle and collapsed back onto the firm mattress.

      “So, have you recovered enough for round two?” Mitch asked with a twinkle in his gold-flecked eyes as he grinned at her.

      She hadn’t thought it possible, but immediately her body started to perk up again, totally on board with the idea. It was just her sluggish brain that was having trouble keeping up; still far too happy to float in the sultry memory of salacious, beguiling sensations. It was almost embarrassing just how affected she was by a simple climax.

      “Sorry,” she apologized. “It’s been a while.”

      “You were beautiful,” Jed whispered. “Watching you come so hard and knowing we gave that to you, is its own reward.”

      If she hadn’t already been head over heels for these guys, then words like that, along with their selfless consideration would surely have turned her head.

      As it was, she already felt like she was in way too deep, which was slightly surreal since this was all so new, but she couldn’t bring herself to care. Not when everything that was going on was so mind blowing. Let’s face it, no one in their right mind was going to worry about stuff like that when all this was happening.

      And that was the end of the talk. Mitch and Jed dropped their heads back to her breasts, licking and sucking, tweaking, and twisting, kneading, and nipping, and again that dual sensation of them doing two different things, both at the same time, shorted her circuits.

      Experienced fingers slid over her tummy and down her thighs, stroking and teasing; close, but not close enough to where she really needed them. Far sooner than she thought was humanly possible she was writhing and canting her hips, desperately trying to direct them to her neglected core.

      The end of the bed dipped, and Mitch and Jed immediately gripped her legs, spreading them wide apart as Sawyer took his place between them.

      For a fraction of a second Beth felt obscenely on display but her fleeting embarrassment was swept away as she looked at Sawyer from beneath heavy eyelids. His chest was sculpted, his abs delineated, and he had that sexy V at his hips. And in his hands, he had a bottle of lube.

      Beth felt her pulse kick up a notch, but like the well-oiled machine that they were, the other two immediately distracted her by playing with her pussy. One traced her folds and up and down her seam, while the other flicked her pouting nub before pressing down and rotating it with sure, deliberate strokes.

      Beth arched into them; her splayed legs held open by one of theirs trapping each calf. Her eyes drooped closed again and when deft fingers dipped into her core, first one, then another, while they continued the assault on her breasts, she barely even acknowledged the third hand until the pressure against her puckered rosette rose up to compete with the other sensations.

      Beth sucked in a quiet gasp, but despite all the training she’d done at home, she clenched reflexively. This was different from when she plugged herself.

      There was a sharp slap to the tender flesh of her inner thigh, and the swift bite of pain shocked her enough that the demanding digit managed to simultaneously breach her muscled ring. It pressed in and out, lighting up the nerve ending with each stroke. This was different from her self-use of a butt plug too and her breath rushed out of her on a low moan, then lodged in her chest as he added a second finger and began scissoring them to stretch her open.

      “Your club information says you’re an anal virgin,” Sawyer said, the timbre of his voice husky with desire. “But your muscles are softening quickly.”

      What did he expect? Her muscles didn’t stand a chance under the onslaught of three pairs of hands and two mouths drowning her in so many conflicting sensations.

      There was a dark chuckle close to one of her ears and a slap on one of her breasts.

      “Impertinent sub,” the voice that didn’t laugh murmured.

      Shit! She’d really got to get her wits about her enough to stop speaking her thoughts out loud like that. Especially if it was going to get her into trouble. Not that she objected to this kind of trouble.

      “I…” She breathed through the burn as the fingers in her ass pressed deeper inside. “I t-trained myself with butt plugs,” she confessed, her mind whirling as the fingers in her slick pussy pressed deep at the same time, giving Beth her very first taste of double penetration.

      What size did you get to?” Sawyer asked, but Beth could barely concentrate on anything as trivial as speech as two sets of fingers fucked her in tandem and the touch on her over sensitized clit rubbed harder and faster.

      “Ummm…” She was almost there. Her eyes had rolled back in her head as she chased her climax up the steep side of a precipice. Except…

      “Was it as wide as a man’s cock?” Sawyer’s words penetrated the fog of her brain. But probably only because they all reduced their motion.

      She wanted to argue. To tell them to get on with it, but she still had enough presence of mind to know that wasn’t a good idea. You caught more bees with sugar, than vinegar, like her mother always said.

      “I g-guess, maybe an average s-sized one,” she managed.

      “Good girl,” he crooned, and Beth knew a feeling like she was puddling at his feet and the orgasm she’d been reaching for was right there again, even without the physical stimulation.

      Her muscles tightened and her heart swelled, but these three were so attuned, that nothing got past them, and before she could tumble over the edge, they all withdrew completely.

      “Nooo!” Beth wailed. “I was so close.”

      “And that’s exactly where we need you,” Mitch replied, dragging her towards his lean body as Jed scooted over and lay on his back.

      Mitch cupped her cheeks and looked deep into her eyes. She fell into them willingly. “It’s showtime, Bethy. I need you to climb over and straddle Jed,” he instructed, dropping a swift kiss on her trembling mouth.

      When Beth looked back, Jed was gloriously naked and so was Sawyer. Her first thought was that the plugs she’d been using to train with hadn’t been big enough.

      Her second thought was that there was no way on god’s green earth that those two things were ever going to fit inside her.
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Chapter Nineteen

          

        

      

    

    
      “You just let us worry about that,” Sawyer said as he steadied and supported her while she maneuvered herself into position.

      Beth groaned and buried her flaming face in Jed’s beautifully muscled chest. How had she spoken out loud again when she had just given herself a mental telling off for it? They really were messing with her brain!

      Of course, the position she had assumed meant she was giving Sawyer a bird’s eye view of her ass and he took advantage of that by sinking his teeth into one of her buttocks.

      Beth squeaked in surprise and popped back up again.

      “Right, now you’re back with us, seat yourself on Jed. And don’t worry about anything. We’ll guide you every step of the way. The only thing you need to think about is enjoying yourself.”

      He wound the long length of her hair around his fist and tilted her head to the side as he said it close to her ear, but all the while Beth’s eyes were glued to Jed’s blue gaze.

      She shivered, prickly heat flowing in a wave from her neck, where she could feel Sawyer’s hot breath, right down her spine and into her legs where Jed gripped the back of her thighs.

      When she finally managed to disentangle herself from his stare and look down, she saw his hard length was already sheathed and he was holding it at the root, poised and ready.

      She was ready too; the slippery slickness between her legs waiting to glide him inside. She raised herself up onto her knees and while her first instinct was to lean forward and steady herself with a hand on his chest, Sawyer’s arm banded around her, underneath her breasts so she wasn’t able to. Then Mitch took one of her hands and Jed grasped her hip to guide her, and Beth settled herself over him while Sawyer controlled the pace she sank onto Jed’s cock and all of them watched as it disappeared inside her, inch by slow inch until she was filled.

      Beth threw her head back and closed her eyes, leaning into Sawyer's solid shoulder as she absorbed the sensation.

      “Jeez,” Jed muttered, closing his own eyes, and gripping her hips tightly, forcing her to be still. “You’re so damn tight.”

      “It’s been a while,” she replied, breathlessly, pinning him with her gaze. God he was handsome. And all hers, right now!

      She felt a light pressure in the middle of her shoulder blades as Sawyer encouraged her to lean forward, and Beth did so enthusiastically, eager to taste the tempting lips of the man who filled her so beautifully.

      To one side, she was vaguely aware that Mitch had moved to the cabinet where Sawyer had laid everything out earlier. He passed stuff to Sawyer, so he didn’t need to move from his position behind her.

      Condom.

      Lube.

      A shiver of apprehension trembled through her, as Sawyer lined up the blunt end of his cock with her forbidden hole, but Jed didn’t allow her to dwell on it, grasping behind her neck and pulling her into a deep, sensual kiss.

      God, he tasted just as good as she imagined. Better!

      His tongue plunged into her mouth, dancing with her own, stealing her breath. Who needed air to breathe anyway?

      Still, she stiffened, noticeably, as Sawyer began the inexorable push into her back passage, forcing the tight muscle to give way under his relentless intrusion.

      She felt fingers stroking down her back, threading through her hair, massaging her neck, her scalp, gentling her. Mitch. His care worked its magic and relaxed her; melted her.

      The inevitable stretch and burn started to ease, but an incredible fullness took its place as both men hilted inside her.

      Beth tore her mouth from Jed’s, desperate for air but the movement jolted her against them and just intensified the stuffed full feeling.

      Mitch stepped forward and kneeled on the bed, wrapping his hands in her long locks, and maneuvering her so she was eye to eye with his own engorged member.

      Oh God! Could she do this?

      He was generously endowed, and she did need air! For a moment it was all too much, and panic started to build inside her.

      Until a sharp swat to her backside jolted her out of it.

      “It’s okay.” Mitch raised her head to meet his eyes. Caring, steady eyes that calmed her. “We’ll take care of you.”

      He passed her a bright red ball that looked stark against the pristine white of the walls and the sheets. “If you’re not able to speak your safe word, then drop the ball. One of us will have our eyes on you at all times. We will always be aware; you can trust us on that.”

      She took the squishy ball and tried to tell herself that if her eyes were tearing it was because of the phenomenal stretch and pressure in her ass, but deep down she knew better. She was perfectly capable of delivering a swift slap to a thigh or a chest to grab their attention, so being looked after like this was having a strange effect on her equilibrium.

      Before she could dwell on this new dilemma too closely, Mitch gave her something else to think about in the form of his cock as he painted her lips with his precum. Beth licked her lips, tasting the salty essence of him before swiping her tongue over the top of his mushroom head and proceeding to swallow him down her throat in a single practiced move. Her fears were all gone, soothed by their gentle care, and she was desperate to give something back.

      Mitch expelled a muttered oath - or maybe it was a prayer - and grabbed fistfuls of her hair in both his hands as she took in his entire length and swallowed around him. Deep throating and suppressing her gag reflex was one of those unique talents she’d been gifted with, but she only practiced it on the truly deserving.

      And with his starkly uttered words it was like a switch had been flipped and the stillness gave way to movement.

      Sawyer withdrew, lighting up nerve endings in her ass that she never knew existed, sending shards of bright pleasure showering down around her. As he pushed back in, picking up his speed, Jed withdrew to give him room, and between the two of them they set up their own skillful and efficient rhythm.

      Her body became their playground, and she became their toy. Beth gave herself over to them, happy to allow them complete control as she immersed herself in the sensations that bombarded her.

      It was one of the most amazing experiences in the world, not having to assume any responsibility for what was going on, and just passing the weight of that responsibility to someone else. Power exchange was her favorite element of the kink lifestyle. That ability to relinquish control and simply live in the moment, without a care, was its own special kind of rush, and something she’d simply never found anywhere else.

      And right now, that feeling of total submission to not one, but three men was blowing her mind and she was flying.

      The sensation of being filled so completely was a high unlike anything she’d ever experienced before, and it ramped up her orgasm from zero to detonation in seconds.

      Mitch or Jed, she wasn’t certain which, pinched her nipples and that final piece of stimulation was all she needed to set her off.

      The impending climax began to roll through her like a tsunami, so powerful that if she wasn’t flying so high it might’ve scared her with its intensity.

      Completely in tune with her, the guys ramped up their own efforts, pounding into her relentlessly, harder, faster; their movements forcing her onto Mitch’s cock as he filled her mouth.

      Spurts of salty cum shot down her throat, and Beth did her best to swallow every drop before he pulled out, his timing perfect.

      The rush of air she dragged into her lungs when her mouth was free was like a drug. Her head spun and her body trembled.

      A tiny part of her mind which was still aware was conscious that Mitch had settled to one side and was now watching his two friends fuck her in tandem. The knowledge made her burn even hotter. She’d never considered herself an exhibitionist, but somehow this was different.

      Jed grasped her breasts and brought them to his mouth and when his teeth sank into the sensitive buds, that was all the catalyst she needed.

      Fireworks went off behind her eyes. Every nerve in her body burst into flames. Her core clenched tight. And she was bathed in a wave of utter euphoria.

      It took her a while to realize that the high pitched, keening wail which filled the room was her.

      Her men rode her hard through the crest, their movements becoming jerky and unsynchronized. Their shouts of completion mingled with her own as they both thrust into her hard and fast at the same time.

      The fullness and the pinch of pain set her off again and her body shuddered with yet another climax before she collapsed, completely spent, and wrung out, on top of Jed.

      She thought she must have zoned out for a while, because the next thing she knew, she’d been cleaned up and snuggled in a fluffy subbie blanket, cuddled between the hard bodies of her three men who were now, very sadly, fully clothed. Mitch lay propped up against the headboard with Beth’s back against his chest and Jed and Sawyer flanked her on either side, making her feel safe and cherished.

      “Hey, sweetheart. You’re back with us again. How are you feeling?” The endearment and Jed’s blinding smile turned her heart to mush at a time when she was already at her most vulnerable. She wanted to stay here in this little cocoon forever.

      “I’m awesome and that was good…no, wait! I mean, I’m good and that was awesome.” Her cheeks heated at the faux pas. Her voice was hoarse from screaming so much and clearly her brain was also befuddled.

      Thankfully the guys just laughed. “You are awesome,” Sawyer responded playfully, pressing a kiss to her forehead. She liked this less serious side of him.

      Beth tried to clear her throat and Mitch brought a bottle to her lips. “Here, have some of this.”

      She sipped the water gratefully, easing her scratchy throat and when she was done, he fed her a square of chocolate, saying, ‘This will help raise your blood sugar level.”

      She closed her eyes as she sucked it and knew without a doubt that the way these three guys made her feel was already way out in the danger zone. She needed to get her heart under control before she ended up getting it broken.
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Chapter Twenty

          

        

      

    

    
      Beth woke up late. The sun was already blazing through the light gauze nets that decorated her window and they billowed gently in the warm, scented breeze that blew off the ocean.

      She uncurled her limbs and extended her arms over her head after what must surely have been the best night’s sleep of her life.

      As she stretched her body hummed. There were some residual aches of a body well used, but they were only light. And also, rather comforting. They highlighted the complete joy of having her dreams fulfilled during an evening that was even better than she had imagined it would be.

      And her imagination had been pretty damn thorough.

      But nothing could compare to the reality.

      The only thing that would have made it better was if Mitch, Jed, and Sawyer had stayed the night with her.

      They had escorted her to her suite when the club closed, and they were all forced to leave the cozy nest they’d been snuggled in. Then they’d undressed her, got her ready for bed, and tucked her in before taking their leave. She’d asked them to stay, of course. Begged them, really, like she had no self-respect. And she’d been sad when they’d left, even though she knew it wasn’t reasonable.

      Having them had made her greedy.

      Experiencing the mind-blowing ways they had catapulted her body into euphoria had her hungry for more.

      She wanted to do it all over again, but different.

      She wanted to rotate them, so she knew each of them intimately in every way they had to give.

      She wanted to experiment with different positions.

      She wanted to know what it was like to blend the two most awesome experiences she’d ever had, her harem and kink. Together.

      And she wanted to share this big bed with them, and have that final, ultimate knowledge of what it was like to sleep four in a bed.

      She might hate it. She might find it too claustrophobic and too hot… and not the good kind of hot.

      But she doubted it.

      Beth sighed, because she knew she was being unreasonable. Both to the guys, but more importantly, to herself.

      She’d lived out her fantasy. It wasn’t fair to move the goal posts at the end, when what she should really be doing was reveling in the experience, not yearning for more.

      That was the ultimate expression of gluttony.

      She should be content with what she’d had. And she was.

      But let’s face it. Nobody in the whole history of the world ever got to taste one bite of the best cake in the universe and didn’t yearn for the rest of it.

      Beth wanted to scoff the lot. Surely that wasn’t greedy; it was just the appreciation of a damn fine cake.

      Surely, she was just being polite. Because if you didn’t want to finish the cake, that would imply it wasn’t any good.

      Yep! Beth was just being a grateful guest who wanted to finish all the cake.

      The Jed, Mitch, and Sawyer cake.

      Well, that was how she justified herself, anyway.

      She giggled to herself at the sheer silliness of her thoughts. The sound was foreign to her ears, proving it was far too long since she’d had anything to be this blissfully happy about. She was effervescent; like someone had stirred an extra dose of happy into her life and everything suddenly appeared more colorful. The sky was bluer. The leaves were greener. And the smells were sweeter.

      She should be careful, she knew. Because when everything seemed so much more invigorating, there was always the danger that returning to the gray, humdrum life she’d left behind would hit her far more painfully.

      The trouble was, right now everything was far too perfect for her to care.

      That was a problem for the future.

      Right now, she was going to enjoy the present and all of the wonderful gifts it had in store.

      And the first of those gifts appeared a lot sooner than she expected. She hadn’t been up long when there was a knock on her door.

      Beth went to answer it and was delighted, if surprised, to find Mitch there, pushing a heated food trolley.

      “Morning beautiful,” he said cheerfully, setting her heart fluttering. “Jed sent breakfast up for you. Unfortunately, he has to work, but I promised to deliver it for him.”

      Beth bit her lip and moved to the side to let him in, not entirely sure how things stood between them. Oh, she knew what she wanted, all right, but would the guys feel the same? And what if all four of them weren’t on the same page? How would things work if they all wanted something different.

      When they’d refused to stay the night, they told her it was because they didn’t want her to make that decision when her mind was high on endorphins. But she hadn’t been certain that it wasn't just a polite brush off.

      Then again, Jed had sent breakfast. He didn’t have to do that. And Mitch didn’t have to bring it, so that had to be a good sign, right? And if you didn’t ask, you didn’t get.

      “Did he send enough for two?” she asked coyly, winding a finger in her hair. “Perhaps you could stay a while and join me?”

      Mitch grinned as he rolled the trolley over to the table in the lounge area before turning and pulling her in for a brief, but very welcome, kiss which tamed a lot of those burning questions that were stewing in her head. “As it happens, I insisted that he did, so I’m glad you chose to invite me, or the amount of food would have made you think we were trying to fatten you up.” He winked as he pulled the silver lids off the dishes.

      “Good grief!” Beth exclaimed when she saw the volume and variety of foods. “I’m thinking that anyway, even if I only eat half of all this. There’s enough to feed an army. And believe me, I need to lose weight, not gain any more or people are going to mistake me for a beached whale when I head down to the cove to sunbathe!”

      Mitch raised an eyebrow. “Careful, baby. You don’t want to start your day off with a spanking,” he warned.

      “Well, I think she’s earned one anyway,” came another voice from the door, which she realized she’d forgotten to close in her excitement at seeing Mitch.

      Beth whirled in surprise to see Sawyer stalking towards her, pinning her with that intense, dark gaze of his. “You dish up breakfast, Mitch,” he suggested to his friend. “I’ll deal with this.”

      Before she could argue her way out of it, he’d pulled her with him, down onto the couch, and was peppering her ass with a volley of stinging swats.

      Beth squealed and kicked her legs, but Sawyer wasn’t having any of it. Pinning her legs with one of his own, he pushed up her sundress and peeled down her panties, before delivering a dozen more slaps to her bare butt.

      “Okay, okay! I’m sorry!” Beth spluttered as the sting swiftly became a burn on top of the sensitivity she still retained from the previous spanking.

      Sawyer rubbed his hand over the sore globes. “I should think so too,” he retorted, but he straightened her clothes and pulled her up and into his arms.

      “I love the size of you and so do Mitch and Jed. Don’t ever doubt that, Bethy.”

      The words and the use of her pet name dug just that little bit deeper into her heart.
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Chapter Twenty-One

          

        

      

    

    
      The days that followed would hold a special place in her heart for the rest of her life. Beth knew that without a doubt, no matter where her future led, or who she was with.

      One or more of the guys was with her always, day and night. And by unspoken, mutual consent, regardless of what shifts they were working, they always came back to the penthouse and slept the night.

      They’d indulged her every whim, and not just the sexual ones. She’d mentioned some of the things she wanted to do while she had the opportunity and they proved that not only did they listen, but they made things happen.

      On Monday Mitch and Sawyer took her to swim with the dolphins while Jed was covering the lunch shift. They had their own private power boat which they took her out in, heading out to a different stretch of water to the one the regular tourist excursion used.

      The experience was magical, but Beth suspected that had as much to do with the company as with the dolphins.

      That evening Jed took her back to Iniquity and strapped her to a spanking bench in full view of where Sawyer was working the bar.

      Her wrists and ankles were both cuffed to strategically placed rings in the frame and her heavy breasts dangled down on each side of the narrow central beam. After playing with her nipples until she was almost humping the wooden plank, Jed attached a pair of nipple clamps before selecting a double-sided paddle.
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        * * *

      

      Jed brought down the wooden side of the paddle on Beth’s sensational ass, stopping frequently to enjoy the rosy glow he was producing and the sexy little noises she made, when he flipped the paddle to the padded, velvet side and smoothed it sensuously over her skin.

      While he wished Sawyer and Mitch had been free to do this with him, Jed enjoyed having Beth to himself. Some special time, just for the two of them.

      Picking up an ostrich feather he treated her to an extra hard slap before dancing the lacy fronds of the feather down her spine.

      Beth alternated between yelping and sighing, and the combination, along with the sexy sight of her, had Jed rock hard, desperate to sink into her tight heat. Her thighs were slick and glistened even in the dim light, highlighting her own arousal, but public intercourse was one of Beth’s soft limits.

      He moved around in front of her and fisted her hair, leaning down to sample her lush lips; thrusting his tongue in and out of her mouth the way he wanted to do with his cock in her pussy.

      “I want to fuck you,” he told her hoarsely when they came up for air.

      “Yes!” Beth replied. Please, yes…”

      Jed cursed under his breath. “I’ll have to go and see if there’s a room available, but I don’t want to leave you bound and unattended while I do so. Let’s get you up and off of this.”

      “No!” Beth implored. “Fuck me now. Please don’t make me wait.”

      “We’re in public, Bethy. Your limit list says…”

      “It’s not a hard limit,” Beth panted, her breasts heaving. “It just depends on the circumstances. I’m good with it.”

      “Are you sure,” Jed pressed. “You shouldn’t make those kinds of decisions in the heat of the moment.”

      “I’m very, very sure, Jed. Please don’t make me wait any longer. I want you so much. I need you…”

      She wiggled her ass as much as she could in her bound position, but that was enough to test the resolve of a saint and Jed sure as hell was no saint.

      Moving back behind her, he grasped her hips and pulled her back until her arms were stretched to their full extent, and her ass cleared the edge of the bench for easy access.

      “This is going to be hard and fast,” he told her, delivering a final swat to her left buttock with his bare hand.

      “Oh god, yes!” Beth whimpered as Jed grabbed a condom and sheathed his aching cock.

      He notched it into her slippery slit and plunged inside in a single thrust, barely waiting a moment for her to accommodate his intrusion before he started a punishing rhythm.

      He reached over and grabbed a fistful of hair, using it as leverage as he thundered in and out of her, his heavy ball sac slapping against her clit with every stroke.

      Sweet little gasping moans dripped from her mouth every time he bottomed out against her cervix and spurred him on.

      He felt the walls of her vagina start to flutter around him, sucking him in, and knew she was close, so leaning over her back, he deftly removed both the nipple clamps at once.

      Beth howled and toppled over the edge, her clutching sheath milking him of his own climax as he roared his completion.
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        * * *

      

      On Tuesday Jed and Sawyer took her snorkeling off of a small, private bay. Something she’d never considered and hadn’t known she would enjoy. But seeing the brightly colored tropical fish swimming leisurely around the lacy fingers of coral was almost as exciting as swimming with the dolphins had been.

      Jed had packed a picnic and the three of them sat on the beach of the secluded cove, which the guys explained was not one of the tourist destinations since the owners of the island wanted to protect the turtles that laid their eggs here in the summer. Plus, it wasn’t easily accessible which meant their privacy was assured.
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        * * *

      

      After packing away the picnic Jed had brought with him from the restaurant, Beth lay on the blanket they’d spread out on the sand and Sawyer stripped off her swimsuit. Then he lay down beside her and proceeded to lick every drop of water from her warm skin, reveling in her taste.

      Jed joined him and when they were done, Beth was writhing and whimpering between them.

      “Oh god, you can’t leave me hanging after that!” She exclaimed as Jed rolled her over and the two of them slathered sun cream over every inch of exposed skin.

      By the time they were done she was panting, her eyes glazed with hunger. Damn, she was beautiful.

      Not for the first time, he marveled that she was still single. His Bethy had everything going for her. She was smart and sassy, giving and adventurous. The whole package and Sawyer couldn’t help wishing she lived closer. Except she wasn’t his, was she.

      The thought brought some age-old remorse to the forefront of his mind of ‘the one who got away.’

      He’d prevaricated over a relationship before and lived to regret it. Did he want to do that again?

      Things were new with Beth, but when something was right you just knew. He’d be up for trying a relationship with her, but would she be interested in the long-distance thing? Sawyer loved Elysium, but the trouble with living on a remote Caribbean Island was that it wasn’t close to anywhere.

      Would she be interested in dating the three of them? Maybe they could alter their down time so they could each take an alternate week off. Then she’d at least have one of them with her most of the time, as well as a week to herself.

      Or would she prefer all three of them together?

      Except maybe neither option would work. She’d already mentioned how her prudish employers considered themselves the morality police and frowned on anything that might bring the company into disrepute.

      Sawyer pushed the thoughts aside as he pulled her on top of him, helping her to seat herself on his throbbing shaft.

      He cupped her cheeks and brought her to him so he could taste her sweet mouth and enjoyed the heavy press of her magnificent tits smashed into his chest.

      Behind her Jed sheathed himself and lubed up as Sawyer swallowed Beth’s breathy moans and his friend pushed through the tight ring of her sphincter.

      He closed his eyes and lost himself in the twin sensation of Beth’s succulent lips and the slide of Jed’s cock against his own through the thin membrane of skin that separated them. He wasn’t remotely attracted to the same sex, but nothing beat this unique stimulation.

      Beth tore her mouth away from his and sucked in an audible breath as she threw her head back.

      She was a goddess. Her beautiful breasts bounced and beckoned to him, so he pulled a nipple into his mouth and suckled deeply, causing her to rock on his sensitive cock.

      Then Jed set up a brutal pace, obviously as desperate as he was, and the three of them rode each other to completion.
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        * * *

      

      On Wednesday Mitch took Beth to the casino and taught her how to play all the different games. It was fair to say she was not a natural. But he figured she still had as much fun as any other day. The two of them were in hysterics by the end of the afternoon, as they laughed about her botched hands and awful poker face.

      “Oh my god, I don’t think I’ve ever laughed so much in my life,” she wheezed as they left the Empyrean hotel on the opposite side of the island - the ‘vanilla’ side. While the Tartarean housed the kink club in its basement, the Empyrean housed the casino.

      “Then you definitely need to get out more,” Mitch laughed. “Stick with me babe, I’ll show you a good time.”

      Beth sobered and studied him with a soft look in her mahogany brown eyes. He could drown in that melted chocolate gaze of hers.

      “You always show me a good time,” she whispered.

      Mitch couldn’t help himself. He pulled her to him right there in front of the hotel and caressed her lips with his own.

      He wanted to keep her, he realized. When he’d wondered about love at first sight, that very first day, he’d already been smitten. But as he’d gotten to know her properly over these past few days, he already felt a soul deep connection that went deeper than he’d felt with any other woman. Even those he’d known much longer.

      Beth reached up and looped her arms around his neck as she kissed him back and he snuggled her to him, loving the feel of her in his arms.

      And he wondered if there was any kind of future for them.
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        * * *

      

      Beth sank into Mitch’s kiss. Was she in too deep? It wasn’t the first time she’d considered it. But every time the unwelcome thought occurred, she cut it off. It was just that they’d caught her at the most opportune moment, when she’d been heading on a one way path to defeat. They’d turned that right around for her, and that was why she had these unexpected feelings for them.

      She felt the same way towards all three of the, surely that was proof enough. It was just gratitude, there couldn’t be any other explanation. She hadn’t known them long enough.

      Plus sex with three men, far from being detached, like she’d thought it would be, because of the number of people involved, was actually a very personal thing. It required a level of trust she hadn’t fully appreciated prior to this trip. It needed so many variables to fall into place that it simply couldn’t happen without everybody being completely invested, both in the scene and in each other.

      A fulfilling scene between only two people could be tricky enough to get right where strangers were involved. Throw an extra two people into the mix and the complexities were tenfold and the chances of getting things right fractional.

      Beth was completely aware of that now. These unusual feelings were simply born of awe and appreciation, because, in hindsight, she knew how rare that was.

      It was far more unbelievable that she’d expected to come here and just hook up with three guys and get it on successfully. She realised, now, just how unlikely that really was, so the fact that she’d accomplished it was simply unbelievable. Her subconscious simply appreciated that and responded accordingly.

      That’s all it was.

      And let’s face it, this whole trip was one big fantasy. The tropical island with its golden sand and turquoise sea. The colourful marine life which teemed beneath the warm waves. The abundant foliage with flowers as big as your hand. The exotic birds with their distinctive sounds. Add in the romance of moonlight over the palms, reflected on the gentle water and it was easy to be seduced. But the reality was that this was a different world and once she returned home, Elysium, and everything - everyone - on it would be relegated to the stuff of dreams. Exactly where it was supposed to be.

      And if she immersed herself in that dream right now? Well, that was perfectly normal, wasn’t it? Anyone would do the same.

      That’s what she told herself, anyway.
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Chapter Twenty-Two

          

        

      

    

    
      On the Thursday they had somehow all managed to take the day off. No doubt by pulling a lot of strings.

      “What do you want to do?” Mitch asked.

      “Anything you want, we can arrange it,” Jed added.

      Beth sighed. “Honestly, I’d just like to hang out and relax for a little while. I’m going home tomorrow and whilst I’ve loved every single outing you’ve taken me on, I’d actually just like to spend my last day with you. Especially since I have you all to myself.”

      So that’s what they did. They spent the morning on the sun terrace, overlooking the sea. The guys took turns making sure she was safely slathered in sunscreen and Beth returning the favor.

      They ate a leisurely lunch which she ordered delivered to the penthouse and they chatted about everything and anything.

      She asked them to explain their business more fully and watched as they came alive talking about it.

      “Can I look at your business plan and costs?” she asked, catching on to their enthusiasm.

      Sawyer looked uncomfortable and Mitch and Jed exchanged glances.

      Beth bit back the hurt that they didn’t want to share and shrugged. “Forget it, it doesn’t matter,” she said, forcing lightness into her voice. “I understand it’s a private thing.”

      “It’s not that,” Sawyer replied, reaching out to massage her shoulder. “It’s just that our figures are severely lacking. We’re good with the ideas, but budgets and forecasting are not our forte.

      Beth brightened. “Well, luckily for you, it is mine!” she said, suddenly filled with excitement. This was something she could do for them. A way to say thank you and show her appreciation for everything they’d done for her. “Send me what you’ve got, and I’ll see what I can do with it.”

      Mitch grabbed his phone and tapped a few buttons. “Here, put in your email address,” he suggested, passing it to her.

      Beth did so and a moment later several files arrived in her inbox. She glanced through them quickly, but it didn’t take her long to realize they needed a fair amount of work doing on them.

      “Hmm, I’ll need to work on these after I get home,” she murmured, then paused and looked up. “Oh… um, assuming you don’t mind keeping in touch, that is,” she said, biting her lip.

      Jed flashed a smile her way and it eased the butterflies that had started swarming in her stomach. “Bethy, these past few days have been special, of course we want to stay in touch.”

      She could have pushed for more then, but she didn’t dare. And what was there anyway? She lived over a thousand miles away and didn’t have the kind of job which would tolerate the scandal of her having three lovers.

      Truth was, as much as she wanted them, there were major hurdles to jump, and there wasn’t enough time to deal with any of those right now.

      But maybe in the future…

      The stark realization that this was her last night rose up to hit her between the eyes and suddenly she was desperate to have them.

      She must have telegraphed those thoughts, either that or they were all on the same wavelength, because in a flurry of movement they all came together.

      Clothing was stripped off and flung around the room and from somewhere Sawyer miraculously produced a toy bag.

      She’d expected them to move to the bedroom, but it seemed the guys had other plans.

      Beth’s eyes widened as Sawyer threw a pair of lined handcuffs to Jed who made quick work of securing her wrists while Mitch pressed some secret button Beth was completely unaware of and had a heavy chain unraveling from some secret compartment in the ceiling.

      Jed fastened the cuffs to the chain and Mitch adjusted the mechanism until her arms were fully extended above her head.

      Her tummy was a seething mass of snakes as she watched, open mouthed as Sawyer unpacked more goodies from his bag.

      A spreader bar - where the hell had he hidden that?!

      Lube, which he placed on the nearby cabinet.

      Three - yes three - floggers with long leather fronds.

      And finally, a blindfold.

      He stepped forward with it in his hands while Mitch adjusted the spreader bar. “Are you ready for this?” he asked quietly, those serious eyes of his burning into hers.

      “Yes,” Beth replied, her voice coming out in a whisper because her vocal cords had been stolen by the surprise.

      “You know your safe word,” he reminded, and Beth nodded her head. A second later, her sight was obscured as he slipped the dense, black fabric over her head and blotted out her vision.

      Beth knew a moment of disorientation, but it only took seconds for the rest of her sense to snap into place. And then every sound, every smell, every sensation all became magnified.

      A spicy scent filled her nostrils as a mouth descended on hers for a rough, punishing kiss. That was Sawyer.

      Then he moved away, and Beth picked up woodsy notes as a pair of firm hands deftly secured her ankles to the spreader bar. Definitely Mitch.

      A warm body stepped up behind her, hands came around her and toyed with her nipples, grazed nipping kisses down the side of her neck. With him came a citrus scent that she knew belonged to Jed. It almost shocked her that she had come to recognize them so quickly by their touch, their smell, and their actions. She was more invested in these guys than she thought.

      Her amplified hearing picked up the soft swish of the flogger’s leather falls being shaken out, then there was a whoosh and a thwack and the pattering of many leather fronds against skin. Her skin.

      Sensations bloomed and filled her head. It wasn’t pain, it was far too light for that. But it was energizing, sparking all the nerve endings where they fell, to life.

      And then there was another, and another.

      Beth didn’t know what she’d expected, but it wasn’t this. It felt like she was being thrashed simultaneously.

      Everywhere.

      It felt like light kisses of sensation all over her body; new ones starting before the old ones faded. But never in the same place, the same direction.

      It took her a while to realize that all three of them were flogging her at the same time, walking around her in a slow circle as they did so. A constant ripple of lashings, another starting before the previous one was finished and so on in an unending wave.

      As her skin warmed, so the flogging got harsher, catching her thighs, her breasts, her stomach, and her back. Her nipples peaked, tightening within her dark areola to make perfect little targets.

      Her head began to swim with need as her body started to burn and the accuracy of the floggers became more pinpointed, striking at her nipples, her butt, and her mons.

      The spreader bar did its job, forcing her open so the rain of lashes could catch those most sensitive places. Her inner thighs, her pouting labia and her greedy clit which had peeked out from behind its protective hood to join in the fun.

      Beth writhed at the end of the chain, her body bucking and arching under their combined assault, but no one was pounding on the door, so she guessed the room must be suitably sound proofed so her heavy moans and fractured screams and her sobs as she begged them to take her didn’t disturb anyone.

      The movement stopped. The flogging concentrating in one place now. One on her breasts, the other between her legs. Someone had dropped out.

      Then the smell of ginger assaulted her nose, and she frowned, trying to place it. It wasn’t until slippery fingers probed her back hole that she realized it was the lube.

      Shit! Warming, ginger lube. The burn of the thick ring of muscle giving way beneath Mitch’s fingers was secondary to the burn of the lube as it heated her ass. And then he was there, pressing his long cock inside her while pinpricks of pain still rained down on her over sensitized clit and nipples. It was almost too much, but at the same time it wasn’t enough, and she yearned for the feel of them all inside her.

      When Mitch was finally buried inside her ass, one of the others stepped up in front of her and practiced fingers dipped into her soaking wet sheath, testing her readiness. The contact was brief, and Beth mumbled her objection when they withdrew, but immediately they were replaced with a cockhead that nudged against her slit.

      Mitch withdrew, allowing Sawyer access and the two of them set up an easy rhythm. But where was Jed? How did he fit into this arrangement?

      Her question was answered a moment later, when Sawyer stepped back, and another body took his place.

      And so they continued, Sawyer and Jed taking turns at her pussy while Mitch took her ass. She was close to coming again and again, but before she could launch herself into that sensual oblivion they stopped and swapped, effectively keeping her on the edge for ages.

      “Please! Oh, dear God, please…” Beth begged, desperation evident in the fractured sobs and the tears of frustration which saturated her blindfold.

      “Are you ready for us?” Sawyer demanded, his voice tense.

      “Yes!” Beth pleaded as Mitch continued to rock inside her burning ass.

      “Use your safe word if you need it,” he ordered, though Beth couldn’t for the life of her imagine why she should have to.

      She felt the heat of their sweat slicked bodies as they stood before her and the next thing she knew, her ankles were free of the spreader bar, but Mitch lifted her by hooking his arms underneath her knees and pulling her thighs apart, so she was spread wide open in the lewdest fashion before he withdrew so that only the tip of his cock filled her.

      She was confused for a while; her sluggish, sex-doped brain slow to figure out what was going on. Then two cock heads simultaneously nudged at her gaping slit and started pressing forward.

      Beth’s entire body trembled. She leaned back her head and rested it on Mitch's shoulder in an effort to relax and allow them in, but her brain rebelled. “I-it’s not going to work. Y-you’ll never fit!” she stammered.

      Slowly, inexorably, they pushed inside her, stretching her wider than she ever thought was possible. The burn, the pressure, was almost unbearable, but that switch inside her brain tripped and turned it into mind-boggling pleasure. They withdrew and Mitch’s presence in her ass made itself known again. Then Jed and Sawyer again. Their penetration wasn’t deep, but it pushed her into an orgasm before she was ready for it, before she was even expecting it. The sensations and the taboo of double vaginal penetration triggering her faster than a smoking gunshot.

      It must have been the same for them, because within minutes, the hot clutch of her overstretched channel milked all three of them to completion.
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Chapter Twenty-Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Post-holiday blues were a bitch.

      The thought occurred to Bethany for what must have been the tenth time in the past couple of hours alone.

      She had expected the break to make her feel rejuvenated and ready to tackle the world.

      The truth was somewhat less inspiring.

      Just as she’d feared, all it had really done was highlight, in sharp relief, everything that was lacking in her life and emphasize the drudgery of her day-to-day existence.

      What had seemed numbingly dull before now seemed ten times worse. Having a taste of how different life could be - not just because of the holiday setting - but in seeing how much Mitch, Jed, Sawyer and even Jasmine enjoyed their jobs. How fulfilled they all were and how much optimism they had.

      Beth didn’t have any of that, and now she was home again she felt like she’d exchanged that warm splash of color and energy for drab city streets and hard slog without any recognition or gratitude.

      Not even the supposed vivid energy of New York City helped. The high-rise buildings that blocked out the sky, the choking exhaust fumes of bumper-to-bumper traffic, and indifferent bustle of people who existed in their own little world just made her yearn for the warmth of the friendships she’d left behind and the wide-open spaces filled with tropical ocean breeze.

      Work sucked even more than it had before after seeing the healthy team environment her new friends all worked within and the appreciation they were shown by their superiors.

      But there was more to her melancholy than just that, even though it was the excuse she used to herself as much as anyone else.

      She missed them.

      Mitch, Jed, and Sawyer; she missed all three of them with equal intensity. It wasn’t just that they’d rocked her world; she missed the laughter and the easy camaraderie. And she definitely missed the mind-blowing sex!

      But there was so much more to it.

      If the distance wasn’t so much of an object, then she would certainly have wanted to continue seeing them. She thought the feeling was mutual, despite how impossible it all seemed.

      They’d left things open - sort of.

      While none of them had spoken in terms of a more intimate relationship, an ongoing friendship had been taken as assured.

      And that was sensible. Exactly what she wanted… wasn’t it?

      She’d thought it was as she stood on the tarmac with them, waiting for the helicopter, which would take her to Miami airport for her connecting flight to JFK.

      She’d been deeply touched that they’d cared enough to make the time to see her off. There had been people around, the ground crew and flight crew and others who were just arriving, but there had been no judgment at the fact she stood, crowded by three different men, each of whom kissed her deeply and pulled her into an intimate embrace. It had just seemed normal and accepted. It was only now she was home she could appreciate how not normal it had been and how unique that acceptance was.

      Despite how her chest had tightened at the thought of that golden moment in time coming to an end and the deep sorrow of leaving them behind, she’d truly believed that it was simply part of that normal holiday regret.

      Now, though she wasn’t so sure. She felt heartsick and on the borders of a depression that felt far deeper than the normal holiday blues.

      She felt like she’d left part of herself behind on Elysium.

      Right now, she didn’t even have Ansley to use as a sounding board because her friend was embroiled in some kind of argument with the kind of dudes you didn’t mess with.

      And she was married! Beth couldn’t even get her head around that one. These guys hadn’t even been on the scene when she’d left, two short weeks ago, so how had that happened?

      It sure as hell didn’t help with her blues though. Beth was at once both hurt that the wedding had happened without her knowledge or an invitation; and terrified that her impulsive friend had gotten herself in way too deep with the wrong kind of people. These men were mafia! Bratva or some such thing that innocent New York heiresses shouldn’t be messing with. She felt like she should be riding to Ansley’s rescue but getting hold of her friend was proving difficult. Something that just made Beth all the more concerned.

      Not that she could do anything more about it right now. She was dangerously close to being late for work on her first day back, and as much as the thought of going back to her office depressed her, she needed to pay for the roof over her head.

      Thirty minutes later, Beth walked through the reception area and raised a half-hearted hand to the girl behind the desk. She got a polite nod in return, but that was it. No bright smile. No asking how her break had been. It was sad.

      But then what did she expect? She’d worked here for four years and didn’t even know the girl’s name. She was just as much to blame. She’d allowed herself to fall into the same bleak, standoffish trap that this unfriendly environment fostered on the shop floor. The receptionist wasn’t after her job as an account’s supervisor.

      As she crossed the vast, monotonous expanse of cubbies to get to her tiny office she tried not to get disheartened at the thought of settling back into her lifeless, humdrum routine.

      She’d made some epic memories while she’d been away. They’d be able to sustain her for years… wouldn’t they?

      Bethany had thought for sure they would, but somehow, in the cold light of day, they just seemed to show her miserable, gray existence for what it really was.

      She saw Lisa, probably her closest friend in this place, even though she was really no more than an acquaintance and made an extra effort. Pasting a wide smile on her face, she waved and called out a hello, only to feel even more deflated when Lisa’s eyes widened then skittered away from her with nothing more than a jerkily raised hand in response.

      Bethany sighed heavily as she slipped into her cramped, windowless office and fired up her PC. Before stowing her handbag in the bottom drawer of her desk, she dug out the key to her safe drawer and unlocked it. Then she absently felt around for her personal notebook where she wrote out the pertinent details so she could refresh her memory on the contracts she was currently handling.

      “What the hell…?” she mumbled to herself when she couldn’t find it in the secure drawer she always kept it in. She pulled the drawer all the way out and felt around in the back, but it wasn’t there.

      Frowning, Bethany methodically worked her way through the rest of her desk, but there was still no sign of it. She began to get panicked… and angry.

      Why was she trying to kid herself? She knew damn well she always kept that book under lock and key. It contained all her notes about her personal clients and the work she was doing for them. It was the way she kept on top of her game and one step ahead of the rabid competition that was snapping at her heels waiting for her to stumble so they got the chance to sink their teeth into her plump, well-kept accounts and make off with them.

      She cursed her stupidity. She should have taken it home with her instead of trusting it to a locked drawer. Why hadn’t she?

      Maybe because she’d taken the key home with her which meant accessing her personal office space required an act of breaking and entering followed by actual theft of private property. Despite the cutthroat environment she worked in, she’d never really believed anyone would stoop that low.

      Oh yeah. And because she’d been too busy dreaming of sun, sand and sex and living her fantasies.

      And in the meantime, some damn shark had slunk in and swiped her livelihood. Probably without the tiniest shred of conscience that he was leaving her to starve - figuratively speaking.

      Still, the doom-laden chords of the Jaws theme tune seeped, inappropriately, into her brain as she turned her attention to the screen which had just flashed to life in front of her.

      Dread curled through her chest at what she might find, because she already knew, with absolute certainty, that it wasn’t going to be good.
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Chapter Twenty-Four

          

        

      

    

    
      And there it was, the treachery she’d been half expecting, half dreading and one hundred percent certain wouldn’t really happen.

      The fact that three of her files were locked and marked as complete, one of them being her biggest account which provided her with a bonus that equaled a third of her salary and made putting up with this god-awful job worthwhile, had her blood turning to ice in her veins.

      If she hadn’t been sitting down, she might have fallen. That was her stake money. The extra that she squirreled away into carefully chosen investments for her nest egg. And the other two that were tagged as finalized were her next best bonus paying accounts.

      Which could mean only one thing. After months of working her ass off on those three accounts, someone had made a sprint finish, using her personal notes as a guide, and completed the accounts in order to claim her bonuses.

      Vainly, she tried to access the accounts, even though she knew it was fruitless.

      The blood drained out of her face and black spots floated in front of her vision encroaching from the sides to try and take her down.

      Bethany bent forward and focused on her feet as she concentrated on regulating her breathing. The last thing she wanted to do was pass out. As soon as she regained her equilibrium, she had some asses to fry!

      This! This was why she’d barely taken any time off in the last three years. That subconscious understanding that someone might stab you in the back while you were gone. This was why she had so much holiday entitlement accrued that HR had authorized her last-minute arrangements to visit Elysium without so much as blinking an eye.

      But she had honestly never believed anyone would stoop this low.

      Sucking in a slow breath through her nose and blowing it out steadily through her pursed lips, Bethany sat up again now that the worst of the shock was over.

      She still felt shaky and nauseous but that wasn’t going to stop her getting to the bottom of this.

      On the way to her boss’s office, she stopped in the break room and filled one of the single use, throwaway cups with water. She made an effort to sip it, rather than gulping it down, as well as a conscious effort not to crush the flimsy plastic in her shaking hand. But by the time she finished and threw the cup in the trash, she was feeling ready to do battle.

      She gave a brief knock on Bob Marsden’s door and walked straight in. “Do you have a moment, please, Bob,” she asked before he had a chance to object. “It’s important.”

      He looked vaguely irritated, but if he realized she’d been on holiday he certainly didn’t show it by offering any pleasantries.

      “What is it? I have deadlines, and I’m sure you do too,” he said bluntly without so much as a greeting. It got Beth’s back up.

      “Nice to see you too, Bob. I had a great holiday. Thanks for asking.”

      Bob just stared at her with a supremely unimpressed look on his jowly face. And as much as his disinterest in either her, or what she might have to say that was important, bugged her, the flash of anger it engendered brought with it a welcome clarity.

      “Three of my accounts have been closed out while I was away,” she started, only to have Bob dip his head and continue tapping figures into a spreadsheet. “Without my permission or input.”

      Nothing. He barely even paused.

      “Well? What are you going to do about it?” She demanded when it became clear he wasn’t going to ask for details.

      He looked up at her and blinked as if he’d forgotten she was there. “Why would I need to do anything about it?” he asked with a scowl. “As long as the work’s been done before the deadline, it’s all good.”

      “Because someone has taken all my hard work, put their name on it and claimed my bonuses.” Beth pushed the words out from between gritted teeth as she spelled it out to him, frustrated by his lack of concern.

      Bob just shrugged. “You snooze, you lose,” he responded flippantly and turned back to his monitor.

      Beth’s mouth dropped open in shock. “Excuse me?” She didn’t need him to repeat himself. She just couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

      “What’s your problem?” he bit out sharply as if the fact she still stood there was bothersome. Maybe to him it was, but if he thought she was going to run off meekly just because he didn’t want to deal with this, then he was in for a shock.

      Beth slapped both palms against the fake wood veneer of his desk. “My problem is that my computer was broken into, my accounts hacked, and my personal notebook with private information in it was stolen from a locked drawer which shows obvious signs of being tampered with.” Her voice rose with every word, but she didn’t care if the whole floor heard what she had to say. Hopefully a couple of the perpetrators were quivering in their boots because she wasn’t letting this go without a fight.

      Bob narrowed his eyes on her. “This notebook with private information… Did it include the passwords for your PC and your accounts?” he asked.

      “Yes! Yes, it did,” she exclaimed. Finally, he was taking this seriously.

      He wasn’t taking this seriously. Not where her complaint was concerned, anyway. The next words out of his mouth proved it.

      “So technically, your accounts weren’t hacked then, were they? Someone used legitimate access.”

      Beth was stunned into silence for a beat; two beats, before she found her tongue again. Then she leaned forward and got in his face

      “My locked desk was still broken into, and personal property stolen. My notebook is still missing,” she growled.

      “Then perhaps you should have kept it somewhere safer,” he hissed back, matching her glare for glare.

      Beth stood back up and planted her hands on her hips. “That’s it?” she asked incredulously. “That’s all you’ve got to say about the matter?”

      “Actually, no.” He passed her a couple of earmarked brown folders. “Since you’ve got a lighter workload, you can finish these.”

      Beth took the files and flipped through them. “You have got to be kidding me. These are a mess. There’s no way anyone will be able to turn them in on time.”

      She checked the information page. “They don’t even have a bonus attached to them for all that work,” she scoffed. “Good luck finding some idiot to take those on.”

      “That idiot would be you,” Bob replied coldly. “You have the time, and it’s your job.”

      “Not any more it isn’t,” she said, throwing the folders back down on his desk so that half the contents spilled out. “I quit. The only thing that kept me here was the bonus on the ComTech account. Since I’m not going to get it, and you’re not interested in investigating a clear case of malicious theft, I’m done here.”

      Now it was Bob’s turn to be speechless. “You can’t quit! You’ve got a department to run, and we’ve got deadlines to meet before the end of the tax year. That’s only a few weeks away.”

      Beth turned on her heel and marched to the door, feeling remarkably liberated, even though she’d just thrown away her only source of income and didn’t know how she was going to pay her rent.

      “You walk out of that door and there’ll be no coming back, no matter how much you beg,” Bob screeched, his arm stretched out as he pointed his pudgy finger at the threshold.

      “I wouldn’t come back even if you were the one doing the begging Bob,” she threw over her shoulder as she left the room. “I’ll go clear out my desk. I’ve got enough holiday entitlement to cover my months’ notice, so we’ll make that immediate.”

      “You’re making a mistake Beth,” he warned, his voice tainted with vitriol.

      Beth stopped on the other side of the doorway and gave him an icy look. “No, you’ve made the mistake, Bob. The ComTech account was nowhere near ready to be signed off, not even by me, and I know it better than anyone. Neither were the others. So don’t come crying to me when this backfires on whoever stole my accounts and it comes back on you as the manager, because I won’t be here to clear up the mess.”
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Chapter Twenty-Five

          

        

      

    

    
      Beth made her way back to her office with her head held high, ignoring the wide-eyed curiosity from the many heads that were bobbing up above the walls of their cubbies.

      It was nothing but fighting talk, of course, the little speech she’d left Bob with. She really had no idea if what she’d said had any substance but socking it to him like that had made her feel good. And if nothing else, she hoped it gave Bob a couple of sleepless nights.

      And no, it wasn’t strictly true that her words were meritless. What she’d told him was the truth. But she guessed if someone had devoted the entire 10 days to the ComTech account they might have completed it effectively, especially with the help of her written notes. But not all three.

      Then again, who said there was only one player here? Could be that two or more people could have teamed up to claim her bonuses.

      The idea that there might be more than one person in this godforsaken company, willing to stab her in the back, helped her accept she’d made the right decision.

      Even if her life, as she knew it, was hanging in the balance right now, and the future stretched out like a frightening void in front of her.

      As she headed towards her office Beth saw Lisa again, locked in what looked like an animated conversation with a newish guy Beth didn’t know well. When Lisa saw her coming, she quickly looked the other way and the two of them immediately stopped talking and started rapidly walking down the corridor.

      Beth narrowed her eyes as she considered their hastily retreating backs. Lisa was acting weird again… just like this morning.

      Like she had a guilty conscience, perhaps?

      And as the person Beth was closest to in this hellhole, Lisa was also one of the few people who knew about her preference for making written notes, rather than using online files.

      She pursed her lips, and instead of going straight to her own office, Beth made a detour via Lisa’s empty cubby.

      It was all neat and tidy and nothing looked out of place. There was no sign of Beth’s distinctive patterned notebook on Lisa’s desk, but if you stole something you wouldn’t leave it in plain sight, would you.

      She looked around the small space trying to imagine where someone might hide contraband. The desk drawers were a bust. Maybe Lisa - because Beth’s money was on Lisa - was smart enough to keep it at home. Except it wouldn’t be much good to her there, would it?

      Maybe the guy she’d been arguing with had it. But if Lisa had gone to the trouble of stealing it, Beth couldn’t imagine her entrusting it to someone else.

      But there wasn’t really anywhere else, unless…

      Beth stared at the box Lisa’s monitor was raised up on. Was it possible?

      Without waiting to consider whether it was a good idea or not, Beth moved the monitor and inspected the box. It wasn’t like she had anything to lose after all. She’s already quit, what else could they do to her? Didn’t seem like Bob would be interested in the option of pressing charges considering his reaction to everything she’d told him a moment ago.

      And bingo!

      She pressed down on the lid of the box, and it popped open. And there it was. Her own notebook. She picked it up and didn’t let it out of her hand again, even while she struggled to put the monitor back into place.

      “Hey, what are you doing in my private space?” A voice screeched from behind her.

      Lisa.

      Beth was surprisingly calm as she turned to face the woman who had stabbed her in the back.

      “I’m just taking back my private property. Funny how it ended up in your private space, isn’t it?”

      “You can’t take that!” Lisa lunged for the book, but Beth rapped her on the knuckles with it as she tried to snatch it away.

      She got right up into Lisa’s scrawny little face. Sometimes there was an advantage to being a big girl, and Beth had no qualms about using it to be intimidating. “This is my book,” she growled, her eyes flashing fire. “It has my name on it, and my personal details inside it, in my own handwriting. You can go squeal to whoever you think might listen, but they might be more interested in how you came to have stolen property hidden in your cubby. Especially after I file a complaint about my accounts being hacked.”

      Beth didn’t actually hold out any hope about that going anywhere, but she wasn’t going to let Lisa know that.

      Then she marched back to her office to pack up her few meager belongings.

      She’d just finished when Bob came hurrying in to find her. Lisa hot on his heels. Seriously?

      He glanced at her notebook, where it lay in the top of the box with her other personal items, then at Lisa. “I’m afraid that will have to stay here, if it has client information,” he said with a mulish look on his face. Data protection rules and all that.”

      Beth raised a single eyebrow and picked up the book before either Bob or Lisa could. “Data protection only applies to digital information, Bob. But you’re right. It is confidential. As is all of my personal bank and investment information, so no. I won’t be leaving it here. There’s no telling what other account theft might occur in this place.” She slid her eyes to Lisa, who looked away. “But don’t worry. I have an idea.”

      She flipped through the first couple of dozen pages until she reached blank space, then ripped them out of the book.

      Lisa held her quivering fingers out to take them, but no way was Bethany allowing that to happen. “Of course, these are my personal insights into my clients. Little notes I make about where past issues have occurred, to smooth things out in the future. Client preferences for formatting, that kind of thing. Bullet points about what work needs to be done on their files. Nothing anyone here needs access to since the files have been closed out. Nothing someone can’t work out by working through the remaining open files. But you’re right. Since it’s confidential, we need to make sure the information isn’t abused.”

      She walked around her desk, but instead of placing the pages in Lisa’s sweaty, thieving fingers, Beth dropped them into the industrial shredder.

      “No!” Lisa’s horrified shriek was drowned out by the whirring noise of the blades as they devoured and minced the paper.

      And with that, Beth grabbed her box of belongings and marched out of her job without a backwards glance.
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Chapter Twenty-Six

          

        

      

    

    
      Ice cream should be recategorized as a major food group, Beth decided as she dug into a pint of her favorite Ben & Jerry’s cookie dough flavor. It was essential for drowning your sorrows in, even in the middle of winter.

      Not even the cold snap which saw below freezing temperatures and a smattering of snow was going to stop her indulgence in the creamy, calorie laden goodness.

      Right now, she was curled up on her bed with a snuggly blanket wrapped around her. It was cold enough in New York without the difference in temperature between here and the Caribbean, which she hadn’t acclimatized to, so she was feeling the cold particularly hard.

      Of course, ensconcing herself in the soft, fluffy fabric had inevitably reminded her of Mitch, Jed, and Sawyer, and how they had wrapped her in a subbie blanket after their scenes. How they had taken so much care of her; and that just added to her sadness.

      The one thing quitting her job had achieved was that she had plenty of free time to look over the information they’d given her for their company, & Co. So that’s exactly what she had done, and it was the one thing that had brought a touch of joy to her day.

      The work made her feel close to them at a time she was feeling particularly lost, and she had sent them an entire dossier of information that was probably far more than they were expecting from her.

      She’d included potential business leads, a comprehensive breakdown of their collateral costs and ongoing expenditure, topped off with a subscription fee analysis and suggestions on how they could widen their services.

      She hoped they didn’t think she’d overstepped, but it was too late to worry about that, since she’d already emailed the information.

      Beth shivered as the wind gusted outside and the heavy plink of hail rattled against her windowpane. Dumping her empty ice cream container on her bedside table because she was too cold to take it to the bin, she snuggled down beneath the heavy duvet.

      After being cuddled up with her three lovers every night, even her modest double bed seemed far too big with just herself in it.

      Her heart ached and she knew that what she was feeling went much deeper than simply missing them and wishing they were here to keep her warm with their young, virile bodies pressed, sensuously, against her.

      She felt old and jaded again, Beth realized. While she’d been in their presence, Mitch, Jed, and Sawyer had made her feel young and carefree. Not just because of the age difference, that was only two or three years. But because of their enthusiasm and their positive outlook. When had she lost all that?

      Shivering, she jammed her arms underneath the covers to keep warm. Inevitably, her hand drifted lower, across the soft mound of her belly until she found the hidden jewel between her legs.

      Beth closed her eyes and brought the faces of Jed, Sawyer, and Mitch into her mind, replaying some of her favorite scenes in her head as she strummed practiced fingers across her sensitive nub. She squeezed her breast and tweaked an aching nipple with her free hand, pinching and twisting, just like they used to do.

      But the orgasm, when it came, was nothing more than a muted pop and a soft drift of something pleasant, but by no means mind blowing.

      And afterwards, Bethany found she just felt worse.

      Sometimes having to be solely responsible for your own pleasure only served to highlight how lonely you really were.

      Now was one of those times.

      Instead of feeling fulfilled and sated, Bethany rolled over in her cold, lonely bed and realized just how sad and isolated her life was.

      She’d never considered herself the type who needed to be pampered and indulged, she’d always been fiercely independent and self-sufficient. But having someone - three someone’s - taking care of her had been something else. Something she’d never really missed, never thought she’d needed, until she’d experienced it first-hand.

      And now she was back home, she mourned the loss.

      It had meant something extra special for someone else to take control and to know she didn’t have to shoulder that constant responsibility herself. Oh, she could manage just fine. But it was nice to have a break from it. And from the rest of the monotony.

      Her home was a small, unappealing high-rise with no outdoor space. Her job - her former job - was dog eat dog survival of the fittest. This week had proved nothing, if not that. Her best friend - her only friend - was busy being loved up with three guys of her own and wasn’t that the ultimate irony! And somehow, she was deathly afraid that she’d been careless enough to lose her heart somewhere on a small tropical island, in the middle of the ocean, a thousand miles away.

      Beth yanked the covers up under her chin and contemplated whether it was worth getting out of bed to find a second pair of socks. She hadn’t switched her heating off, but neither had she turned it up, too aware that she was going to have to conserve every penny of her final paycheck.

      She lifted her head and smashed it back down onto the feather pillow in disgust. And what the hell was she doing feeling sorry for herself like this? When had she become such a pathetic loser?

      The irritation with herself had her throwing the covers off and diving out of bed despite the cold, as she dashed to get her laptop. Then she dialed the heating up a notch on her way back. Stuff sitting here shivering!

      It was time to take control of her life again.

      Powering up her MacBook, Beth surfed the web until she found the information on Elysium. How many times had she asked herself if she should apply for a job there? And that had been before she quit her own. There had to be a vacancy page somewhere on their website.

      Finding it and scouring their openings she was disappointed to find nothing in accounting, but there were other jobs; plenty in the housekeeping and restaurant departments.

      Beth paused. She didn’t know much about silver service or any other kind of waitressing, or how to pour a draft of ale, but she could probably learn. And she could scrub a toilet, and wield a vacuum cleaner, just as well as the next guy. But did she really want to take that kind of detour in her career?

      She was thirty years old and had worked her butt off to get her degree in accounting. Four long, tedious years, so that she was assured of a decent job at the end of it. Was she really prepared to throw all of that away?

      After all, what she was contemplating couldn’t even be described as a lateral move. This was menial, unskilled labor.

      In the end, it really was a step too far, and instead of filling out the online application for one of the specified vacancies, she wrote a covering letter and sent them her CV instead. But she made it clear she’d be willing to step into any role on a temporary basis, if there was the chance a more suitable opportunity might open up.

      She knew a moment of self-doubt. What if her guys had moved on? Because they weren’t really her guys, were they. They were just a holiday fling. And an engineered one, at that.

      She shook her head and cast the insecurities aside. It didn’t matter, she decided. Yes, it might hurt if it turned out they didn’t want to take things further. But this wasn’t just about them. It was about her and her whole future.

      It was about being in command of her destiny.

      And, if she was lucky, it would include making changes to her love life as well.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

        
          
          

          
            



        

      

    

    







Chapter Twenty-Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      A hammering on her door the following morning woke Beth from a deep sleep.

      The weather had turned milder during the night, the hail had melted, and a weak sun peeked through, giving the first sign that spring might be taking back control of the seasons.

      Beth kicked the heavy blankets off, realizing that she was overheated after piling so many on top and then turning up the heating.

      She pushed her hair out of her eyes as she stumbled to the door, then blinked in surprise when she saw Ansley standing there.

      Her friend breezed in, in a flurry of light perfume and designer couture. As usual Ansley was perfectly turned out and wasn’t showing any signs of having been coerced into submission or held prisoner by the man - men? - who had claimed her as their wife. In fact, she looked positively radiant.

      “Why didn’t you tell me you quit your job?” Ansley demanded before Beth could say a word. There was accusation in her voice as well as her manner as Ansley reached the lounge then swung around to face her.

      Beth’s eyes widened in surprise. She’d only just woken up and hadn’t had her coffee yet, so she was still sleep muddled.

      Shaking her head, she turned towards the kitchen to take care of that before she answered.

      “Why didn’t you tell me you got married?” Beth threw back by way of a reply, after she’d gotten the machine started. That still stung.

      Ansley shrugged. “You weren’t here,” she replied, her hands extended in supplication. But Beth sensed the regret in her friend’s expression.

      Beth sighed and handed Ansley one of the mugs of coffee she’d poured, before moving to sit on the couch. “And you weren’t available when I got home, and all the shit hit the fan at work. Have you even seen how many messages I left you?”

      Ansley bit her lip and ducked her head, her fair skin turning a rosy shade of pink. “You blew up my phone,” she responded, still not looking Beth in the eye.

      “That’s because you weren’t answering,” Beth retorted, “I had to find out from the society gossip columns that my best friend had gotten married. And when I contacted Katrina, she weaved some tale about the mafia, and you being embroiled in some kind of mob turf war. I’ve been worried sick. Especially when I couldn’t get hold of you and she said you weren’t living at home anymore!”

      Ansley looked uncomfortably embarrassed, and if it was possible her face was even redder than before. “I’ve been… busy,” she replied primly, and the whole thing was so completely out of character for her normally carefree friend that Beth burst out laughing.

      “Oh my God! I was just thinking that you had a special glow about you! I’ve just realized what it is. You’ve been ensnared and distracted by tons of kinky sex with those new men of yours, haven’t you,” she cried, gleefully.

      “I-I…that’s not what I came here to discuss,” Ansley deflected, her face now looking hot enough to fry an egg on. “Daddy phoned me, and said it was imperative that I get hold of you. He’s been pulling his hair out.”

      Beth frowned, her friends’ words causing enough confusion for her to let Ansley’s sex life drop… for a moment. “Why does Mr. King want to get hold of me?” she asked.

      “Premier Finance has completely messed up one of his company accounts. Because it was completed and forwarded to the tax office early, it was caught. Daddy has friends in high places. But he only has a few weeks to get it resubmitted correctly, or he’ll get massive fines and risks all of his other companies being investigated.”

      Beth scrunched up her eyes, her mind whirling. “I don’t understand. What’s that got to do with me? I didn’t even know Mr. King used Premier Finance. And you must have read at least some of my messages, because you know I don’t work there anymore.”

      Ansley shook her head. “No, daddy was told you’d quit when he rang them, and that’s why someone else had closed out the ComTech account. But he knows that wasn’t true because the dates coincided with when you were on holiday, so he wanted to know what was going on.”

      Beth gasped. “Comtech belongs to your father?” she squeaked.

      Ansley nodded vigorously. “It’s only a small company, but he’s really pissed that they messed up and he’s taken all his business elsewhere.”

      Beth could barely comprehend what Ansley was saying. It wasn’t a small one. It was huge. The biggest account she worked on. She was surprised she’d been allowed to keep it. But if Mr. King had enormous accounts with her old company, and he’d pulled them, then… wow! Beth couldn’t even get her head round that. It could be crippling to lose that kind of lucrative multi-billion-dollar business. Not to mention how the gossip mill would twist things.

      She couldn’t find it within herself to be sorry. Karma was a bitch. Did it make her a bad person?

      Beth quickly explained what had happened and Ansley beamed. “Damien, Leonid and Roman have accounts there too. I bet they’d move them if I asked nicely.”

      Beth stared at her friend, blankly. “I thought they were the Bratva?”

      Ansley pursed her lips. “The Shlykov’s do have legitimate enterprises, you know. But I bet they could go and ‘put the frighteners’ on your old boss too… But that’s not what I’m here for either. Although you can bet now I know how badly you’ve been treated, I’ll be mentioning it to them!”

      In typical Ansley style, her friend was talking nineteen to the dozen and Beth could barely keep up.

      “So why are you here then?” she finally managed.

      Ansley paused, and her face brightened. “Oh! Because daddy wants you to correct the ComTech account and also check over and file the other four accounts he pulled.”

      Beth’s mouth fell open. “I can sort out ComTech, sure, but there’s not enough time for me to complete five accounts!” She said weakly, hating to let her friend down.

      “Oh, he says the others are all complete. He’s just lost his faith in Premier Finance and wants a second opinion. Oh, and he said to give you this.”

      Ansley handed a slip of paper to Beth, and even though she was an accountant and recognized a check when she saw one, the number was so huge that she still had to blink several times to make sure she was seeing it right. She looked at Ansley in askance, unable to believe this was what she thought it was.

      “I hope that’s enough for all your hard work,” Ansley responded. “Daddy says that’s the sum of the bonuses he normally pays for the five accounts, plus an extra bonus for you taking it on at short notice, plus a month’s salary that will take you up to the deadline date. But he’ll renegotiate if it’s not enough.”

      Not enough? “It’s more than enough,” Beth choked out. It was more than she’d earned during her entire four years working at Premier Finance combined, bonuses included!

      “Excellent,” Ansley said, rubbing her hands together, then firing off a quick text, presumably to her father. “Now that all the boring business stuff’s out of the way, I do believe we have a lot of catching up to do. You can go first.”
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Chapter Twenty-Eight

          

        

      

    

    
      There was a lot to be said for hard work, and Beth had been working twelve, sometimes even fourteen-hour days to make sure she did a thorough and competent job on Mr. King’s accounts.

      Hard work meant there was less time to dwell on the fact that she hadn’t heard back from Elysium about any job vacancies. Although with the successful completion and filing of Ansley’s father’s accounts, she didn’t need to worry about cash flow for a while. That gave her the necessary breathing space to find something else in her own time, rather than rushing into the first position that came along.

      Hard work gave her less time to be sad that aside from a flurry of emails brimming with gratitude from Mitch, Jed, and Sawyer, there was nothing more personal from them.

      Hard work meant she fell into an exhausted sleep each night, instead of tossing and turning because the bed was too big, and Beth was lonelier than ever. And it left her less time to dwell on how much she missed her three guys, because they were still hers in her head, even if the reality was somewhat different.

      She was afraid they would always be her guys. She’d even been kicking the L-word around in her mind, in those unguarded moments when it snuck up on her, although she hadn’t admitted such a thing to herself yet. Because she didn’t want to be the idiot who fell for not one, not two, but three inaccessible guys. How pathetic was that?

      But the tax deadlines had come and gone. Mr. King’s accounts had been filed and the check deposited safely in her bank - she had refused to do it beforehand. And now there was no more hard work to distract her from her lonely thoughts and the threat of deeper heartache.

      Even the thought of the sizable nest egg she now had in her savings, which was enough for her to buy a house, outright, wasn’t enough to cheer her up. Neither was the news on the grapevine that Lisa, her cohort, and a lot of other Premier Finance employees had been made redundant when the company was forced to ‘streamline’ or face going under. Perhaps they’d learn their lesson and take better care of their employees in the future.

      And when the knock on her door came, later that afternoon, she refused to answer it because her eyes were red, and her face was blotchy, and she was too busy feeling sorry for herself to tolerate company.

      Not that she was expecting any. Nor was she expecting any deliveries, and she didn’t want double glazing or a sermon from some enthusiastic soul, telling her how to live her life.

      But the knocking continued, despite her resolve to ignore it. In fact, it just got louder and more persistent. Jeez! Didn’t people have anything better to do these days?

      Beth grabbed a tissue and blew her nose, annoyed now. Then she marched to the door and flung it open, ready to give the caller a piece of her mind.

      “What?” she bellowed rudely, leveling a killer glare at the unwanted interloper before her mouth dropped open in surprise.

      On the other side of the threshold three familiar pairs of eyes widened at her outburst and the onslaught of shock, mortification, gratitude, and uncertainty all wrapped up in her previous melancholy was just too much.

      Beth covered her face with her hands and burst into tears all over again.

      Unfazed by her ugly sobbing, Mitch, Jed, and Sawyer stepped inside the house, and Jed and Sawyer led Beth to the couch and sat down on either side of her, folding comforting arms around her, while Mitch went to find her some water.

      When he returned, he passed her the glass before dropping down in front of her and rubbing his hands along her thighs.

      The way they surrounded her with their presence made Beth feel cared for and protected, their familiar scents calmed her frazzled nerves in a way she hadn’t believed was possible.

      She took a few sips from the water to settle her and ease her throat, then grabbed another tissue to wipe her eyes.

      When she was done, she turned to them, taking in their handsome faces and indulgent smiles, and trying not to label how her heart felt like it was suddenly complete.

      “You’re here!” she exclaimed, then cringed at the absurdity of the statement. Of course they were here. She was pretty sure they knew that.

      “I just wish we could have got here sooner,” Mitch replied, tenderly pushing a strand of hair behind her ear.

      “But work has been manic,” Jed continued. “Transitioning to our new jobs and covering the old ones so we didn’t leave anyone in the lurch has been pretty time intensive.”

      “And then we had the headache of trying to sync our schedules so we could all be here together,” Sawyer added, squeezing her shoulder.

      “But what are you doing here?” she asked, looking from one to the other, but not trusting that she wasn’t reading more into this visit than there really was.

      “Bethy, there is only one place we’d rather be than here with you,” Sawyer said, his dark eyes piercing her with their intensity. “And that’s back on Elysium with you.”

      The other two murmured their agreement and Beth’s heart stuttered in her chest before taking wings and soaring with happiness.

      “Really?” she whispered just in case she’d heard wrong. But Sawyer’s lips claiming hers left her in no doubt of his intention.

      When he lifted his head, Mitch leaned forward and claimed his own urgent kiss before Jed did the same.

      “Of course really,” Mitch assured her.

      “Surely you must have known that the time we spent together was special,” Sawyer asked tentatively, and Beth hated the sudden uncertainty she heard in his voice. Like maybe she wasn’t as pleased to see them as they were to be here.

      “It was special to me,” she admitted, but I thought…” she paused. “Well, I thought I was probably just an assignment to you, you know, to make up for everything going wrong.”

      “Oh sweetheart,” Jed scolded. “Do you really believe it would have been anything more than that first scene, if you were just an assignment?”

      “Did you seriously think we’d have made time to spend on day trips with just anyone?” Mitch added.

      “But just in case you’re in any doubt, we’ve never spent the night with anyone at the resort, let alone the day,” Sawyer finished. “Only you.”

      “Oh!” Beth felt foolish now.

      “And when you emailed and told us about your job, we wanted to be here for you, but… well, you haven’t been in touch much the past few weeks,” Mitch said quietly.

      She rushed to reassure him… them. “I’m sorry. I told you about the offer from Mr. King. I’ve been working every hour of the day to make those deadlines…” Beth paused, because that wasn’t the whole truth. “And because I was scared,” she whispered. “Scared to hope. Scared to believe. Scared it couldn’t go anywhere because of the logistics. We never really discussed…” she trailed off, not sure what to say.

      Sawyer took her hands. “You're right, we never really spoke about a future beyond friendship, and that was our mistake too. I guess we were all cautious about how feasible a relationship between the four of us would be.”

      “But we missed you so badly, that we were willing to leave Elysium and come after you,” Jed declared. “But you’d already told us how difficult that would be with your job.”

      “But when you told us you’d quit, well, it seemed like serendipity. We went straight to see Dani and Dallas, because they’re the two investors who live and work at the resort, to see if there were any suitable openings.”

      “There’s nothing. I already looked,” Beth admitted, dropping her eyes at the disappointment of not hearing anything. No matter what their intentions, this still wouldn’t be easy. She couldn’t ask them to give up their charmed life on Elysium. They’d only come to resent her for it.

      “But maybe we could make the long-distance thing work?” she asked hopefully.

      Mitch smiled and dropped a kiss onto the end of her nose. “Well, as luck would have it, we managed to pull a few strings,” he said, mysteriously.

      “What do you mean?” Beth held her breath. She still didn’t dare to hope. Couldn’t bear the disappointment if she was wrong.

      “He means that Dani was already wavering on the necessity of having an accountant on site. At the moment all the bookkeeping is dealt with remotely, but that’s becoming a strain,” Jed told her.

      “And with a little nudge and a good word from Greg, she agreed to offer you a position,” Sawyer finished.

      “Ohmygod, ohmygod, really?” Beth shrieked, making all three of her men wince. Yeah, they were definitely her men, she thought with a grin.

      Sawyer put a finger against her lips. “It’s only part time initially, and it has a three-month trial period,” he warned, but nothing could stop the bloom of happiness that exploded in Beth’s chest.

      “But I know you’ll be able to make yourself indispensable,” Mitch said with a grin.

      Beth dragged them all to her and, laughing delightedly, they made a dog pile on her sofa.

      “I love you!” Beth declared, the words bursting out of her. “I love all three of you!”

      The laughter stopped then, and three intense gazes stared back at her.

      “We love you too.”

      “I love you.”

      “So do I.”

      They all spoke over the top of each other, but it didn’t matter, the sentiment was still the same.

      And then it was a tangle of lips and hands and touches and kisses.

      In the silence that followed, Sawyer whispered, “We’ve got a week, sweetness. A week to help you pack up your old life and tie up all the loose ends.”

      “A week to reconnect…” Mitch left the implication hanging.

      “And then,” Jed declared with a flash of his megawatt smile. “We’re taking you back to Elysium with us, not as our valentine in paradise, but for a life in paradise.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Be My Valentine

          

        

      

    

    
      Be My Valentine is a 7 book collection Series by Poppy Flynn, Crimson Syn, Sarwah Creed, Chloe Kent, Katherine Moore, Debbie Hope & Lisa Wood.

      A collection of standalone novels in Contemporary Romance | New Adult Romance | Romantic Suspense | Romantic Comedy | High School | MC | SEALs | OMYW | Bully and Sports Romance genres! 

      There is something for every reader in this amazing reverse harem series.

      

      Valentine in Paradise

      Book 1 in the Be my Valentine collection, is also book 3 in the Masters of Paradise series.

      Buy now! - Valentine in Paradise

      Their Valentine Bride

      Buy now!  - Their Valentine Bride

      Second Take

      Buy now!  - Second Take

      Triple Puck Valentines

      Buy now!  - Triple Puck Valentines

      Valentine Dare

      Buy now! - Valentine Dare 

      Lottie's Hidden Love

      Buy now!  - Lottie’s Hidden Love

      Dirty Cupid

      Buy now!  - Dirty Cupid
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      Poppy Flynn was born in Buckinghamshire, UK and moved to Wales at eight years old with parents who wanted to live the 'self-sufficiency' lifestyle.

      Poppy's love of reading and writing stemmed from her parents’ encouragement and the fact that they didn't have a television in the house.

      

      "When you're surrounded by fields, cows and sheep, no neighbours, no TV and the closest tiny village is four miles away, there's a certain limit to your options, but with books your adventures and your horizons are endless."
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      Club Risqué Series: Each a standalone with its own Happily Ever After.

      

      Club Risqué Series

      
        	Fool’s Desire

        	Fear’s Whisper

        	Ties that Bind

        	Dark Consequences

        	Friends with Benefits

        	Captive Heart

        	Tormented Dreams

      

      

      On His World  Book 1 in a standalone spanking sci-fi trilogy

      Get it on Amazon

      

      Smokin’ Cowboys: Book 1 in the multi-author reverse harem series - Loved by Three

      Get it on Amazon

      Stranded with the Storm Chasers: Book 9 in the multi-author reverse harem series - Loved by Three

      Get it on Amazon

      

      Serendipity Series: A humorous witch academy series with adult themes. Each book is a complete story following the misadventures of Seren Starlight, but there is an arc of romance and mystery which develops throughout the set.

      

      
        	Serendipity: Samhain & Sorcery - Currently in the Call of Magic Anthology

        	Serendipity: Yule & Enchantment - Book 2

        	Serendipity: Imbolc & Incantations - Book 3

        	Serendipity: Ostara & Omens - Book 4

        	Serendipity: Beltane & Bewitchery - Book 5

        	Serendipity: Litha & Lore - Book 6

        	Serendipity: Lammas & Illusions - Book 7

        	Serendipity: Mabon & Magic - Book 8

      

      

      See the dedicated page for the brand new series, Masters of Paradise, releasing roughly every other month.
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