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CHAPTER 1



If taking the train that promised a climax before coffee was the only way I could get to work in the morning, was it really such a bad thing?


It was the only train that would take me to the obscure location behind the dingy, hourly-rate motel. I had applied to so many jobs and been interviewed by so many hiring agents that I literally had no choice but to take the job. That is, if I wanted to continue paying my rent and avoid living on the streets.


The catch: I had to take the Iron Lincoln Railway, which, come to find out, was, apparently, widely known as ‘the sex train’. I had no idea such a thing even existed because apparently I had been living under a rock for the past year since it started.


There was no way I would be able to acquire a reliable car. Well, actually, that wasn’t the hard part. The hard part was obtaining my driver’s license after a terrible wreck. Yep, it was my fault. And it was so bad that I had lost my license for two full years.


On top of that, I had lost my job which was located just four short blocks from my apartment. Which meant I had nearly two years to go before I could get my license back. Talk about a sucky position to be in. The things you finally learn after suffering the consequences.


I had held out as long as I could for the boyfriend who would drive me places, and maybe let me move in with him to save on expenses, but when the only job I could get after the accident was located next door to the hookers’ corner on Seventh Avenue, all the way across town which was a good seven miles from my apartment, I had to spring for the most reliable—er, most realistic—option. Which was the train.


When I had inquired about reliable transportation to and from the job, the hiring agent had told me all about it. There was just one catch—I guess that makes it the second catch, but whatever—I had to fill out an application, for one, and I had to agree to on-site STD testing.


I had choked on my spit when he said it. “I’m sorry, what?” I had asked.


He shrugged. “Well, it’s a sex train,” he said like I should have automatically known what that meant. “It’s like a quickie on your commute. Every morning. Every evening.”


It had taken me a moment to realize my mouth was hanging open.


“It’s either that or pay for a cab, right?” he asked. “Who has the money to take a cab seven miles ten times a week? And you probably took a cab here today, so you’re going to be out a whole fifty bucks or more.”


“Right,” I said, nodding slowly as I ever-so-slowly recovered from my shock. The round-trip cab ride was making a serious dent in what little savings I had left.


“So, can you start next Monday?”


“Um,” I stammered. “I guess. If I can get approved by then, sure.”


“Great,” he said, standing up and reaching for my hand. “Congratulations and welcome aboard.”


Now, I know what you’re thinking. I had just agreed to work for someone who would know that I’m engaging in sexual intercourse before arriving at the office. Wouldn’t that be embarrassing? Ah, hell yeah. By the time I made it to the front door on Monday, I’d probably chicken out, unable to face anyone who knew I was taking that train.


And then a more serious question hit me: what if people from the office took the train as well? How could I face those people who knew what I was up to both before and after work?


Oh, but the whole idea was, admittedly, making me a little hot. I couldn’t help it. The fantasy of it all, sleeping with a stranger without the commitment, and not just anyone—someone who was subjected to daily STD tests—was causing my imagination to run wild. It was like the latest and greatest meet-up site, but without the risk.


It was one thing to daydream about it though, and it was completely another to live it. Would I actually follow through?


Well, that didn’t matter because either way I needed that train ride to get to work.


So, on my way home, I stopped by the train station’s office which was located a few blocks from my apartment building and filled out an application and subjected myself to a blood test. Within thirty minutes—the nurse insisted I stay for the results—I was in business with a special pass.


That was one thing I was really good at: keeping clean. I hadn’t had a boyfriend, or a lover, in three years. Any news of a disease would have been a shock to me since I kept up the habit of spreading my legs at the gyno’s office as often as recommended. Too often in my opinion.


The thing is, it turned out everyone but me knew about this train. Even my mother knew. And she freaked out the second I walked into my parents’ house and told her I was taking a train across town to Seventh Avenue.


“Are you kidding me?” she asked, her eyes wide as she stood in the kitchen doorway with her hands bracing the doorjamb. “Only the crazy people take that train, Claire. That isn’t for you.”


I wanted to dig a hole and bury myself in it. And if dirt could melt, I’d end up in a pool of it with how hot my face was burning. “Well, how else am I getting to the only company that will hire me? I can’t ask Dad to drive me. He has his wood shop and cooking classes three times a week. He won’t drop them just for me. And you don’t have a car either.”


She tapped her forehead with her palm. “What about your grandmother?” she asked. “We can call her up and ask her to drive down. At least for a few months.”


I scrunched up my shoulders. “And then what? Butter her up and then ask her to stay for twenty-one more months? That’s unlikely.”


She sighed. “So, you’re going through with this?”


“Well, yeah. I don’t have a choice now, do I?”


“You can live with us,” she said, her face brightening like she had just thought of the idea. “It’ll be rent-free, and you can stay as long as you like. You won’t need that job.”


“No,” I said, shaking my head. “Sorry, Mom, but hell no. I’m not living with you guys ever again. Remember? We agreed after the last time I lived with you that it would never work out between us.”


“You’re too uptight,” she said, lifting her hand and waving it absentmindedly. Clearly she was dismissing me and what she considered were my issues. “Fine then. Suit yourself. Go get knocked up on the train.”


“Mom, they require birth control,” I said, following her into the kitchen. “Chances of pregnancy are extremely unlikely.” There was that word again. Unlikely.


“There’s still a one-percent chance…”


“Less than a one-percent chance. And besides, half the time is in the back anyway.” I cringed as soon as the words came tumbling out. Did I really just say that out loud to my mother? That piece of information had totally slipped out, but I had been on a roll.


Her eyes bugged out as she stared at the sink.


Quick, come up with a save. Come on, come on. Anything. The plea in my head came up dry.


“Well,” she said, sounding a little breathless.


Shit. Opportunity missed.


“I suppose that reduces the odds considerably.”


I cleared my throat. “Yes, by half.”


She narrowed her eyes at me as she pursed her lips. Then she lifted a trembling hand to her brow and asked, “So, different partners every time?”


Shrugging, I picked up an apple from the fruit bowl and took a bite. “Maybe,” I replied, munching on its crispy flesh. “The train attendant said it’s entirely up to me. Or whoever picks me.”


“Picks you?” she asked nervously.


I nodded. “They have these weekly giveaways where patrons sign up to be auctioned off.”


“I see.”


“Anyway, it’s basically a fundraiser. The contributor chooses the charity he wishes to support.”


“Uh huh.”


Her eyes were starting to glaze over. Apparently, the concept was a bit much for her. But I had to hand it to her; she was taking this new development fairly well. Nothing like hearing about her grown daughter engaging in sexual acts with multiple unknown men.


For me, I was just glad to have a ride to work. Anything to keep myself from living in her house. Well, no, living on the streets. Because I’d shoot myself before I ever moved my things back into my old bedroom. No way. No way in hell.




CHAPTER 2



Over the weekend, I read up on current events. Like best practices for sex in public places. Sex with multiple partners at different times. Sex with multiple partners at the same time. And rear-entry sex, apparently the bashful person’s term for anal sex…


So, anyway, by the time Sunday night rolled around, I was feeling a bit queasy. Did I really have the guts to follow through with it? Couldn’t I just hitch a ride on top of the train? You know, maybe avoid the transportation fee altogether?


After taking a multivitamin and a mild sedative, I was about to call it a night when my mother called.


“So, are you ready for your big day tomorrow?” she asked when I answered the phone.


“Which part?” I asked flatly. “The train ride or the actual job?”


“Both, I suppose,” she replied. “Getting cold feet?”


“You could say that.”


“Oh, you’ll do great, honey. It’s like riding a bike.”


I clamped my eyes shut. “What’s like riding a bike?”


“The sex.”


“Uh huh.” Gosh, I wanted to hang up the phone and crawl under something. Maybe die.


“Once you get back into it, you’ll get into the rhythm. It’s in the way you move your hips.”


“Right,” I replied, rubbing my temple and wishing I could think of something—anything—to change the subject.


“And I want to know about the back. Your father keeps—”


“Mom! Stop!” Great. Now I’d never get that mental image out of my head.


“Well, anyway, I better let you get some rest. Don’t want you to be tired by the time you reach the office.”


I rolled my eyes.


“Oh, and I told your father. He wants you to call him.”


So much for keeping secrets. I had myself to blame for blabbing the part about the train. How stupid I had been to think she didn’t know about the train. How was it possible that everyone but me knew about that damn train?




CHAPTER 3



Despite the sedative, I tossed and turned all night. And then I made a mental note to sue my doctor for prescribing a drug that could quite literally cost me my brand new job. What would my boss think when I showed up to work dead tired because my sedative failed to provide me any quality sleep? It didn’t matter that I had been too anxious about the train ride. That’s what the sedative was for.


With a sigh, I dragged myself out of bed and into the bathroom. Quickly, I showered, making sure to give my private area an extra four minutes of attention. I didn’t want anyone to think I was out of practice. Men still like a smooth surface, right?


Casting a glance at the clock, I sucked in a breath. I had only fifteen minutes to get out the door and head to the station. After brushing out my hair and applying a conservative amount of makeup, I dressed in business casual—slacks and a light sweater—then I put on a silver necklace that hung between my breasts, slipped into a pair of black-and-white-striped pumps, grabbed my handbag, and headed out the door.


By the time I reached the train station, I was out of breath, and my feet were killing me.


Not to mention I felt really nervous.


There was a short line to get into the building. As I looked around, trying to play it cool, I caught a very attractive dark-haired man looking my way. The corners of his mouth curved upward and then he winked. I felt my face flush, and I smiled before I could stop myself.


Carefully, he weaved his way down the line and stopped at my side. He leaned in and asked, “Is this your first time?”


I felt my eyes widen at his brazen question.


“On the train,” he added.


“Oh,” I said—or more like gasped. I let out a nervous laugh.


He grinned, seeming to enjoy my discomfort.


“Is it that obvious?” I asked, running a hand down the front of my sweater, out of habit, as we took a few steps forward, following the crowd.


He leaned closer so his lips were within a few inches of my ear as he placed a gentle hand at the small of my back. “Right now, you’re wondering if maybe this is all a mistake. It’s crazy. Who has sex on a train? And you’re contemplating calling your boss and letting him know you quit.” Pulling back, he raised his eyebrows. “Am I right?”


I half-laughed. “Perhaps.”


He chuckled again, showing off adorable dimples.


Just looking at him was giving me the warm fuzzies.


“It’s the first-time jitters,” he said, taking my hand and patting it gently as he led me into the building. The line was moving along now. Before we reached the front admittance desk, he said, “When we get in there, I’ll wait for you outside the locker rooms.”


I nodded as I held out my hand to the attendant. She pricked my finger—which hurt like hell, by the way—pressed it inside a plastic tube, and then said, “You’re clear. You may go through.”


When I glanced over my shoulder, the guy said, “I’ll see you in there.”


Nodding again, I watched him get his finger pricked, mesmerized by the fall of his hair over his forehead when he bowed his head. When he was cleared, he looked up and cocked his head as he started to grin. As he reached my side again, he said, “It hurts at first, but you get used to it.”


I choked, inhaling at the wrong time. Strangely, I wasn’t even thinking about my finger. I was thinking about him and his…uh… I cleared my throat and nodded. “Right,” I said. “So, the throbbing sensation goes away?”


This time he blushed, clearly thinking of something other than a finger. His lips curved into a mischievous grin as he hooked a finger under my chin. Then he bowed his head and grazed my earlobe with his soft lips. “It’s too late to back out now,” he whispered.


I closed my eyes as he gently rubbed his stubbled cheek against mine. In that moment, I felt like it was just the two of us standing there. That no one else was trying to weave around us to get to the locker rooms. Until a woman’s leather handbag bumped my arm. Startled, I jumped out of the way right into the guy’s chest.


He chuckled as his arm wrapped protectively around my waist and pulled me closer. Then he held the door to the women’s locker room open and nudged me through it. “Go,” he said. “Before we make anyone mad.”


Grinning, I glanced over my shoulder and nodded. “Thanks,” I called as the door started to close. “I’ll see you out there.”


Inside the locker room, fit and attractive women of all ages were undressing and putting on white silk robes that the station provided. I walked to my assigned locker and then began undressing. After locking my belongings inside the unit, I cinched my robe tightly around my waist and then walked to the exit. Taking a deep breath, I pressed through the door.




CHAPTER 4



What I saw on the other side of the door wasn’t quite what I had expected. And I think somehow my jaw dropped farther than was physically possible.


Or maybe not.


But that certainly described some of the sexual positions couples were in already.


There were at least three dozen men and women everywhere, making use of lounge chairs and sofas, beds and swings, cushioned tables and counter tops. All were attractive and either naked or still robed—although from the looks of it not for long. And they were in various stages of sexual intercourse. There were men who were kneeling on the padded floor between their partner’s thighs while the women moaned and arched their backs. And others held their partners against the wall, thrusting their hips at various intensities.


The lights were dim, leaving the room dark but not pitch black, and music, featuring the latest hits, was playing loudly over the speakers.


“It can be a little overwhelming at first,” a voice said over the music.


I turned my head to stare up at the man who had so expertly wooed me a few moments ago.


He gestured toward the end of the rail car and then stretched his other hand out to me.


When I took it, my stomach lurched, doing a little flip from his touch.


He smiled and then said, “Come on. I’ll take you someplace quiet.”


I nodded.


As we passed, some of the couples looked our way. A young man with his, um, deeply embedded in the rear of a woman, who looked younger than my twenty-seven, turned his head. His leg muscles flexed as he slowly ground his hips. And all the while, his eyes tracked up my body, and then he winked at me.


My throat went dry as heat spread across my face.


As if sensing how out of place I felt, my escort leaned down to my ear and said, “It’s not far.” When I nodded, he added, “Oh, and don’t let that guy fool you. He’s hot, but he’s got a huge dick.”


When the man, the subject of the comment, laughed and said to me, “You know you want it,” somehow my face grew hotter.


As my escort held open the door at the end of the rail car, he said, “I’m Justin, by the way.”


“Thanks,” I replied, looking up at him. “I’m Claire.”


The next rail car was more of the same, only instead of loud club music, light romantic tones were playing through the speakers.


“So, where are we going?” I asked.


He smiled. “There’s a more private suite in the back,” he said. “You’ll like it. Especially since it’s your first time.”


Finally, we passed into another room, this one a little darker and quieter. There were a few couples making out, not quite in the advanced stages yet.


Justin closed the door behind us and then slowly pulled me to a large bed.


I bit my lip as my heart raced inside my chest. What was I doing here? It was crazy. Too crazy.


He sat down and pulled me closer so that I was standing between his knees.


I held my breath as he untied the sash of my robe and then glided his fingers down between my breasts, separating the fabric and exposing my flesh.


Just then new hands slid over my shoulders, baring them and pushing the robe aside and then to the floor.


I gasped and looked over my shoulder.


And then I froze. The man standing naked behind me was my hiring agent.




CHAPTER 5



The man smiled as he glided his hand across my stomach and stepped closer so his chest was pressed to my back. His manhood thumped against my lower back as he bowed his head and whispered in my ear, “I was hoping I would see you here.”


“Um,” I stammered, my mind racing to remember his first name.


“Relax,” he whispered, kissing my neck. “It’s outside of work.”


When I turned back to Justin, he was watching us with an amused expression. Then he said, “I had a feeling this was the girl you were telling me about.” Then to me, he said, “It’ll be fun. We’ll work together and sleep together.”


I felt my head start to whirl. Oh, no, please don’t tell me this guy works there, too. After I sent up that hopeless silent prayer, I croaked, “Work?”


He grinned his mischievous grin as he nodded. “Aren’t you lucky?”


“Uh huh,” I said, breathless and terrified. What the hell was I thinking? I couldn’t do this. Sleeping with coworkers? On the first day? Before the first day?


“Evan was telling me you are taking over the teen reads. Looks like we’ll be working together a lot. I handle the advertising for that department.”


I think my face paled because almost instantly his eyes widened and he was reaching across the bed to a basket filled with small water bottles. He uncapped one of the bottles and handed it to me.


“Thanks,” I managed to say. I could tell they were exchanging a look over my head, but I didn’t care. The cool water went down easily.


When I was done drinking, Justin took the bottle. He capped it and then tossed it toward the head of the bed. Then he looked up at me as he placed his hands on my waist. He pulled me closer, forcing me to climb onto the bed and straddle his hips.


Before I knew it, his hands were in my hair and he was kissing me.


And then Evan’s fingers were gliding over my thighs and pressing into my sensitive folds.


I gasped and moaned.


“I want to be inside you, Claire,” Justin whispered against my lips.


I fumbled for the opening of his robe and spread it apart. He released me and pushed it off his shoulders and away from his legs, exposing his erection. And then he was kissing me again, gently and then urgently, his fingers in my hair, his lips kneading mine.


Evan’s fingers worked gently as I rocked my hips against them to intensify the pleasure, and then he whispered against my neck, “I want inside, too, Claire.”


“This is going to make work so much more interesting,” Justin was saying.


“And traveling to work more fun,” Evan added as he ran his free hand over my stomach.


“You two don’t have your own cars?” I asked, my voice quivering.


“I don’t, but Justin does,” Evan said, his warm breath brushing over my neck. “I think this is way more fun.”


“And just as reliable,” Justin added. “Also cheaper in the long run. No wear and tear on the vehicle.”


“But aren’t you able to buy a vehicle?” I asked, craning my head over my shoulder to look at Evan.


“Sure,” he said with a shrug. “But I haven’t needed one yet. I can take the train to work, and I live within walking distance of grocery stores and restaurants.”


“What about you?” Justin asked. “What’s your story?”


I turned back to face him. “I lost my license.”


“That bad, huh?” he asked, fingering my nipple between his thumb and forefinger and making it hard again.


I nodded. “A mistake I’ll never make again.” Then I added, “Whenever I get my license back.”


“And when will that be?”


“Close to two years.”


“Ah,” Justin replied. “Well, here’s hoping you never find a boyfriend who will drive you to work. Doubt he’d want you taking the train, especially with us on it.”


Evan winked.


“Fat chance of that happening,” I said flatly.


“Why’s that?” Justin asked. “A beautiful young woman like you. I’m surprised you’re single in the first place.”


I huffed. “And what about you two?”


He rubbed my thigh as he said, “This is too much fun to stop.”


“There’s more to life than sex.”


“Nothing as pleasurable,” Evan replied. He cupped my cheek and turned my head as he leaned closer and pressed his lips to mine.


I felt Justin’s hand glide up my thigh and then his fingers were rubbing my clit. With a moan, I arched my back.


Evan’s lips trailed over my jaw and then grazed my shoulder as Justin’s fingers pressed inside me.


Suddenly, my heart was racing so fast that it felt like it was trying to escape my chest. And I was rapidly coming to my senses. My eyes flew open as I stammered, “Um, I…”


“Hmm?” Evan murmured against my neck.


“I can’t,” I said, breathless as I shook my head. “I can’t do this.”


They both froze and then they pulled away. Justin moved his hand to my thigh as he searched my eyes. I couldn’t tell if he looked disappointed or concerned.


“I’m sorry,” I whispered, bowing my head and staring down at my trembling hands. My eyes started to flood with tears. “I shouldn’t be here.”


“Hey, it’s okay,” Justin said softly, hooking a finger under my chin and tilting my head up.


I blinked back tears as I tried to meet his gaze.


“It’s your first day,” he said, setting his hands gently on my upper arms. “We know it’s overwhelming.”


I shook my head as I hugged my arms to my chest, trying to cover myself. Little good that did though. “I can’t ever do this. I’m not like this. I don’t have sex with random guys. And I don’t have sex with guys I’m not in a relationship with.” I was rambling, but I couldn’t get myself to stop. “You guys are great, but for me, sex is supposed to mean something. I want to feel a deep connection. I want the guy to fall in love with me and to care for me. Emotionally.”


As I spoke, Evan backed away and then he was draping my robe over my shoulders. When he drew the edges closed, his arms circled me, trapping my arms within the silky fabric.


“I’m sorry,” I said again, bowing my head and turning my face away. “I can’t take this train. I can’t take the job.”


He whispered softly in my ear as he hugged me to his chest. “You’re okay.”


Justin tied my robe at my waist and then set his hands back on my thighs. “It’s too soon to make rash decisions.”


I sucked in a ragged breath as I shook my head. “I can’t do this. And it’s the only way to get to work. I can’t drive. I can’t get a car.”


“Breathe,” he said softly.


I swallowed hard and then nodded as I inhaled through my nose.


“Has anyone ever said you overthink things just a bit?” Evan asked, his voice light.


“No. Why?”


“Curious, is all.”


Justin leaned back and grabbed the bottle of water.


When I caught sight of his manhood between my thighs, I sucked in a breath and looked away. He was losing his erection and it was all my fault.


But I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t go through with it.


Taking the train had sounded enticing, sleeping with multiple, numerous, men had sounded dirty and erotic, but when it came down to it, I couldn’t follow through.


Would the train service allow me on the train if I didn’t want to engage in sexual intercourse?


I had still paid for transportation, so it wasn’t like I hadn’t paid my dues, but if everyone did the same thing, they’d stop attracting the people who actually wanted the sex.


Right?


And then they’d end up with people who were able to find alternate transportation.


Justin uncapped the water bottle and handed it to me.


With a trembling hand, I brought the bottle to my lips and took a few sips. When it spilled down my chin, he inhaled sharply and then grabbed the bottle before I had a chance to spill the rest of the cold water down his torso.


“Sorry,” I whispered.


Eyeing me, he took a long drink, finishing off the bottle.


When a soft chime echoed inside the train car, I looked up toward the intercom overhead.


“It’s almost time to go,” Evan said, slowly releasing me.


When my robe fell open, revealing my bare skin beneath, Justin’s gaze drifted.


I sucked in a breath as his hands slid up my thighs. I thought he was going to cup my backside and scoot me closer so I could take him inside me—why not a last-minute quickie, right? Who cares if she already said no?—but instead he lifted his hands and held my robe closed as I slipped my arms through the sleeves. “I’m sorry,” I said again. “I’ve ruined your morning.”


He gave me a small smile. “Don’t worry about it. It’s no big deal.”


I honestly couldn’t tell if he was being genuine or just being nice. Didn’t all guys just want to have sex? And weren’t they always disappointed when they couldn’t? And then here I had stalled for as long as I could and then backed out completely at the last minute. Now it’d be too late for them to hook up with someone else. I felt like such a tease.


“Come on,” Evan said, taking me by the shoulders and helping me off the bed.


I tilted my head back as I hugged my arms to my chest, cinching the robe tighter around myself, and gave him an apologetic look. “I’m really sorry,” I said again.


He pursed his lips. “If you apologize one more time, I swear I’ll press your back against the wall and take you whether you want me to or not.”


My eyes widened. “I—”


“Uh uh,” he said flatly, shaking his head.


I closed my mouth and swallowed hard as I blinked up at him.


“I don’t want to hear women apologize more than once.” He was starting to look a little irritated. His brows were furrowed and he was frowning. When he lifted his hand and hooked a finger under my chin, he bowed his head as his other arm slid down my back.


I gasped when his lips touched mine. As my eyes drifted closed, I found myself leaning against him and kissing him back.


“I would make sure you liked it, maybe even loved it,” he said against my lips and between kisses. Then he lifted his head and gazed down at me. “But then I’d never forget that I forced you, and quite frankly, I don’t force women to have sex with me. I don’t mind coaxing, but forcing isn’t something I’m interested in starting.”


Biting my lip to avoid apologizing again, I nodded. But I couldn’t help wondering if he really would take me against the wall if I apologized again. I almost wanted to test out the dare. Just to see if he would follow through.


When the chime sounded again, he sighed. Then he placed his hand at the small of my back as he said, “Come on. I’ll take you back. Don’t want you getting stopped on the way through to the locker rooms. Especially by Kal. That would definitely make you late for work. He’s better at coaxing than I am.”


“Kal,” I said, thinking about who he meant. “The guy with the huge dick?”


He chuckled as he nodded. “Yeah, that’s the one.”


Justin hurried past us and opened the door. After we passed through, he walked along my other side. When we reached the main car with the loud music, I saw Kal looking over his shoulder again. He was thrusting his hips against a young woman at least a few years younger than me—I was pretty sure she was not the same woman as earlier. Her legs were wrapped around his waist as he held her up against the wall. He thrust several times, making her gasp and moan, and then he set her on her feet. Out of breath, he cradled her face in his hands and kissed her long and hard.


As we walked past him, he turned on his heel and caught up with us. Walking backward in front of us, he asked, “So, what do you think of the train? Did Justin and Evan here show you a good time?”


I blushed.


“Ah,” he replied, grinning. “I look forward to joining you sometime. Maybe tonight.”


Before I could reply, he winked and then bowed as he backed away.


When we reached the locker room doors, Justin leaned down and brushed his lips over my temple. “We’ll wait for you outside.”




CHAPTER 6



After I was dressed, I stepped out of the women’s locker room and found the guys, plus Kal, leaning against a concrete pillar across the walkway. When I saw them, I couldn’t help blush as I thought about what might have happened if I hadn’t backed out. The image of Justin and Evan thrusting inside me passed through my mind before I could stop it. I felt my face grow even hotter and I bit my lip to keep from grinning.


I wanted to do it. It made me hot thinking about it. But when it really came down to it, I couldn’t bring myself to follow through.


When Kal stepped forward, I pointed at him and said, “Let me guess. You work with these two?”


He winked. “I bet you didn’t know you’d be so lucky,” he replied, offering me his arm.


When I moved to sidestep him, I stepped on a pebble on the sidewalk and would have toppled over if he hadn’t reached out his hand and grabbed my arm. He pulled me upright, steadying me.


“Careful,” he said, his voice soft and low.


My breath quickened as his skin on mine sent shivers down my side.


“I’d like to take those heels off,” he said as the corners of his mouth lifted slightly.


I let out a ragged breath as my face flushed. He was so intimidating, the way he towered over me with his broad shoulders. And he was hot. Fuckin’ hot, excuse my French. And all muscle. All full-blown, high-testosterone male. And his hands on me were making my knees weak.


“What are you doing later tonight?”


“Um,” I stammered, casting a nervous glance at the other guys. Had they not mentioned to him that I had chickened out? Didn’t they talk about that kind of thing?


“No way,” Evan said, cutting in and taking hold of my arm as he pushed Kal away. “Back off, man. She’s not ready for you.”


“I’ll be gentle,” he replied, clearly trying to make an appeal.


I wasn’t sure if he knew how to be gentle. He reminded me of a Doberman. Or a Navy Seal. Imagining him gentle reminded me of a bull inside a glass shop.


When I giggled, he narrowed his eyes at me and asked, “What’s so funny?”


I shook my head. “Nothing. I was just trying to picture you being gentle.”


“I can be gentle.”


When the other guys rolled their eyes, he added, “Hey, I can’t help it that the women like it rough. I’m just giving them what they want.”


My cheeks grew warmer as my eyes bugged out.


“You’ll just have to take my word for it, I guess. I’ll show you and you’ll be pleasantly surprised. I promise.”


I was about to say I doubted it, but then a guy across the street at the motel yelled something I couldn’t make out. As I looked up at the guys to ask if they heard what he said, Justin put his arm around my waist and rested his hand on my hip.


Leaning down as we walked, he said, “Do not walk these streets alone. Otherwise you’ll end up at the motel whether you want to be there or not.”


My eyes widened again. “Really?” I asked.


“Yeah.”


“What’d he say?”


He and Evan exchanged a look over my head. Then he said, “He was asking if we wanted to watch while he takes you from behind.”


I dropped my jaw and then I scrunched up my shoulders as I shivered.


“Exactly,” Evan said.


At the main entrance to our office building, Kal grabbed the handle and held open the door. When I nodded politely and walked through the doorway, he winked.


As we walked past the elaborate front desk engraved with the publishing firm’s logo, Evan leaned closer and said, “Come on. I’ll show you to your office.”




CHAPTER 7



I couldn’t get through the day without blushing every time I saw one of the guys either walking past my office or meeting me in the hallway. And I couldn’t help wondering if anyone else at the office knew that I had taken the train into work.


As I stood at the water fountain refilling my glass bottle, I thought about how I was going to manage the train ride back home and if I could convince myself to follow through with the sex. I wanted to. I really did. The guys were hot. It sounded fun and just thinking about it made the muscles between my thighs pulse. It was a crazy fantasy to have sex with multiple men and in a public place.


But that wasn’t me. I wasn’t that kind of girl. And I doubted any kind of consistent coaxing would help either.


“How’s the first day?”


Gasping, I jerked my head toward the male voice and saw Kal leaning against the counter as he crossed his arms over his chest. I eyed him, expecting him to make a more suggestive move, but he kept his hands to himself. And his inquiry had sounded of genuine interest.


Nodding, I said, “It’s good. Lots to do.”


“Need me to have a chat with anyone?”


Cocking my head, I asked, “You mean like to set them straight or get them to be nicer?”


He shrugged. Then leaning forward, he said, his voice hushed, “The boss is kind of a perv.”


I grimaced. “Oh. Um. Not yet.” Then I got to thinking about it. “Actually, I haven’t even met the boss. Which one is he?”


“My uncle.” He pointed through the doorway at an older man with gray hair wearing a dark blue suit. I could see the resemblance. A much older version of Kal. “Most of the time, he manages the firm from his home office. About once a week, he stops by. Makes an appearance to let everyone know he hasn’t died yet.”


“How old is he?” I asked, glancing over my shoulder at Kal.


“Seventy-nine.” As he walked me back to my office, he said, “You probably won’t need to meet him. He only works with the top-level managers.”


I sighed with relief.


“But if you do, come find me before you see him.”


“Why? Is it that bad?” I asked.


“Trust me.”


He seemed so serious, I just nodded. When he turned to leave, I said, “Hey, wait.”


He placed his hand on the doorjamb and turned back to me. “Yeah?”


My pulse quickened at his intense stare. “Um,” I stammered. I cleared my throat and then said, “Thank you. You know, for the heads-up.”


His expression softened into a small smile. “Any time.”


I bit my lip as I watched him walk away. Damn, he was hot. The way his shirt sleeves were rolled over his muscular forearms. The way he strode across a room with natural confidence, it didn’t even look like he was trying.


Before I could catch myself, I sighed. I sank onto my desk chair and shook my head to clear my thoughts as I turned back to my computer.


“Everything okay?” a male voice said.


When I looked up, I saw Evan standing in the doorway. Nodding, I said, “Yeah, everything’s fine.”


He narrowed his eyes and watched me for a moment, making me blush again. His lips curved up in a slight smirk.


Had he seen Kal walking away? Did he realize I had been gushing over him a moment ago? They were all hot. I couldn’t have connected with a more attractive group of guys. They were physically fit, muscular. They dressed well, in slacks and dress shirts. Their hair was well groomed. Probably more so than mine. The last time I had been to a hair salon was eight years ago, back when I was using my student loan money to pay for my extravagant lifestyle.


“All right,” he said. “I’ll come get you when we’re ready to leave.”


I smiled. “Okay.”


Over the next two hours, I went through the rest of the training guide and then got started familiarizing myself with the catalog of books the company had published by surfing their database. By the time my eyes started glazing over, Evan appeared at the doorway again.


“Ready?” he asked.


Butterflies fluttered inside my stomach at the sight of him and at the knowledge of what we’d be doing on the train. I felt my face grow warm. Quickly, I nodded. After I powered down the computer, I grabbed my purse from the bottom drawer of my desk and strode across the room, careful not to twist my ankle by going too fast.


When I walked out into the empty hallway, I looked up at him and asked, “Where are the others?” Some of the employees were packing up their things and making their way out, but Justin and Kal were nowhere in sight.


“They’ll meet us outside. You don’t need a full escort inside the building.”


I blushed. “Oh. Right.”


He led me to the main doors and then held the door open for me to walk through.


“Thank you,” I said, looking up at him as I was passed by.


He nodded slightly. Then he reached out his hand and grasped my arm, holding me back, as he said, “Watch your step.”


I looked around, trying to figure out what kind of obstruction was in my way that would make me fall. And then I saw a crack in the sidewalk so small I didn’t think my heel could fit through it. Frowning, I stepped over it and then craned my head over my shoulder and said, “Um, thank you.”


Still holding onto my arm, he walked with me and placed his other hand on my opposite hip. Before I knew it, the other guys were approaching, and Kal was rushing to my left side and taking my hand and hooking it over his right arm.


“This isn’t my first time wearing heels, you know,” I said, giving Evan an annoyed look.


“Not your first time?” he asked, raising his eyebrows. “I think those things need to come off before you hurt yourself.”


“I second that,” Justin said, walking backward in front of us. “I’ve been watching you stumble your way past my office to the bathroom all day.”


I dropped my jaw. “I haven’t been going to the bathroom all day.”


He raised his eyebrows.


I sighed. “All right. Fine. I went maybe four times,” I said. “That isn’t all day.”


“Four times before noon. I thought you were hooking up with—”


“I had had coffee,” I said, cutting him off. “I can’t help it. It goes right through.”


He smirked.


Kal chuckled.


Turning to Evan, I said, “Can you take your hand off my hip? You’re walking too close.”


“Just making sure you don’t fall.”


“Your reflexes are so good I doubt you’d let that happen.”


Holding my gaze, he slid his one hand across my back as the other slid down my arm and grasped my hand. Then he hooked my arm with his and patted my hand. “Better?” he asked.


“You three are terrible.”


His smile widened.


“I could just carry you over my shoulder,” he said. “I’m surprised Kal hasn’t done that yet.”


My eyes widened as I sucked in a breath and looked from one to the other. “Oh, no, don’t do that.”


“I’m respecting the lady’s wishes,” Kal replied. “She’s feisty.”


I dropped my jaw.


“I’m teasing,” he said with a chuckle. “A day at work really gets you wound up. Maybe Evan can do something about that. Maybe allow you longer breaks.”


“I don’t make the work rules,” Evan replied.


I groaned. “That’s not necessary.”


“Besides,” Justin added, “that’s what the train is for. Especially in the evenings.”


“What happens in the evenings?” I asked.


He winked. “You’ll see.”




CHAPTER 8



When we arrived at the train station and then got checked in after a prick of the finger and a quick test, Justin pressed a hand to my lower back as he leaned over and said, “We’ll wait for you outside the locker rooms.”


As I nodded and then walked through the doorway, I couldn’t help but wonder if he meant the two of them or the three of them. Was Kal joining us? I didn’t know if I was ready for another prospective partner when I hadn’t even followed through with the first two.


And honestly, I was starting to get nervous again. They had made me feel comfortable and relaxed at the time. But thinking about trying to get it on was making me hyperventilate.


“Is this your first day?” a woman asked.


I jerked my head toward the voice. One of the women I had seen with Kal during the morning commute was standing a few feet away. She was already dressed in a robe.


She smiled and outstretched her hand. “I’m Sarah.”


I shook her hand. “Claire. Nice to meet you. And yes, it is.”


“It’s always daunting on the first day. But after the first week, you’ll get more adventurous and start seeking new partners. It gets really fun. You never know who you’re going to hook up with.”


My throat went dry. I wasn’t the hooking up kind. Although I had to admit, the idea made me a little excited. “So, you and Kal don’t usually, um…”


“Oh, no,” she said, waving it off. “Only every once in a while.”


“Oh.” I was a bit surprised by that. I would have expected them to get together more.


“He comes across all macho,” she said, “but he’s really a great guy. And no, he didn’t ask or pay me to say that. I saw you walking with him outside.”


Shaking my head, I said, “I didn’t think that.”


“Well, I’ll let you get ready. The evenings are fun.”


Before walking out of the locker room, I took a deep breath and closed my eyes for a moment to calm my nerves. I couldn’t believe I was still following through with the train. I could have called my dad to have him pick me up, but I couldn’t bring myself to face him now. And my mother was surely going to want to know all the details, even if she couldn’t handle them.


When I stepped out into the main room, Kal was waiting for me.


“Did you get lost in there or something?” he asked with a slight smirk.


Blushing, I shook my head. “Actually, I ran into Sarah.”


He gave me a blank look.


“Sarah, the girl you were, um…”


His eyebrows raised.


“Sleeping with this morning.”


“Oh,” he said, his expression turning into a mild frown. “Right.”


“You don’t remember their names?”


He shrugged. “I remember the important ones. I remember yours.” He winked as he placed his hand gently at the small of my back. “Ready?”


My legs trembled. I shook my head.


He leaned closer and whispered in my ear, sending sparks down my neck and spine, “You don’t have to have sex, you know.”


“I don’t?”


He shook his head. “Just, you know, let a guy know your plan so you’re not leading him on while he’s thinking something else.”


“Oh.”


“Come on. The guys are waiting at the bar in the next car.”


As he led me through the car, my face flushed. Couples and groups were already getting started. Some were undressed, others were getting there.


When we approached the connecting entry, the door slid open, letting in loud music and voices. I scanned the area packed with people and realized it was a different car than what had been there during the morning commute. In the center was a huge bar spanning what looked like almost the entire length of the car and there was seating on both sides.


Awestruck and extremely intimidated by the packed crowd, I glanced up at Kal.


Leaning closer, he pointed toward the right. “They’re over there. See?”


I followed where he was pointing and then nodded as I tried to head there, but people were blocking the way.


Kal took my hand and pulled me along after him as he made a path through the crowd. Somehow everyone was moving aside to let us through. When we reached the other guys, he stepped aside and then wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me in front of him, shielding me from the people nearby.


Justin stood up, vacating his seat, and moved behind Evan.


As Kal helped me up on the bar stool, Evan leaned over and asked, his voice loud over the music, “What do you want to drink?”


“Um,” I stammered, acutely aware that my robe had drawn open across my legs. Not enough to reveal all, but enough, I thought, to draw attention. As I pulled the fabric over my thighs and cinched it tighter across my chest, I tried to decide. But Kal’s hand on my stomach and his chest pressing against my back made it hard for me to think straight.


And then before I could reply, Justin said, “Let’s do whiskey shots.”


Evan signaled for the bartender and ordered the drinks. The young man, his chest bare and his arms and pecs muscular, nodded and set four shot glasses on the bar in front of us. Then he poured the whiskey in a single, flawless line. He met my gaze for a brief moment and winked as the corners of his mouth turned upward.


I felt my cheeks redden.


The guys reached for the glasses. When Kal set a glass in my hand, I craned my head back and caught his eye. He winked and then grabbed his own.


Together we clinked our glasses. While I took a small sip of mine, grimacing at the taste, I watched them drink theirs in one gulp.
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