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    Chapter 1


     


    Jessica Swift returned home from two of the best weeks of her life to face one of the worst. She'd spent two weeks at the Venus School of Sex, exploring her fantasies and passions and falling hard for two of her instructors.  Missing the school and wondering if she'd ever meet a man that would live up to Mr. Fire and Mr. Flood would have been hard enough, but last night she'd discovered that both of her instructors not only lived nearby, they worked at the same company as her.  And when she’d seen them at Happy Hour, they’d recognized her and hadn’t been surprised.


    She’d been set up. Assholes.


    Her best friend Hilary had held her while she cried from embarrassment after running from the bar.  The happiness she'd found at the school was now tainted by their deception.  She was mad at Olivia Williams too, although at least the other woman had apologized when Jessica called her last night to find out what she knew about Flood and Fire. Profusely.  Olivia had obviously known them and had been the one to recommend that Jessica attend the school, not that she’d clued Jessica in about any of that.


    Now Jessica mostly felt confused.  Last week if she'd known there was a chance of running into either of them at home she would have been elated. In fact, when she'd recognized them last night, joy had been her first emotion.  Before it had been crushed by the realization that they'd played her.  Now she had to wonder if they'd been laughing at her the whole time. What if they told all of her other co-workers and friends about the kinky and perverse things that she'd done with them?  Olivia had tried to reassure her that they would never do anything like that, that they were both trustworthy, but the way Jessica saw it they’d already lied to her once. Last week everything had seemed magical with them, now she felt ashamed of all the ways she'd let them touch her. Let? Ha! Encouraged them to touch her! Fuck her. Use her body for pleasure. And oh, what incredible pleasure.


    Even now, as angry as she was, she couldn't help the tingle of lust that ran through her at the memories. Especially now that she knew they were just as good looking with their masks off. It wasn't fair, dammit.  Two men banging a woman without a relationship? That made their reputation. A woman sleeping with two men without being in a relationship? It would ruin hers. Double standards sucked.


    Going to work and facing the music was going to suck too. She stared at herself in the mirror.  Not one hair was out of place, her make-up was neutral and perfect, and she looked like a composed businesswoman. Nothing to show the emotional turmoil that was roiling through her.


    "Jessica? Come on, we have to go or we're going to be late," Hilary said from the other side of the bathroom door. Jessica mentally blessed her friend.  Despite the fact that Hilary tended to be pretty vanilla in her sex life she'd never once judged Jessica for her fantasies or for the realities that she'd indulged in last week.  Even though Hilary didn't understand why Jessica might want to be tied up and spanked (well, she seemed to understanding the tying up part better now that she'd been reading Jessica's e-books) or to be sandwiched between two men, she hadn't let it change her opinion of Jessica.


    That was true friendship.


    And now Hilary was going to hold her hand as she went back to work. Where Justin and Chris aka Mr. Fire and Mr. Flood would be. Jerks. Big, lying, sexy jerks.


    Gathering her courage Jessica stepped back out of the bathroom. Hilary's eyes skimmed over her and she gave an approving nod. Although Jessica's first instinct had been to hide behind her old bulky clothing, Hilary had insisted that a good outfit could be a shield or even a weapon, and that Jessica would need all the confidence that her new clothes could give her.  And it was true that Jessica did feel much more confident in her flowing green chiffon skirt and matching jacket over the delicate pink shell shirt. The ivory pumps she was wearing showed off her shapely tanned calves. Her curves were accentuated by the clothes, the colors brought a pretty flush to her cheeks, and she looked like a million times more confident than she felt.  It was armor of the best kind. And she definitely did not look like the kind of woman who would attend a sex school or be involved in a threesome. Or like the kind of woman who would put up with being dominated sexually by a man, much less desire it.


    "You look awesome," Hilary said, pumping her up.   Which Jessica truly appreciated.  Hilary had her own fair share of good looks, with her long, honey blonde hair and big brown eyes that guys were practically tripping over to fall into.  Jessica had more curves overall, but she sometimes wished she had Hilary's neat little figure.  Hilary could wear just about anything and make it look good. Still, in this outfit she really did feel like she looked pretty fantastic and today that’s what she needed more than anything.


    "Alright," she said. "Let's do this."


    

    ****


     


    Justin and Chris were in Justin's office when Olivia barged in, her grey eyes flashing with annoyance.  The gorgeous Domme had become a good friend of theirs after the three of them realized that they all frequented Stronghold, a BDSM and fetish club in downtown DC.  The men had played on that friendship to find out more about Jessica and also to make sure they attended the Venus School at the same time. Now the cat was out of the bag and Olivia was pissed at the way they'd handled things. Her friend was hurting, which brought out all of her protective instincts, and she was partially to blame which just made her level of irateness even higher.


    “You two are going to have to fix this," she said after slamming the door shut, hands on her hips over her bright red power suit. Olivia wasn't exactly known for subtlety. She was also one of the few redheads that actually looked good in flaming red clothes. Chris winced as she glared at him; Justin just looked at her stoically.


    "We know," said Justin, Chris nodding to add his own sentiment.  Sitting behind his desk Justin was looking rather powerful himself, wearing a sober looking navy blue suit while Chris was attired slightly more casually in khaki colored slacks and a herringbone sport jacket.  Since he'd been pacing back and forth before Olivia came in he was standing off to the side, close to the window with its ninth story view over the city.  The Washington Monument was visible in the distance.  "And we're sorry for having involved you."


    "Well, that last part's not entirely your fault," she said, deflating a little after the immediate apology.  Her flashes of temper tending to run hot and short and she wasn’t one to hold a grudge, especially when her target wasn’t willing to fight back. "I could tell she was ripe, ready to take the next step. I just thought you two would make it easier on her, not harder. I've been watching out for that girl for over a year now."  Olivia considered it her responsibility to protect new submissives as they entered the lifestyle and this was the first time it had gone badly for her.  The fact that she also valued her friendship with Jessica only made it harder.


    Chris sighed. "You know the school has restrictions on what we can tell the students."


    "Those are in place for keeping Instructors safe," Olivia snapped at him, her temper immediately revving up again.  "Which doesn't qualify for you two idiots because you were planning on seeing Jessica once you were home."


    "It's a grey area," said Justin, shooting them both warning glances.  Arguing amongst themselves wasn't going to be productive and he was already wound up tightly over being angry with himself for miscalculating so badly. It wasn't something he often did and he could only blame his mistake on the fact that he'd gone a little stupid with emotion.  Which was also not like him, but anything with Jessica tended to have him losing a little of his usual suaveness.  "The point is we can't do anything to change it, all we can do is try and fix it.  Would you be interested in helping us do that?" He met Olivia's gaze with calm that he didn't entirely feel.


    Sighing, Olivia strode forward and sat down in one of the chairs in front of Justin's desk. "What did you have in mind?"


    

    ****

    



    When Olivia asked Jessica to come to her office to talk things out over lunch she almost didn't go. But Olivia had been her friend for a long time and she’d swore up and down that she hadn't realized the guys wouldn't tell Jessica at some point during the school session who they really were. Apparently she was pretty livid at them for it.  Jessica could believe that.  Plus, Olivia was the only person she knew who did BDSM (well other than Chris and Justin but that was a new discovery). 


    Of course, during lunch Olivia wanted to talk about the problem and she got straight to it.  She was a very direct person, no big surprise considering that she was a Domme.


    "I'd realized you were a bit of a sub," she explained to Jessica.  "Maybe more than just a bit. I thought the Venus School would help you explore that and I knew that those two idiots have been Instructors there in the past. Both of them had been trying to find a way to approach you for awhile and find out if there was a possibility you might be into the lifestyle.  I thought you could get to know them away from real life, see if there was a connection for you with either of them. It seemed like the perfect solution for all three of you.  I’m just so sorry it didn’t work out that way."


    Despite herself Jessica bristled a little when Olivia called the men idiots.  They might be idiots, but apparently some part of her considered them her idiots.  Even worse, she was pretty sure that Olivia had caught the reaction. Now she would just have to hope her friend didn’t share it with those idiots.


    Sigh.


    “I can see that,” Jessica said, giving her friend a half-hearted smile to show that she wasn’t still angry. “If they’d indicated to me… I don’t know, something so that I didn’t feel like the only kid on the playground not in on the big secret, I think I’d be less upset.”


    “Are you sure that’s all you’re upset about, honey?” Olivia asked, giving Jessica a particularly piercing look.  “Not that you don’t have a right to be upset about that, but you haven’t exactly given them a chance to explain either.”


    Squirming in her seat a little under Olivia’s intense scrutiny, Jessica distracted herself by taking a big bite of her chicken salad sandwich while she thought about an answer.  It was true, she was the kind of person to always give others a chance to explain themselves.  But right now she just didn’t feel like it.


    “It’s not just that they kept things from you is it?” Olivia pressed as Jessica chewed. “That you could deal with, especially since you know the school has policies about it. But I don’t think you know what you want from them, now that you know they’re actually available and not just a fantasy.  And that’s why you ran instead of facing them.”


    Swallowing her sandwich, Jessica made a face and thought about what Olivia had said for a moment.


    “That, and I feel kind of played with,” Jessica said. “Like, they had a choice… they chose to focus on me, to get to know me intimately, knowing that it would be real when we got back home and I didn’t have that choice. Plus, there are two of them and it’s not a big deal for guys to have a threesome but it just makes me feel…”


    “Slutty?”


    Nodding her head, Jessica felt the shame bowing her down again. 


    “It’s okay, I know the feeling,” said Olivia. “There’s nothing to be ashamed of.”


    That confession startled Jessica. She couldn’t imagine Olivia feeling slutty.  The woman was the epitome of an empowered woman.  Not just at work or her social life, but in the bedroom too.  At least that’s how Jessica imagined her.  It was like hearing Wonder Woman admit to feeling skanky. 


    A small smile played on Olivia’s lips as she took in Jessica’s surprise.


    “What, you think just because I hold the whip that means people don’t judge me?  That I don’t worry what others think? If only. I just learned that I want to be happy more than I want to make other people, who don’t have any right to get into my business, happy.”


    Well that made sense. And it gave Jessica the courage to confess what was deep in her heart.


    “I have feelings for both of them. I don’t know… they’ve become wrapped up together in my head.  How can I tell them that I don’t want to have to choose between them?”


    Thankfully there was no disgust on Olivia’s face.  Jessica didn’t know how she’d managed to luck out by having two friends like Olivia and Hilary. Sure it helped that Olivia was into the kink scene herself so she was probably more open-minded to alternative lifestyles, but not everyone was open to all alternative life-styles, whether or not they were involved in one.  Some kinds of kink would always be considered more socially acceptable than others. Jessica had a feeling that general BDSM was a lot more socially acceptable than a threesome.


    “Well, like any relationship all you can do is talk to them.  Now that you’re out of the school you may end up finding that in real life one appeals to you more than the other.”


    “And what if my feelings don’t change?” They were getting to the true heart of why she ran when she saw them; the inner realization that seeing them in real life meant having to choose, that she might lose one of them. If they’d just stayed a fantasy, a memory, then she would never have had to face that choice. But now they were here, in her real life in the flesh, and that meant a lot more complications. So many more complications.


    “Then you deal with that.”  Olivia’s eyes were gentle but uncompromising. “I spent a long time trying to change myself to be someone that was ‘normal’ and wanted ‘normal’ things before realizing that I was making myself miserable pretending to be something that I’m not. I might not ever get a standard happily-ever-after, but I’m not going to section off a part of myself either. I’m not saying it will be easy but the only person who can really make the decision on what you want is you.”


    “So you think I should talk to them,” Jessica said, sighing.  Unfortunately she didn’t have any more lunch to pick at and distract her.  There wasn’t a lot in Olivia’s office to hold her attention either.  A couple of paintings on the walls that she had seen a million times before and a trophy for some kind of sport alongside Olivia’s books.


    “If that’s what you think will make you happy,” Olivia replied firmly. 


    

    ****

    



    Chris and Justin were eating their lunch in Justin's office.  Although their offices were about the same size they both liked Justin's office better for eating lunch because he was a lot more organized so his desk was always cleaner. Chris' tended to be scattered with paperwork, although he claimed to have a system.   Today they'd ordered out for Chinese and it was particularly important that no soy sauce found its way onto any documents, so Justin’s desk it was.


    "Do you think she'll listen to Olivia?" Chris asked, dipping his egg roll into the small cup of duck sauce. 


    Justin frowned thoughtfully. "I'm not sure. I'm still trying to figure out why she ran like that.  Not like she hasn't run before, but I almost expected her to search us out today just to give us a piece of her mind. You'd think she'd want to do that at least. When Olivia first came storming in the room I looked up expecting to see Jessica."


    "Maybe she realized that this was a better way of punishing us."   It really was because now they were in limbo with no information. Olivia had already warned them that she wouldn't reveal anything Jessica said during her lunch to her and they were both waiting on pins and needles with no clear signs of which way to go.  They hadn’t even seen Jessica so they had no hope of trying to figure out what she was thinking.  


    "Maybe she's just really that embarrassed," said Justin with a sigh.   


    "You don't think she's worried that we'll tell people what the three of us were up to, do you?" asked Chris suddenly.  Both of the men looked at each other. Of course they hoped that Jessica knew them better that than, but they also realized that maybe she didn't.  After all, everything that she knew about them she'd learned while they were deceiving her which wouldn’t exactly lend itself to trust now that they were home.


    "We’ll explain," said Justin, ignoring Chris' answering mutter which sounded something like 'if she'll let us.'  Being the optimist was unusual for Justin but he was also a pragmatist.  They'd wait for Jessica to feel comfortable enough to come to them, at which point they would explain everything and reassure her.  And then beg her to let them take her out on some dates so that she could get to know them outside of the school. If she didn't come to them then he'd hunt her down and tie her up to listen if he had to.  Yeah, he was getting a little cave man over this. But he wasn't going to lose her. Not until he'd done absolutely everything in his power and even then he might still not give up. Giving up wasn’t exactly in his nature. "And we'll reassure her that no matter what happens we won't discuss with anyone else what happened at the school."


    "Yeah," said Chris with a sigh. But his natural optimism wouldn't let him stay down for long. He brightened as he thought about the reaction he hoped they'd get from her. "This might actually be a good thing in some ways. Eventually. When she realizes that no one else knows anything about it then she'll know she can trust us."


    "And she'll be able to get to know us without the teacher relationship."


    "Right. So things could be worse."


    Justin rolled his eyes.  Chris didn't mind. He knew that he tended to look at the sunny side of things more than his friend and neither of them were always right about what was going to happen. They provided a good balance for each other. 


    "So what are we going to do when she chooses?"


    "Same thing we've always done." Justin's tone of voice was confident but he wasn't looking at Chris when he said it. "It's her choice." Now he met Chris' eyes. "You're not going to lose me. I know you care about her as much as I do."


    Chris nodded.  That was the crux of the problem, wasn't it? He loved Justin just as much as he cared about Jessica. Oh hell. Loved her. Already. In some ways.


    "You know," Chris said, "I never got jealous of the two of you at the school."


    His friend smiled. "Me neither. I thought it was hot to see you together. I mean, I was envious sometimes, wishing I was involved too, but not jealous."  They grinned at each other now, in appreciation of their strong friendship that made both of them desire that the other one be happy. The one argument they'd had over Jessica at the school they'd each been insisting that the other one get the better end of the deal. Go figure.


    "Too bad there aren‘t two of her," Chris said, feeling a little glum again. If she chose Justin he knew that he'd be happy for his friend, but it would suck for him. And if she chose him then he'd be stuck feeling guilty that she hadn't chose Justin. Why did they have to fall for the same girl? It was like some kind of ridiculous April Fool's Joke.  If there was anyone he'd ever be willing to try an open relationship with, it would be Justin. They'd shared girls before after all, even though none of them had been committed relationships.  But women didn't think like that.


    Maybe it would be better if she didn't choose either of them, but the thought of her with another man definitely didn't sit well with him. No, he'd rather see her with Justin if he had to see her with anyone else.


    Although Chris didn't verbalize any of those thoughts, he wouldn't have been surprised to know that Justin was thinking almost the exact same thing.

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 2


     


    During the afternoon Jessica pulled Hilary into the women's room to give her an update on her lunch with Olivia, the fact that she'd forgiven the other woman, and get her opinion on what to do.


    "Both of them?" Hilary asked a little incredulously.  It was one thing to experiment at a school, far away from everyone else, but that sort of thing didn't work in real life did it?


    "I know," said Jessica, slumping. "It's... God, I feel like such a slut."


    "Oh no, don't! That's not what I meant at all. I was just surprised.  I mean, you went to the school for BDSM stuff, I didn't realize that you had an interest in... um... what would you call it anyway?"


    "Ménage romance, I guess," said Jessica with a small laugh. Romance indeed.  Had there even been any romance when she was at the school? At the time it had seemed like it. The little touches they'd given her. The way they had taken care of her over the weekend.  Or was she imbuing everything with special meaning because of her own feelings? Although Olivia had seemed pretty convinced that the men had fallen head over heels for her.  And she believed Olivia. Mostly. It was just hard to think of herself that way, so attractive that she'd managed to nab two completely gorgeous and sexy dominant men. Who, if Olivia was telling the whole truth, were ready to come running if she but crooked a finger at them.


    "I don't know... I mean... I think I'm just going to try to get to know them and see if anything is even there. Make sure I haven't fallen for who I thought they were in my head. Find out if there’s really anything there between us.  And maybe there won’t be with either of them. Or maybe there will be with only one of them."  


    "That seems reasonable," Hilary said.  The two girls looked at each other in the mirror.  Hilary sighed as she pulled her ponytail holder out of her blonde hair and brushed it back, redoing it.  She gave her friend a teasing smile. "I'm a little jealous actually, two men interested in you and here I'm struggling just to find one!"  


    Jessica gave her a wry smile, knowing that Hilary was making the joke because the idea made her a little uncomfortable. Hell, it made Jessica pretty uncomfortable.  Part of her was wondering if she was crazy, even telling Olivia and Hilary that she thought she wanted both of them when she didn't really know either of them. But she couldn't imagine just being with one of them... that weekend spent with them together and alternating time between them had been perfect.  Especially when they were all together. She wanted that again. 


    Did that make her greedy or perverted or just outright skanky? It definitely didn't make her feel good about herself. Especially since she could see Hilary struggling with the idea, much more than Olivia had. God she hoped that getting to know them would mean she’d like one more than the other. Or really not like either of them. They were best friends, how could they maintain that if she chose one of them? Why were they even trying for her, knowing that?  


    She made a face at herself in the mirror and both of them giggled.


    "Maybe I'll date them and find out that one of them is actually perfect for me and the other is perfect for you."   But as soon as she said it a rising tide of green jealousy rose up in her.  Which one would she be willing to part with? As wrong as it was, considering that she wanted to be with two men, she hated the idea of seeing either of them with another woman.  Not that either of them were hers.  


    Hilary was watching her with sympathetic eyes, seeing Jessica struggle with her emotions. While she might not entirely understand it, it was obvious that Jessica really did have feelings for both of them.  And, knowing her friend as she did, Hilary was pretty sure those feelings went a lot deeper than Jessica was admitting.  She obviously didn't want to see either of the men with Hilary and Hilary couldn't really blame her.   


    "That's okay," she said, reassuring her friend but also keeping her tone light, so as not to embarrass Jessica by letting her know how transparent her true feelings were. "I have this policy of not sleeping with anyone my best friend has. Leads to complications."  She winked saucily. It was true too. "Besides, if they're as kinky as you are they'd probably think I was a prude and they'd send me screaming the first time they tried to spank me."  


    Both of them laughed.


    "You're getting kinkier," said Jessica, relaxing as she grinned. Hilary always knew exactly what to say to calm her down, set her at ease. She could tell that Hilary was still struggling with her desires that the e-books had brought up, the strange realization that she wanted to be dominated.  They just weren’t the kind of urges an independent modern woman was supposed to have.  Being with two men was even more taboo.  Jessica made a face again and then sighed.


    "How can you not judge me?" As soon as the question left her mouth she wished she hadn't asked it. How could she possibly expect an answer she could live with? "Never mind. Forget I said that."


    "No, it's okay," said Hilary slowly.  Jessica tensed, feeling like she was standing on the edge of a cliff as her best friend in the world, the one who always supported and loved her no matter what, thought through her own feelings. "I guess... I can kind of understand it. The fantasy at least. Two men, each one providing what the other doesn't to your life.  The sex sounds hot. I get the fantasy. I'm just not really sure how it would work in reality. How neither of them could become jealous. Would fights turn into two against one? And I know that half the reason I'm being so understanding is because you're my best friend and I love you no matter what."


    "But if it was someone else you'd probably think she was a slut." Jessica's shoulders slumped, her emotions overwhelmed by all the problems that Hilary had just so succinctly listed.  Those and so many more.  "Maybe I'm just asking for trouble. There are no guarantees that I'll feel the same way once I start getting to know them. I don't know why I'm wrapping myself up in knots over bare possibilities."


    "Probably because deep down you don't think you're going to change your mind about caring for both of them," Hilary said.  "You're scared about putting yourself out there, even just a little bit, because everything might blow up in your face."


    Too much truth right there. No wonder talking to Hilary always helped Jessica sort through her problems. She had a way of seeing right to the heart of things, especially when it came to how others might react.  That's exactly what Jessica was so frightened of, why she had run. Not because she was angry. Although she was. Not because she'd been deceived. Although she had. It was because she was damn scared.


    "Dammit."


    Hilary laughed.  "I know that look on your face. You looked that way when you decided to tell Sean that you wanted to be tied up."


    "Yeah, and look out how well that turned out for me," she said dryly.


    "Well, it got you to the school."


    Looking at herself in the mirror, Jessica sighed. "I guess I'm getting into the car then."


    Hilary rolled her eyes. "Please don't ever tell anyone else that you got your inspiration for life from that movie. I will not judge you for wanting to be with two men, but I will judge you till the end of time if you do it because of that movie."


    The night before she'd asked Sean to tie her up for the first time, he had finally convinced her to watch Transformers with him. It hadn't been as bad as she thought it would be; the story was actually kind of interesting even if it was a little silly, although he didn't appreciate all her inappropriate giggling.  Justin had thought it was great that she'd giggled her way through the attempting-to-be-serious/dramatic moments of the Chuck Norris movie they'd watched together. At any rate, there was one scene that ended up striking her dumb with its profound message.  The yellow car had just pulled up to Shia Labeouf and Megan Fox and she asked him if he was seriously considering getting into the car.  He'd turned to her with this challenging look in his eyes, full of adventure, and asked "Fifty years from now, when you're looking back at your life, don't you want to be able to say you had the guts to get in the car?"


    That one sentence had turned the way she looked at her own life on her head. Jessica had never been gutsy or particularly brave.  And her life had gone along, humdrum moment after blah day, while she never took a single risk or even stepped up to the plate to try out a challenge.  Okay, so it had just been a line from a movie, not even a deep movie, but it had changed the way she looked at herself. Given her the courage to ask Sean for what she really wanted even though it had ended up breaking them up.  Kept her from chickening out about going to the Venus School.


    Maybe she would end up heartbroken. Maybe she would end up with only one or neither of them. But when she looked back on her life, didn't she want to at least know that she'd tried?


    

    ****

    



    Okay, so she wasn't quite as brave as she wanted to be. Jessica looked over the email that she had carefully prepared after looking Chris and Justin up in the company directory. Since it was work email she had to be pretty circumspect.


     


    Good afternoon,


    I had a question that I was hoping the two of you could help me with. Please let me know when a convenient time would be for you.


    Thank you,


    Jessica

    



    The entire message was too stilted. Not to mention impersonal. They'd probably think she was mad at them and not answer at all.  Argh. Taking chances, Jessica, that's what this is about! Before she could change her mind she clicked on "send" and then had to hold her left hand up to her chest as her heart threatened to pound its way out of her rib cage.  It was suddenly hard to breath. Stupid. Stupid, stupid, stupid. Why on earth had she let her convince herself to do that? Why hadn't Hilary stopped her?


    When the phone rang, with the short staccato rings that indicated an interoffice phone call, she picked it up without looking and answered automatically.


    "This is Jessica."


    A deep chuckle made her insides quiver.  "Good afternoon, Jessica. I hope we're not interrupting anything."


    We. Oh goodness.  Jessica closed her eyes for a moment, trying to compose herself. They were both there although it was definitely Flood speaking.  They’d responded so quickly; she hadn’t been expecting that at all. She tried to stomp on the hope that was rising in her chest that maybe emailing them wasn’t going to end in total disaster.


    "Um, no. Not interrupting anything."


    "We're very happy you sent us the email; we'd really like to see you and explain some things." That was Fire. Funny how apt their names were. Her insides felt like they were on fire and her pussy was flooded just hearing their voices again. It was like she was one of Pavlov's dogs and they were ringing her bell, her body couldn’t help but respond.


    "Meet us after work." Flood, in control as always. Jessica would have liked to bristle at his demand, rather than a request, but really it just turned her on that he still sounded so confident and in control.  And right now, honestly, she didn’t want to be in control anyway because she really didn’t know what to do. "We can come by your desk and get you at 5:30."


    She let out all the air in her lungs. "All right. Where are we going?"


    Silence for a moment and she had the feeling the two of them were having a wordless conversation.  Impulsive Fire would want to take her somewhere intimate and romantic, controlled Flood would want to take her somewhere she'd be comfortable, probably out where other people were so that she could get away from them if she needed to.  Both of them thinking about her needs in their own way.


    "Would you prefer this more private or public?" Fire asked.  From the way he emphasized the word 'private' she knew that her guess about their preferences were correct. It made her want to laugh.  Somehow she already knew them so well.  This was insane.  She really hoped she'd enjoy the ride.


    "Private is fine."


    "Good," Fire said, and she could almost see his triumphant grin.


    "We can go to my place, if that's alright with you," said Flood smoothly, not sounding at all disgruntled.  "I live about a fifteen minute walk away."


    Jessica nodded before she belatedly realized that she couldn't see them. "That's fine. I'll see you at five thirty."


    "We look forward to it."


    Before she could decide whether or not she had to bare her emotions and say something similar they hung up. Thankfully.  That had been so much harder and easier than she expected.  It wasn't like she had a lot of experience with talking to two men who knew each other when she wanted to be with both of them, preferably at the same time. But they’d made it easier for her.


    God, she was in so much trouble.


     


    ****


     


    They showed up at her desk at 5:30 on the dot. As time had ticked closer Jessica had stopped being able to concentrate on any of her work, feeling like every minute was bringing her closer and closer to hell. Or heaven. And no telling which side of the coin was going to come up.


    Seeing them took her breath away.  They were dressed differently; Mr. Flood in a navy suit and Mr. Fire in slightly more casual pants and sports coat, and they both looked fantastic. Sexy. Masculine.  It was another side to them, like the completely casual clothes she’s seen them in during the weekend at the Venus School.


    “Hi,” she managed to say.  And then winced, realizing how stupid she sounded. But they both smiled encouragingly at her.


    “Hey, beautiful,” said Fire, he grinned and winked at her, obviously thrilled that she was coming with them.


    “Hello,” said Flood. Although he hid his feelings better, she detected a general air of impatience to get going and anticipation around him. “Are you ready to go?” As soon as he asked, Jessica’s lips quirked into a smile.  Definitely some impatience.  And definitely the same men that she’d gotten to know, playful Fire and serious, dominating Flood.


    Speaking of which. “Do I get to know which one of you is Justin and which of you is Chris first?”


    Olivia had told her their real names but had neglected how to tell which was which. The men glanced at each other and flushed a little. Good, at least she wasn’t the only one off balance.


    “Justin.”


    “Chris.”


    “I feel like we should shake hands,” she joked.


    Justin’s eyes glinted. “We can do that.”


    He held out his hand and she automatically took it, but instead of shaking it he used it to pull her from her chair.  Suddenly his large body was inside her personal space and she found herself wanting to step forward, not back.  Although he didn’t move she could see him watching her facial expressions, waiting for a clue as to how she was taking his forwardness.  Whether or not it was acceptable or maybe even turning her on.


    It definitely was.


    But then again, she’d already know that the sex wasn’t going to be the problem. Getting to know them in real life was. Trying to decide between them was. Or trying to convince them not to make her decide, which would just bring on its own host of problems.  And there she went getting ahead of herself again.


    “Come on Jessica, I’m starving,” said Chris from behind Justin, breaking the tension. He clapped a hand on his buddy’s shoulder as he stepped up to join them. “Plus we have to get to Justin’s before the delivery guy shows up. I hope you like Chinese.”


    Jessica rolled her eyes. Silly her forgetting that both of them had that habit of taking control. Chris was just slightly less intense about it. Too bad for her that she found it kinda hot. As long as they didn’t run right over her opinions. It hadn’t occurred to her that men who were used to taking control in the bedroom might be a wee bit more controlling outside of it too.


    “Alright,” she said, turning to get her purse, but Chris had already moved past her and grabbed it. Justin was still holding onto her hand, his thumb rubbing over her skin in a sensuous movement. She let out all the air in her lungs, feeling a little bit overwhelmed. They seemed determined to do everything they could for her. And seduce her. With Chris standing behind her and Justin standing in front of her she was forcibly reminded of being sandwiched in between them.


    Not going to help her keep a cool head. Not at all.


    The walk to Justin’s was surprisingly pleasant rather than awkward.  Justin walked with his arm around her shoulders, so she wrapped hers around his waist, and Chris wanted to hold hands. It was a surprisingly comfortable arrangement although she did see a few raised eyebrows from passerby.  Those looks made her wince internally.  That’s what it would be like if one of them didn’t end up appealing to her over the other.


    Or she could lose both of them.


    Noticing that she was starting to look pessimistic, Chris distracted her with a string of terrible punny jokes, starting with the offspring of a melon and a collie.  They were awful but they did make her giggle until Justin finally interrupted by asking her about her job with the company.  Which in turn led to them telling her about the social network marketing, which sounded a lot more fascinating than her day to day responsibilities of paperwork, memos and fielding phone calls.


    Once they were in Justin's house he got her a glass of wine. White, light and sweet. The kind of drink she usually had at Happy Hour, at least when it wasn't martini night. They really had been watching her, that or Olivia had given them even more information than she thought. Either way it showed that they cared. Warmth bloomed inside of her.


    The doorbell rang and Justin went to get the Chinese food as Chris sat her down at one of the barstools next to the island in the middle of the kitchen. It was a very nice kitchen, obviously well maintained.  Either he cleaned it a lot or he didn’t use it much.  Judging from what she’d seen at the school, she was betting on the former.  The dark gray granite countertops were completely bare of anything other than a small stack of towels and a coffeemaker. The dishtowel hanging from the oven door matched the blue of the curtains over the windows to her right.  Nothing lacy, but definitely decorative.


    Justin came back in with the bag of food, which smelled heavenly. It didn’t take her long before she had a plate filled with beef and broccoli and chicken lo mein in front of her.  Chris sighed as he lifted a forkful of peanut chicken to his mouth.


    “I could really get tired of eating this stuff,” he said with a heavy sigh.


    Before Jessica could ask why he was eating it, especially considering the assortment that had been ordered, Justin glared at him and spoke up. “Then you shouldn’t have ordered it twice in one day, idiot.”
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