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  Chapter One


  There were so many things Lisa had been able to talk Bea into over their few months as flat mates. But of all of them, this had to be the riskiest.


  Okay, maybe I’m exaggerating, Bea thought, as she looked around at the crowded club. She had to admit she’d never really been to a place like this. It was very fashionable, the kind of place that had the cool kids all over it. It was housed in some kind of old music hall, with multi level floors – all in use. The entertainment available was elaborate to say the least. The art, music, not to talk of food and drink were all maneuvered in some kind of steampunk-inspired way.


  Right then, Bea was in the restaurant section, flanked by her clients. Yes, her clients. And the two most handsome men she’d ever met in her life.


  *


  It was something that had started out as a favor.


  Bea worked as an assistant in a huge software firm, the biggest in the city. The money was good, but she’d never say no to a higher pay grade. She’d taken Lisa in as a flat mate soon after she’d moved into the large top floor studio apartment in town. It had been great to share the weight of the rent, and having another female in the place wasn’t bad either.


  They became close friends, and Bea couldn’t help but notice that Lisa lived a somewhat extravagant lifestyle. She was supposed to be some kind of freelance media consultant, but she never really seemed to do any consulting. Yet, Lisa had the most exquisite wardrobe of the kind of shoes and clothes Bea could only dream to afford. She always seemed to be going out to some exclusive club or the other, drinking and living it up. She took trips all around the world for days and sometimes weeks, returning with even more glamorous stuff.


  In short, Lisa was quite sophisticated and worldly, and she seemed to have all the fun in the world. So out of curiosity, Bea had to ask Lisa how she was able to afford such a lifestyle of fun and games.


  “Are you some trust fund baby in disguise – or is there some rich sugar daddy somewhere I don’t know about?” Bea teased as they drank coffee at the kitchen table.


  Lisa smiled. “No, there’s definitely no trust fund,” she said wryly. “And as for rich sugar daddy…sorry to disappoint you honey, but nothing so decadent. But since you asked – well, in my free time, I work as an escort.”


  Lisa started to laugh at Bea’s expression. “No, it’s not what you think, seriously. I really am an escort but that’s all there is to it. I work for a very exclusive agency, totally legit. Offering female companionship and nothing more.”


  “No sex?” Bea asked, her curiosity and interest hitting the roof. She totally wouldn’t have guessed. Though, Lisa certainly had the looks for it. She was the sex-bomb type who looked like every guy’s perfect fantasy. Large, firm tits, slim waist, curvy hips and a face like an angel with her long cloudy blonde hair. Bea could really imagine Lisa in that role in an instant.


  “No sex,” Lisa repeated firmly, taking a sip from her coffee. “The thing is, Bea, there’re so many well heeled men out there just interested in having that model-type on their arm for a few hours. It could be for a formal event, or for an exclusive party. Or maybe even for a little holiday trip. There are really no strings attached. They want to have that overall girlfriend experience without actually having a girlfriend. So when the show’s over, both parties can walk their separate ways.”


  “So all those out of town trips of yours…”


  Lisa nodded slowly. “Yes, most times I was going with a client or going to meet a client. It’s safe, because my agency makes extra sure that each client is genuine. It’s fun because I get to go to all these beautiful places. And oh…did I tell you it pays extremely well, too?” She smiled widely.


  Bea almost didn’t want to ask, but found herself doing so anyway. “So how much do you get paid?”


  Lisa paused, placing down her cup before answering with a shrug, “It depends. But basically, because of the top agency I work for, I get some really good rates.” And then when she told Bea what she earned per hour, she had to chuckle at Bea’s very expressive face.


  “All that, and they don’t get a piece of you?” Bea gasped.


  “I told you, these guys are well heeled. It means nothing to them to blow that kind of money on a few hours with a cultured, stunning lady,” Lisa said with a smirk. Then she sighed, her humor sobering. “I started it out of boredom. I had a job that was more like drudgery, a busy banker boyfriend who had zero time for taking me out not to speak of going on pleasure trips…I just saw this as a way of getting the exposure to life I craved. And so far, it’s been great Bea. Sometimes, it’s fun meeting a new face, making that exciting trip to somewhere different. And I’m lucky that I can always pick who I choose to go out with. Not that I’ve ever had to reject a client. Like I told you, my agency is very exclusive and their clients are among politicians, athletes, celebrities, CEOs and yes, the odd trust fund kid.”


  Her beautiful face broke out in a smile, and Bea couldn’t help smiling back. “I think it’s great you can get to live your life the way you want,” Bea said, tapping her flat mate’s hand, which lay on the table. “I’ve always envied you, you know. Your carefree spirit.”


  Lisa huffed. “No, Bea, I envy you. You’re so hip and intelligent. You work for this cool IT firm and you’re just so dedicated to your dream. I wish I was that focused. Also, I think you’re the most beautiful girl I know.”


  “Me, beautiful?” Bea gasped, laughing in disbelief with cheeks pink from Lisa’s deeply-worded comments.


  “Oh, come off it with the modesty, Bea. You’re fucking hot. All my guy friends have crushes on you and have wanted to ask you out but I warned them to keep their paws off my flat mate. You’ve got the body of a goddess, with your perky tits and perfect peach butt. Trust me, we’ve sunbathed together enough for me to know exactly what I’m talking about. I love your gorgeous sable hair with its natural waves reaching down your back. Hey, if I was a guy, I’d want to hit on you for sure.”


  Bea’s blush deepened. “I think you’re hot, too. I always have. And thanks, Lisa – I’ve never really looked at myself that way.”


  “Well, you should. A girl like you in my line of work – well, you’d make heaps.”


  Bea hadn’t really thought much about that comment, but she had felt nice that Lisa, who she’d always admired, thought she was beautiful, too. She’d never have dreamed that a few weeks later, she’d be in the situation she was in.


  She remembered returning from work to find Lisa on the phone, talking agitatedly. Bea couldn’t help sending her flat mate a worried look as she let herself into the apartment.


  “Anything wrong?” Bea asked with concern when Lisa ended the call and flung her phone unto the nearby couch.


  Lisa shoved her fingers into her hair to clutch the blonde strands, a perfect picture of panic and distress. “Nothing…I mean, I guess I’ve got a bit of a problem. Okay, more like a major problem.” She grimaced. “My normal efficient and professional agency has just double-booked me. I’m due to meet one of my most esteemed clients tonight; I’ve already been sent the first class tickets to join him in Vegas for the weekend.”


  “Oh,” Bea said slowly, not really getting it.


  Lisa added on an exhaled breath, “Now the problem is this. I’ve been told I’ve got two new clients arriving today who’ve booked me for dinner with them. Since they’re two, they’re paying double for my company. And from what I hear, they’re the highest paying clients my agency has.”


  “But how could this mistake happen? And what are you going to do?” Bea asked with concern. “Because it sounds like you can’t stand up either appointments.”


  “No, I can’t,” Lisa groaned, falling into a heap in her chair. “This never, ever happens. Not to me. What am I going to do, Bea? None of the other girls I trust can make it to take my place, not at such short notice. And I seriously can’t afford to insult any of my clients. I have a short but prestigious list of patrons whom I value immensely. And tonight, my agency got me booked with the two fittest chaps ever: Ryan and Jason Wallace, the billionaire brothers who run Wallace Enterprises Holdings International.”


   Bea’s eyes widened, suitably impressed. Even she had heard of the mega successful company that was into anything and everything. “I’m sorry. What are you going to do?”


  “I don’t know,” Lisa cried, her fingers tightening in her hair for a few moments, before she released it and dropped her hands with a sigh. “These were going to be my most valued clients. They’ve never used our agency before and this would have been a great way to establish some fantastic working relationship that could lead to return bookings in future.”


  Bea chewed on her lip, really worried for her stressed-looking friend. “Can’t your agency get someone else?”


  “Not at such short notice. I just called them and they say it’s all up to me. I’ve rung a few of my girls, but…” Lisa paused, viewing Bea with interest.


  “What?” Bea said, eyes darting quizzically.


  “Bea…I need to ask you a huge, colossal favor…”


  


   


  


   


  Chapter Two


  Long story short, Lisa had managed to talk her into making the booking and here Bea was.


  At first, Bea had flatly refused, of course…


  Bea’s head was shaking firmly. “Look, I’m truly sorry about the mix-up but Lisa, there’s no way…”


  “Please, please, please…”  Lisa’s big blue eyes had been beseeching.


  “Lisa, I thought this was just some pleasant pastime for you. What does it matter if you happen to lose this one booking? I mean, it’s not like it’s your fault,” Bea said, already panicking at the thought of having to take Lisa’s place. “I wouldn’t even know what to do…”


  “It’s simple! Just sit there, make great conversation, a bit of dancing, and it’s over. Nothing happens that you aren’t comfortable with. And yes, it started out as a fun thing to pass the time, but now it’s a career I take very seriously. A career that is helping me put my younger brother through college.”


  Bea paused, thinking of Lisa’s young, bright brother Harry who was now in Harvard. Bea hadn’t known Lisa was responsible for paying for her younger brother’s education. Although Lisa’s folks were both gone, Bea had always assumed there was some kind of college fund going on. Just like she’d been mistaken that Lisa had some family money that got her to live so extravagantly…Bea felt like such an idiot.


  Lisa sighed deeply. “Bea, all these trappings I surround myself with – the fabulous clothes, shoes and jewelry – the fancy car and the regular spa treatments and trips to the hair salon…they’re just stuff I need to do to play the part. When I said I was in it all for the glamour, I wasn’t being perfectly honest. It’s mostly for my younger brother Harry. I want him to have the future our parents didn’t get the chance to provide for him when they died when we were just kids.”


  Bea bit hard on her lip. “I’m so sorry, Lisa, I wish I could do something to help. But I’m not like you. I’m just not that kind of girl. You know me, hardly the social butterfly. I’ll probably ruin your agency’s reputation for good if I show up. Trust me; you’re better off cancelling the appointment with the billionaire brothers than inflicting me on them.”


  Lisa was suddenly smiling, cocking her head to the side. “Bea, I’m sure I’ve told you many times before: you’re hot. Girls like you wouldn’t even have to open their mouths and you’ll have men drooling. Okay, seriously,” she added when Bea scowled with feigned offense, “These two guys haven’t met me; they don’t know what I really look like or what to expect. Sure, they’ve seen the photos in the profile, but once they meet you, it wouldn’t matter. They’ve heard of my reputation as a reliable and professional escort, so they’re probably just looking forward to meeting someone sexy, entertaining, and charming.”


  “See, I told you! That’s so not me,” Bea said with a hint of triumph.


  Lisa advanced and grasped Bea’s face in both hands. “You know what? You were right. This is just one booking; it’s not the end of the world if I lose them. So here’s my suggestion. Don’t do this for me, Bea. Do this for you,” she said softly, compellingly. “I actually want you to try it. Go out and have fun for once. You’ve been holed up in this flat for months now. The last time you went on a date was three months ago.”


  “And even that wasn’t a real date,” Bea spoke up, pouting slightly. “Just an after-thought thing when some guy from admin decided we should meet up for drinks after work. And it bombed. He got tipsy and tried to paw me in his car.”


  “Ugh,” Lisa said playfully. “Well, tonight honey, you’ll get to meet two incredible hunks. I’ve heard about them; they’re so hot in Scotland where they come from. Treat yourself to something different and exciting. And you’ll get paid for it, too, I promise. You’ll get my fee.”


  “It’s not about the money,” Bea said with a sigh, then looked into Lisa’s pleading face. “You really think I can pull this off? You really want me to do this?”


  “Yes,” Lisa said, her tone firm as she gazed into Bea’s face. “This just might have happened for a reason. Maybe this is your chance to just…enjoy a new experience. Have some dinner and drinks – maybe some dancing, with two very gorgeous and debonair men. Something to giggle with the girls about over coffee later.”


  Bea smirked humorously. “Lord knows I never have anything to give them to giggle about.”


  Lisa laughed. “After tonight, you certainly will. And I’ve got just the outfit to suit your lovely curves and coloring. I bought it a month ago in Italy. I knew it wasn’t the right fit but I couldn’t resist the dress. It looked so gorgeous in the shop. I always thought I’d have it fitted for me – but now I’m glad I didn’t. It would be your perfect size. And then your hair, make-up…baby, I’ll make you look and feel like the amazing beauty you are. And my clients – your clients – are going to be blown away.”


  *


  Now, sitting with the two men known as Ryan and Jason Wallace, Bea was getting the funny feeling she was the one feeling the blown-away sensation.


  She’d been shown to the table just a few minutes earlier, and she’d instantly wanted to run right back where she’d come from.


  Not that Bea was frightened of being faced with not one, but two blindingly gorgeous guys – no. But she suddenly had the feeling of getting into a deep-end situation that she just might not be able to swim out of in time. Why oh why had she let Lisa talk her into this?


  Somehow, she’d managed to smile and take the seat they offered. Something about the way they’d looked at her, in pleasant surprise and appreciation, had somewhat strengthened her resolve to stay. One thing she was grateful for, was that she’d allowed Lisa to primp and pomp her up to Lisa’s content. Now, Bea did feel every inch as sophisticated and elegant as she hoped she looked to her dashing companions.


  “I’m Ryan,” the gorgeous one on her right said, holding out his hand. “And this is my brother Jason.” He indicted the gorgeous other on her left. Bea swallowed. Damn, they were freaking hot if looks were anything to go by. And that accent! Heavens above. It was Scottish indeed. Just deep enough to jumble up the meager contents of her belly. It was a good thing she’d been too anxious to eat all day thanks to the prospect of going through with the dinner appointment.


  Ryan, whom she knew was the elder, looked just above thirty, with a devilish smile to go with his blond good looks. In fact both men were deliciously blond, though Ryan’s golden locks were a lot more tamed and conservatively styled than his rakish-looking younger brother Jason, who was roughly thirty.  With their soft golden curls and square, handsomely tanned faces, they could easily pass for very sexy, very grown-up Cupids just waiting to plunge their pair of arrows into an unsuspecting female breast such as hers. Hmm…the very allusion made her shiver inwardly. But why the heck was she letting her mind wander? Barely five minutes into the “job” and she was already all aflutter.


  They both had equal lashings of virility just rushing at her like a tide, and she felt dizzy just looking from one to the other. Focus, Bea. Focus. What would Lisa do?


  Well, Lisa probably met hunky CEOs like these two on a daily basis. Heck, Bea knew she did. But still…


  She drew in a deep breath and told herself to get into the mood. Just a few hours of playing the professional and glamorous escort to two hot billionaires, and she could scurry back into her warm and safe little hole. Free from the very wicked and wild thoughts that came to mind as she looked into their piercing eyes. Ryan’s a startling blue, and Jason’s an equally remarkable green. They smiled at her knowingly, as if well aware of the effect they were having on her. Dredging up some of her hard-won poise gained from working in a male-dominated IT environment, she smiled elegantly.


  “Nice to meet you…both,” she said with feminine demureness, shaking their hands lightly in turn. How was it possible that just that casual gesture of a handshake from both of them had equal whippings of electricity?


  She drew in an inaudible breath. It would really have been much easier if there’d been someone else to pair along with these doubly delightful devils. Seriously, which two guys booked a date with just one escort? Bea remembered asking Lisa this same question as Lisa had put finishing touches to pinning up Bea’s lustrous dark brown hair.


  “It must simply be their personal preference. Perhaps, like some men, these brothers enjoy the idea of lavishing their attention on one woman. Just count yourself lucky and enjoy,” Lisa had teased.


  Bea had made a face at her flat mate then, but she wasn’t being so disdainful now. Oh, no way. Because these two guys were more than ample distraction for any right-thinking woman. Individually they had their special masculine appeal – but together, they were quite utterly overwhelming.


  However, Bea remembered the part she was to play. Save the day, leave with dignity and a sense of fulfillment that she had at least, done something spontaneous for a change…


  ***


  “It’s a pleasure to meet you too, Miss Hamilton. Bea,” Jason said with a small smile, as he slowly withdrew his hand from hers. “I must confess you’re very much different from what we expected. From your photos, you were distinctly blonde.”


  Bea resisted the urge to bite on her lip. “Well…I’d like to start off by apologizing. I’m not Lisa Kendrick whom you were expecting to meet tonight. I’m...I’m Bea Hamilton. I had to fill in at the last minute for my um…colleague who had an urgent emergency.” She saw their eyes narrow, and added quickly, already taking up her purse, “Look, I’ll understand if you don’t like the idea of me taking her place. I’ll leave right away and perhaps you both can reschedule her when…”


  “You misunderstand,” Jason said, a slightly lifted hand making her pause in her rush. “What I meant is that, I find you a pleasant surprise. Quite honestly, far preferable to what we imagined.”


  “Oh,” Bea said quietly, settling back slowly into her seat and fighting down the pink from her cheeks.


  “Jason is right,” Ryan drawled, and her eyes flew to his. “Your colleague, Lisa came highly recommended from one of our business contacts. In fact, it was he who insisted on making an appointment for us with a professional escort. Something about giving us both a “treat”.” Ryan smiled, and just that simple gesture was enough to make Bea blink as somewhere deep in the juncture of her thighs, she quivered. Bloody hell what were these guys made from? Pussy magnets? They were dangerous to her very much neglected hormones.


  Ryan added smoothly, “I can assure you that suddenly, my brother and I are quite glad we changed our mind about refusing the kind offer. You see, we don’t really do escorts.”


  I can tell; Bea almost blurted. Looking at these two, they’d never need to pay a dime for female companionship. If anything, they’d be batting off the ladies left and right. And not just due to their billions. Even Bea could tell that they gave out that special aura that appealed to the deepest and darkest needs in a woman’s soul. Thank goodness, Bea thought with an inner sigh, that she was virtually immune to such tendencies. Oh, they were desirable no doubt, but knowing they were beyond her reach and could never be anything but her charming dinner companions, made her feel somewhat secure and relieved. Since she knew there was no chance in hell she could have them, she could rest easy.


  “I understand, and I’m glad that we’re getting to share this lovely evening together,” Bea heard herself say with a courteous, very escort-ish smile and demeanor. Once again, she noticed both their gazes narrow speculatively, as the brothers sent each other a brief, unfathomable look.


  At last, Ryan turned to her with another of his gorgeous smiles. “Well, shall we order?”


  


   


  


   


  Chapter Three


  In time, Bea was beginning to relax and actually act normal. The food and wine was impeccable. Enjoying such a fabulous repast with two charming and quite divinely handsome Scots was enough to mellow any normal girl down. She still quivered when they sent her those strange, hooded looks of theirs, but she managed to ignore the sudden chills and heat waves she felt alternatively each time she looked up and met either man’s stirring gaze.


  To her relief, there was so much they found to talk about, and many times, she knew she surprised them with her contributions to certain topics. She was no airhead; she definitely knew how to make good conversation. And wasn’t that what a true professional companion was all about, she thought, feeling quite happy with herself. As she relaxed, her smiles grew warmer, and her face shone brighter.


  This escort thing wasn’t so bad after all, Bea mused. She began to see the benefit to be had in such a vocation. Without a doubt, it was quite a thrill being able to finally meet men of like minds. They were cultured and truly delightful. Jason was the quieter of the two, she noticed. He liked to listen and watch more, while Ryan was the more outgoing, more inclined to draw Bea out of her shell with his questions that were sometimes even teasing. All in all, they were quite friendly, likeable chaps if she could just get over the fact that they were just too beddable to be borne.


  At last, the last of the courses were cleared away, and suddenly Bea began to realize the evening would soon draw to a close at some point. Why did she feel such a twinge of disappointment? Lisa had mentioned something about dancing, or even end the evening with some cocktails at the bar. But Bea wondered if she’d enthralled them enough to make the brothers wish to spend more time within her charming presence?


  Suddenly needing a reprieve, she smiled and rose with her purse as she excused herself to go to the restroom. They both rose immediately, and she felt impressed by their gallantry. She strode away and resisted the urge to put more than a usual sway to her walk as she secretly wondered if the brothers were watching her go.


  Inside the empty, classy ladies room, she slumped against the door, for the first time being able to draw a proper breath. She pressed the back of her hand to her forehead for a moment, before turning to the mirrors lining the marbled room. Staring at her reflection, she almost didn’t recognize herself. The make-up made her look more mature, more womanly, as did the flattering dress. Her hair was still perfectly in place, and she couldn’t help smiling as she thought she didn’t look too bad for an evening with the two most eligible bachelors ever. She chewed on her bottom lip as she finally remembered why she’d escaped to the bathroom. Quickly, she hunted in her purse for her cell phone as she hurried made to call Lisa. She had asked her before she’d left to make sure she called to let Lisa know how things were going.


  But when she rang her friend’s number, it was switched off. And then she remembered that by now, Lisa would be well on the plane to Vegas. Bea really should have excused herself ages ago to let Lisa know there was nothing to worry about; the two Scottish gents were quite happy with their replacement date and the evening had gone splendidly so far…


  Giving up after three more tries, she did some minor touch-ups to her appearance, drew in one last deep breath, and left the silent haven of the ladies room.


  Bea’s relief at having made it so far on the date without embarrassing herself or her “clients”, shattered the minute she returned to the table to join her two dashing companions.


  *


  “Now that you’re back, Bea; there’s something we’d like to ask you. Do you do outcalls?”


  Surprised by Ryan’s sudden question and the hooded glint in his eyes, Bea looked to him and echoed, “Outcalls?” She was a bit lost; was that some kind of escort term she should know about? Damnit! Lisa really should have briefed her better.


  “Yes,” Ryan said slowly. “Do you do visits? For example, would you follow us back to our hotel?”


  Oh, now she got it. Bea might be somewhat green but even she knew the universal language of, would you fuck?


  “I’m sorry, but that wasn’t part of the arrangement,” she said primly. What the hell! She was thinking in alarm and more than a little jolt of excitement.


  “We know this,” Ryan told her calmly. “But we’re also aware that whatever acts the escort finally chooses to share with the client – or in this case, clients, would be her choice and nothing to do with what’s been arranged with the agency. So I ask again, Bea. Will you accompany us to our hotel suite? We’re at the Waldrof, and we have a very discreet, extensive and charming suite. We could order a bottle of wine, get to know you better.”


  Bea was caught between fury, arousal, embarrassment, and dismay at herself for even for a millisecond considering this. “No,” she gasped, fingers tightening on her napkin. “I’m not a call girl, Mr. Wallace – “


  “Twenty thousand dollars,” Jason cut through briskly, fingers tapping quietly on the tablecloth. “We would be willing to part with this if you agree to join us.”


  Bea turned to him with an indrawn, open-mouthed gasp. Another what-the-hell moment hit her as she realized these two wanted to actually blow a load of cash just to get her into bed. Twenty grand, in fact. Really? Was she worth that much in their eyes, for a night? Just what did they mean to do to her anyway?


  Probably something sick, twisted and depraved – or at the least, involving things she’d never done or dreamed of doing!


   And they kept saying “we”. Did they mean them both, with her? Bea shivered secretly from her toenails to the tips of her ears. She really should have thought to ask Lisa what she did in situations like this. But seriously, had Lisa ever been in this kind of spot before? If she had, Bea would kill her for exposing her to such…such erotically charged danger!


  “I’m not for sale,” she bit out, staring Ryan, and then Jason, in the eye. “I told you, I’m not a call girl.”


  She couldn’t help wondering if they’d still be offering such an insane amount if they knew she was far from the sexy, bed-ready professional escort they thought she was. She didn’t doubt that there were tons of women out there who’d spring at this opportunity, especially at such a price, but not her. Damnit, this was barely her first time on the “job” and already she was getting indecent propositions! And it wasn’t even her real job!


  “What if we don’t offer you money? What if we could give you something… different?” Jason asked, making her heart pound with the way he spoke so calmly, his words clear even with the clipped Scot’s accent.


  “I can’t imagine what you’d have that I’d want,” Bea half-choked. Why the hell was she still sitting there, arguing? These two were pulling some strings she’d never even known were attached to her deep-set, secret fantasies. Because from somewhere buried deep in her subconscious, she was getting freakishly aroused by this. Especially since she’d been sexually drawn to these from the moment she’d walked up to their table and set eyes on them both.


  “What we have…is the ability to mentally, emotionally and physically pleasure you,” Jason said with a shrug. “We’d like to be given the chance to do this.”


  “Yes, Bea. It’s really that simple,” Ryan concurred, with his sexy lips breaking into an even sexier grin. “You see, the tables are turned; now we offer ourselves to you. One night of inescapable delights – for all concerned. You’d wonder why you have never tried it before.”


  Bea didn’t – couldn’t speak. Just then, Jason sat forward, making her almost start at how sensually…predatory he seemed. His stormy blue-green eyes caught hers in a compelling gaze.  “Maybe I should explain further. For a long time my brother and I have looked out for that special woman. Someone who could draw us both the same way, in the same measure. You walked into the room, and instantly, we knew. We have never been so sure of anything in our lives. And after an hour in your presence, we only want one thing.”


  Jason paused, glancing at Ryan, who finished plainly, “We want to be yours.”


  “Mine?” Bea pronounced when she could finally get to speak moments later.


   Jason leaned back, giving her the chance to breathe again, albeit raggedly, while Ryan nodded and replied, “Yes. In every way. What would it take, Bea, to have both of us at your beck and call? You will be our woman, and we will be your men – yes, your men. You have two ready, adoring males willing to give you every pleasure you ever dreamed – for as long as you want.”


  Finally, Bea found a way to make sense from all the wildness. “Seriously? Now you’re offering me sex – your bodies, like it’s some God’s gift?” She was chuckling and shaking her head.


  Jason’s eyes blazed. “Trust me, Bea…one night with us and you will believe it is a gift from above.”


  She chuckled, now highly amused. And tremendously aroused, damnit. Going a whole year without sex was beginning to take its toll on her. She was actually considering what these men were saying.


  “Sorry guys, but my body’s not on the shopping list. Fucking my clients was never on the job description, either. You paid for dinner and my company, and that’s all on offer. I’m not a prostitute. And I refuse to become one just so you can both live out your kinked up fantasies,” she blurted out.


  Kinked up fantasies that were getting her moist down below, truth be told. Damn Lisa! Bea thought with an inner rush of consternation. Lisa would have been the one getting the indecent proposition from the most gorgeous species of manhood to walk the earth, not me, Bea fumed! But then what did she know? She’d only ever had two boyfriends – and only one had been her actual lover.


  She shivered away her confusion and irritation mixed so stimulatingly with arousal. She couldn’t really blame these guys – they thought she was a professional escort. And to save face for Lisa and her escort agency, Bea had to keep up her professional act. They mustn’t guess she was just some IT executive assistant who knew next to nothing about real men – and real sex. And lord knew these guys were offering her the taste of both…


  


   


  


   


  


   


  Chapter Four


  Bea was already gathering her things before she’d actually begin to see the good in what these two freakishly sexy men were suggesting. Her whole body was screaming at her to comply; she could hear the creaks in all her nerve endings and hormones just begging for her to say “yes” to whatever they were offering.


  But as always, common sense prevailed. “Um, I’m really, really sorry to say no to you guys. I’m sure it’s not a word you hear very often. But seriously, I can’t possibly agree to what you’re asking. What you’re both asking.” She stared meaningfully at them both. For some reason, the restaurant seemed to shrink even smaller as they looked at her. Why did they make everything around them seem so inconsequential and small with their larger-than-life personas? She felt light in the head. Just how many glasses of wine had she had?


  “Do you gamble, Bea?” Ryan asked quietly.


  “Not recently. No,” was her dry reply. “Why? Want to go to a casino?”


  Ryan smiled with mild humor. “No; I was just wondering if you’d care to take a bit of chance. Say, you do follow us to our hotel. And then, after five minutes, if you decide you want to leave, then we let you go. Five minutes, Bea.”


  She already opened her mouth to flat-out refuse. No way she’d be in a room alone with these two for five minutes.


  But then Jason smirked. “Maybe she isn’t a gambling woman, brother – but she’s certainly not the daring type. Are you, Miss Hamilton? Maybe we frighten you – or at the least, make you feel uncomfortable. Maybe you do know how good it can be, but rather forsake your secret desires just so you can walk off back into to your prim little shadow. So let’s up the stakes, shall we? Once the five minutes is up and you definitely choose not to continue, then you’ll get a hundred thousand dollars for proving us wrong.”


  Bea swallowed. Why did he always have to bring up money? But for some reason, his “wager” interested her. “Wait up; you’re going to pay me a hundred grand if I finally decide I don’t want to spend the night with you?”


  “In fact, I’ll double it,” Ryan said smoothly, watching her stunned face with a small smile. “That’s right, Bea. We’re that sure of ourselves. Because we know you won’t be saying no after the five minutes. But I give you my word: if you do choose to leave, then we’ll let you go – and you’ll be two hundred grand richer.”


  “I don’t know what it is about you billionaires,” Bea bit out, inwardly wanting to kick herself for sounding like she met them everyday – which she didn’t of course. “You always think your money solves everything.”


  “If you don’t like the idea of keeping the money, you can always spend it on your favorite charity, or something,” Jason cut in, already sounding somewhat bored – though she could tell that might just be a ruse. Weren’t they sharp-minded businessmen, who knew how to drive a bargain? “Look, Bea, we’ve made our play. I think it’s time you made yours. We want you. I don’t think we’ve ever wanted a woman this much. But we’re not going to spend all night talking you into this. Especially when we know that this could be as much for your pleasure as ours.”


  Oh yeah, Bea thought, inwardly pissed off. Why he really was a cocky lad, she fumed. So, they were so sure about themselves, huh? Well, it seemed they didn’t know about her iron-clad control. Bea never let her body rule her actions. That’s why she’d stayed celibate a whole year despite the pressure from attractive enough would-be sexual candidates. Maybe it was time these two studs were taken down a peg or two to show them they weren’t all that. And she was the one to show them.


  Dumping her napkin, she tilted her chin up at them both. “Okay. Let’s do this.”


  She could have sworn their lips tilted slightly in triumph, but it was too fleeting to be sure. She drew in a breath as Ryan gestured for the tab.


  Outside, as their sleek, gleaming chauffeured black Maybach stopped in front of them, Bea was already regretting her decision. Hadn’t she been spontaneous for one night, for agreeing to the date in the first place? Now, she was about to be driven off alone with these two near-strangers. What if they were serial killers, who’ll rape her and then dump her body somewhere? They were rich enough to be able to cover their tracks well. And what if…


  “Bea?” Ryan’s deep, Scotsman’s accent cut through her irrational fears. “After you.”


  Bea swallowed, as Jason went in on the other side. Ryan tipped a brow at her as he waited for her to go in before him into the powerfully expensive automobile. This was her last chance, she knew, to run for it.


  “Thank you,” she said with as slightly quavering smile, before sliding into the luxuriant interior. No going back now…


  


   


  


   


  


   


  Chapter Five


  This is going to be the easiest two hundred grand I’ll ever make, Bea thought smugly, as she walked with them into their palatial suite.


  It was quite impressive, no gainsaying that. In fact, she’d never been in anything so opulent. At least sectioned off into five rooms, the suite was massive, opulent, and truly gorgeous. Two walls in the living room section were just windows, giving a panoramic view of the city beyond. Eye catching, she thought, telling herself not to be bowled over by all the grandeur. Being alone with these two was overwhelming enough without going gaga over their beauteous surroundings.


  She turned to face them, just as Ryan shut the door behind him, and Jason went to the elegantly appointed bar to pour out drinks.


  “So…how does this work?” she murmured, placing her shawl and purse on a couch nearby. “What exactly gets to happen in the five minutes?”


  Jason chuckled, handling his elder brother a glass, before coming to give her one, too. “Whoa. Is the timer off already?” he teased, surprising her. It was the first time she’d seen him relax or act jovial all night. It was like, now that she was here, he could be himself. She felt stunned by his gorgeous smile as their fingers brushed round the glass. He turned away to get his own drink waiting on the bar’s polished surface.


  “Why don’t you sit down, Bea?” Ryan asked, that tilt to his smile ever present.


  “Sit down?” she croaked, looking back at the spacious couch behind her dubiously.


  “Or if you’d rather we take it to the bedroom…,” he suggested, and she gritted her teeth at the teasing note in his voice. Schooling her features, she primly took her seat without a word.


  Taking a sip from her glass and realizing it was some sort of brandy – very crisp and flowing deliciously down her throat, she strove to stay calm. Just a few more minutes, and…


  Ryan sat on her left, and Jason on her right. She managed to seize two gulps of the liquor before it was gently retrieved by Jason and placed on the nearby coffee table. Perhaps each one realized there was little need – or time, for more words. Reaching out to pinch her chin in his thumb and forefinger, Ryan was the first to lean forward and take her lips.


  Okay. Bea rushed in a breath at the first touch of Ryan’s mouth, and found herself rampaged by tongue. Sweet, hot, and sexily moist tongue. He dove into her like a rogue pirate ready to claim his spoils. She was hell-bent on resisting, however, and didn’t give her tongue in return. But hmm, he did taste like heaven would, she mused, easing into his kiss and letting him take what he would. He groaned against her lips, crushing them harder against his. Bea’s heart began to pound alarmingly. The heat and sweetness was climbing; in seconds, she felt the strangest thrumming in between her legs just as Ryan plucked wetly on her bottom lip. Oh lord.


  She could feel Jason draw closer on her other side. They’d never really explained how the time would go, and it served her right for not making ground rules first. Would she have to contend with both of them, or…?


  Even before she could contemplate this, she felt Jason take her hand. She had no chance to demure as Ryan’s fingers on her chin kept her insistently turned to him. She was gasping into his mouth just at the same time that Jason placed her hand on his cock. Holy fuck! It felt huge beneath her fingers and even beneath the fabric of his dress pants. He rode her fingers over the solidly wedged length, and she shuddered against Ryan’s powerfully deep kiss.


  Desperately, she broke away, snatching her hand from the tempting hardness beneath. Why the hell was she panting so hard? She really shouldn’t have let them overwhelm her so easily. She almost made to skip to her feet. “I need to go,” she blurted breathlessly.


  “One more minute,” Jason crooned, his fingers in her hair gently tugging her to meet his waiting lips. For the love of God. What gave these men the right to taste so good? Her lips merged with Jason’s and he used the same bone-melting device, just more pliant and tender. He didn’t go the rough route like Ryan; he chose to render her powerless in a different way. Soft, sensitive, giving more than taking. Bea purred all the more. And purred even harder when Ryan slipped a hand through her v-necked bodice and cupped her right breast. The sensation of her softness in the hard strength of his hand had juices rushing to flood her panties. Her thighs quivered as Jason covered her in an open-mouthed, blatantly sensuous kiss. Her head went round and round; every nerve ending she possessed was alive and thrumming with the most monstrous lust she’d ever experienced. Jason’s free hand – the one not gripping her hair – slid down to her knee, nudging it apart from its twin. In an instant, his fingertips were brushing lengthwise along the panel of her panties shielding her pussy. She almost came there and then.


  She couldn’t withstand the torture any longer. She pulled away from Jason’s soft and firm mouth, while instinctively gripping the hand over her breast and in between her thighs. She was blinking and trying to focus ahead of her to the door which seemed like it stood a thousand yards away. If she could just jump to her feet and make it there, she was sure she’d be safe before she caved in to temptation.


  Her fingers tightened on the wrists of those manly, sinfully pleasurable hands still attached to her breast and her secret center. And even as she held on to push those hands aside, she found herself closing her eyes with a ragged sigh. Seriously, she should have seen this coming. Hadn’t she known, deep, deep down, how this would go?


  “Bea,” Ryan’s husky voice said in her ear, his lips now trailing down to her arched nape.


  “Time’s up,” Jason reminded her, his own blond head lowering as he kissed along her bare collarbone. His fingers had stilled on her silk-covered core, while Ryan’s hand, still on her breast, had stopped stroking. They were waiting for her command and they’d let her go. She knew this. So why wasn’t she giving the command?


  


   


  


   


  


   


  Chapter Six


  The moment of truth. She could feel their tension even as they pressed deliciously warm and subdued lips to her throat and shoulder.


  She didn’t speak…she felt incapable of speech. All she could do, was lean back into the couch with a moan, as her fingers finally let go, giving the unmistakable signal.


  Her whole body screamed, Don’t stop. For heaven’s sake, keep it moving! And she didn’t doubt for a second that these two were accurate mind readers – not to speak of being able to translate body language to perfection. Once her fingers released their death grip on either wrist, Ryan and Jason wasted no time in continued perusal of her trembling frame.


  Bea threw her head back with a shuddering sigh of capitulation as Jason’s fingers probed past the edge of her panties to the swollen petals beneath. His mouth, welded to her shoulder, sucked hungrily into her skin as his fingertips sunk into her melting slit. Ryan bit into her neck, his teeth grazing the warm flesh as he pinched the tight nub of her nipple through her lace cup. Both men groaned, and Bea could do nothing to stop them as they finally took total control of the quivering body set in their midst.


  She virtually sobbed when Jason raked through her with two fingers, sawing in and out of her clenching walls. Ryan wasted no time in shoving aside the bit of covering over her breast before laying his head against the swelling flesh and snatching the whole aureole, nipple and all, into his mouth.


  “Oh!” Bea moaned, as Jason’s fingers went impossibly deep, just at the same moment that Ryan teeth pulled hard on her sensitive teat. Ryan’s free hand cupped the other breast, kneading into the full mound with ravenous desire. “Oh my God,” came out of her lips before she could stop herself, and she shuddered with embarrassment at the way she couldn’t keep silent from all the sensations racking through her tortured body. She clamped a hand over her mouth, but Jason only laughed and drew the hand down.


  “No, sweet one, we want to hear every whimper…every moan. Don’t take that gift from us. Let us know how much we thrill you.”


  So much, she would have said, but then Ryan was trolling his tongue over her nipple, causing her to gasp in desperate lust. No. Way. No way could anything feel that good. He sucked and licked on her nub till she was a shuddering mass. So much so that she could actually hear the sounds of the jelly that her pussy had become, as Jason stroked faster in and out of her quivering sheathe. “Oh please, oh no…”


  “Oh no?” Ryan said in a teasing, questioning tone, as he lifted his head to look into her half-slit eyes.


  “I mean..I mean…,” she panted, staring into his dancing blue eyes. He looked deep into hers as Jason’s fingertips slipped out to coat over her clitoris. Her lips parted in a soundless scream as he stroked and teased the greedy little button till she felt it throb and thicken.


  “Say it, Bea,” Ryan told her softly. “You need to let us know this is what you want. Because from here on, there’s no going back.”


  To buttress his words, Jason flicked his thumb over her clit, and then rubbed hard with just his middle finger.  If he was trying to coax the required speech from her, then he was doing it the wrong way, thought the dazed Bea. His touch was doing everything to render her tongue incapable of functioning except to word incoherent sounds of ecstasy. At last, just when she felt ready to sink into her dark, swirling orgasm, he paused, and kissed her jaw with hard, hot lips. “You have to say the words, baby. Say, fuck me. And mean it.”


  Her eyes widened, blurred, and then cleared as she blinked. She looked to Jason, and then to Ryan. The lust burning in their eyes was scalding enough to be felt on her very skin. Her eyes squeezed tight as the sharpest blade of arousal cut through her so deep she was trembling with it. “Fuck. Me. Please,” she whispered, her throat constricting with the guilty pleasure of being able to at last, present the truth.


  And the second she said the words, words she’d never said to anyone before, not even in her head…she felt liberated. Bea opened her eyes and finally met their smoldering gaze with perfect submission to their mating claim.


  


   


  


   


  Chapter Seven


  The outside world was forgotten. The very premise of what had brought her to this very point in time, the very reason she’d met who were to be her two lovers, was in the distant past.


  Yes, she started out as escort to the two billionaires. But a dare and a bushel of moans later, she was theirs to delight. And so help her, they were hers.


  They made good on their promises. All of them. First, they drove her wild with their mouths coupled to her breasts. They tugged and lapped at her tits from either end, making her sink her fingers into their silken blond locks and clutch with ecstasy. Their warm, strong hands gripped her knees and with Ryan pulling one way and Jason the other, she was spread as wide as she could go. Her clit was teased and pampered with searching fingers; her inner core was brought to a quivering height as probing fingers caused her to moisten to her brim.


  One golden head – Jason’s, sought the shadows between her trembling thighs. With the tip of his tongue, he clicked on her sex nub like it was a light switch – and oh, how he shot her through with electricity. She was writhing like a feline in heat by the time he jabbed in deep and fucked her with that knowing tongue. Almost faint with bliss, she could only moan in acquiescence as Ryan took hold of the back of her head and pulled her close to his cock, unzipped and rearing free from the open crotch of his trousers. Her hands wrapped eagerly around the thick, pulsing shaft, her lips opening wide for a first taste of his impressively turgid man meat.


  He filled up her palms to overflowing and she went even wetter on Jason’s tongue as she imagined all eight-and-a-half inches buried inside her slippery tunnel. For now, she was happy to work her way over the cap, licking him and sucking on him, burying her senses in his sweet manly musk. Her tongue danced beneath his crown at the sensitive v-shaped underside, and he growled deeply in approval. The harder and deeper Jason feasted on the puffy folds at her apex, the harder and deeper she dragged her mouth over the length of Ryan’s cock. His fingers fisted tighter in her hair and she opened wide for him to pump his hips and send his cock in and out of her lips. She stared up at him and saw his face glisten with beads of perspiration, his expression almost pained as he watched her take him far down her gullet till she was gagging.


  “Enough, darling,” Ryan groaned at last, pulling away and bending to kiss her lips. He shot his tongue into her mouth and she felt his invasion as strongly as if he’d pierced her core with his shaft. As if on cue, Jason gave her clit one last lash with his tongue, and she was blown away. Sobbing into Ryan’s mouth, she bucked her hips as the tremors of her climax rocked her frame.


  Her head spun as on and on as Jason sipped at her slit till the last drop was cast from her scented wells. He groaned deeply, his fingers digging into the flesh of her thighs to pin her in place as he kissed the echoing aches away from her now swollen nether lips. “So sweet…so hot. You are magic, Bea. We knew this from the second we saw you. Do you believe us now?”


  “Yes,” she whimpered, wondering how many times she needed to prove that she was won over? Drawing from Ryan, she tugged Jason up to kiss him on the mouth and tasted her own essences upon his deliciously tender lips. It was then she felt overtaken by the urge to seize control. Pushing him back, to rest on his elbows along the couch, she bent her head to his pants and unfastened the front. In moments she’d freed his cock and drew in air sharply at finally getting to see the monster she’d merely had a feel of earlier with her fingers. Like Ryan, Jason was just as well endowed, and his cap was dewy with precum, just ready for her eager ministration. She went on her knees in between his parted legs, and felt Ryan’s hands fall on her hips from behind. He pressed into her back with his hand, making her bottom arch up in the air.


  “Perfect,” he rasped, as he pushed up the hem of her short dress. Bea moaned around Jason’s cock, making him buck reactively into her mouth at the vibrating sensations. He scooped up her now tossed hair into his hand, holding it up from her face so he could watch her pleasure him with her stroking hands and sucking mouth and licking tongue. Bea quivered all over as she felt his fingers push aside the cotton panel of her panties. It all felt so wicked and erotic; they were all practically still fully dressed, and yet Ryan was just about to fuck her here on the massive couch. With Jason on one end, leaning back as she bobbed her mouth up and down on his dick, and then with Ryan on the other end, stroking up her shivery pussy from the back with the probing tip of his cock.


  “Fucking hell, Bea; I’ve wanted to be inside you so long it’s making me crazy,” Ryan groaned, his hands cupping her ass and spreading the cheeks wide so he could see his cock sliding up and down the length of her slit. Her pink rosebud winked up at him and he licked his right thumb moist, before sending it one joint deep into her ass ring. She moaned, he swore, his breathing harsh as he stroked in and out of her ass for a few moments till she was shivering and pleading for him to fuck her.


  “Love it when you talk dirty, baby,” he crooned, right before he hitched her thong to the far side of her ass. With one single jab of his hips, he sent his shaft deep into her molten walls.


  


   


  


   


  


   


  Chapter Eight


  Bea’s world shattered into a million fragments when Ryan claimed her. Her whole body shuddered to feel him buried so deep inside her at one go. On the second thrust, he went in even deeper. She moaned on and on, her body bucking forward with each pound from Ryan. Jason guided her mouth back to his throbbing stem, and this way, she was plugged on either side with the two most magnificent cocks she’d ever had in her life.


  Their passion, all three of them, was boundless, seamless. It flowed and melted into one another. Ryan stroked in and out of her with steady, blurring thrusts, while Jason shafted her mouth again and again with his straining cock. She loved it all, and wanted more. Their collective sounds of pleasure rent the air and it sounded like an orgy of thirty, not three. Bea felt shameless; her cries grew louder as Ryan’s plunges came harder, faster, deeper.


  But just on that split-second before her second orgasm exploded, he pulled away, withdrawing completing from her clutching walls. She almost shed tears of deprivation, till she realized there was more. Jason had now sat up on the couch. His powerful arms seized her by the waist and then planted her over him, so that she straddled his waist. And just like that, she was impaled on his rock-hard pole. She let out a cry of agonized pleasure as her pussy was pumped up and down his cock. His hands gripped the cheeks of her ass, guiding in the rise and fall that saw her pussy swallowing him up again and again. She threw her head back as he seized the nipple swaying before his face, her fingers buried in his strong shoulder. Once more she was treated to a thorough, most solid fuck, what with Jason finally shedding all restraint and ramping upwards with his hips and driving into her with force. She felt blinded by bliss, unable to perceive anything but the hot demanding cock spearing into her incessantly. She became conscious of Ryan standing behind the couch, close to her head. Instinctively, she reached for his cock, which was pointing straight at her. She felt so wanton yet powerful as she seized the thick staff and tugged it into her mouth. Her lips met bare flesh and she moaned around it, hearing his own deep-throated groan. Lost in a maze of lust, she began to swing and rock her body, riding Jason faster on her way to meet the enormous orgasmic wave heading her way.


  “Yeah baby,” he rasped, his hands squeezing tighter on her bouncing ass. “Fuck that cock…ride me till you gush your hot juices all over me. Damn you’re tight…so tight. You’ll milk me dry…”


  His words made her moan even louder, and she lost all control. Her hands grasped harder round the base of Ryan’s cock, and she stared up at him with pleading eyes. Her mouth barely managed to get his cock halfway in, but somehow, she could tell he knew what she wanted. He nodded imperceptibly, taking hold of both sides of her head. “Come on, my sweet Bea…let’s do this together,” he said, and her eyes closed dreamily. Yes.


  Jason deep inside her pussy, and Ryan deep inside her mouth – it was perfect. In moments she finally gave vent to her release, unable to keep it back if she tried. Ryan clung tight, wrapping his arms around her waist as he too, blasted forth with deep, almost punishing thrusts as he came powerfully. At just that same moment, Bea felt Ryan erupt into her mouth, his thick shaft pulsing as he jetted rope after rope of cum down her throat. It felt like heaven to slurp him down as her walls convulsed and shook around Jason’s rampaging cock.


  It took her seconds to realize that Ryan had been right earlier; she was amazed she’d never got to try this before. And even as the high notes of her orgasm began to ebb into whispers, she knew she couldn’t wait to do it again…


  


   


  The COMPLETE SERIES is NOW AVAILABLE!


  The Escort Book 1: First Date


  Bea has an everyday, normal job in an IT firm, but for one night, she plays an escort to the two men, the gorgeous Scottish brothers Ryan and Jason Wallace. Bea is a reluctant helper at first, but soon she finds it a double delight to be in the right place at the right time...


  The Escort Book 2: Billionaire Brothers


  The somewhat shy and naïve Bea Hamilton finds herself in the net of the two gorgeous billionaire brothers once again. Ryan and Jason Wallace seem intent to turn her into the sultry and wanton woman they think she is. How can she open up and tell them she’s not a professional escort after all, but a very reserved IT exec assistant who, before she met them, knew next to nothing about men?


  


   


  The Escort Book 3: Bea’s Submission


  Once…or even twice, could never be enough.


  When her second night with the Wallace billionaire brothers brings dark delights to life, Bea finds herself in a fix.


  On the one hand, she hungers for the thrill of being an object of desire for the two insatiable brothers. On the other hand, she has to think of how far she really wants to go. She’s come a long way from the shy and prim Bea Hamilton she was before she played escort to the two billionaires.


  The Escort Book 4: Locked Down


  For three days Bea surrendered her body in every way to her two billionaire lovers. Separately and collectively, they took turns in driving her insane. And trying to win her over to their way of thinking. She was theirs; just as much as they belonged to her. Accept it, they told her. But could she?
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