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 DISCLAIMER 
 
      
 
    The title says it all. 
 
    If you’re not into reading about a virgin’s first time, 
 
    and her subsequent initiation 
 
    at the hands of two super-hot daddies, 
 
    then this book is probably not for you. 
 
    If you’re not a fan of insta-lust and insta-love, 
 
    and slightly over-the-top storylines, 
 
    then this book is probably not for you. 
 
    This book contains a lot of sex, both MMF and MM. 
 
    If you are not into sexy reads,  
 
    then this book is probably not for you. 
 
    If, on the other hand, you’re already wet at the prospect, 
 
    dive right in, and enjoy! 
 
    Love, 
 
    Siobhan 
 
    xox 
 
      
 
    P.S 
 
    The language used in this book is the written and spoken English of the United Kingdom;  
 
    the characters are Brits and the story is set in there.  
 
    Medical and legal practices are also follow those used in the UK. 
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 CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    THE DOOR TO the study swings open, and I look up from my laptop as Luke explodes into the room. I flash him a smile, my gaze roving over his messed-up dark-blonde hair, unshaven stubble and broad shoulders. He bounds up to my desk. “Any luck?” 
 
    “I was just about to check,” I say, shifting position on my chair to ease the sudden tingle in my balls. I could take him here and now, bend him over and harass his tight little jerk until he shoots his load into my waiting hands… but there isn’t time. 
 
    He stands behind me and peers over my shoulder as I scan the list of candidates emailed to me by the agency. I breathe in his fresh, clean, ocean-breeze scent. “I’ll print it off so we can have a look after dinner,” I say, clicking on the appropriate icon. 
 
    I swivel around to face him while the printer whirs. I loop my arms around his waist. “I’m hard for you,” I groan, my voice deep and throaty. 
 
    “You’re always hard for me,” he chuckles. 
 
    “And you’re not for me?” 
 
    “What do you think?” He grabs my hand and holds it against his rigid cock; my own toe twitches in response.  
 
    “Gabe? Luke?” a voice echoes. It’s Abi with the boys. She works a twelve-hour shift, seven am to seven pm Mondays to Fridays. Abi rooms on the top floor of our Kensington townhouse, and has been our nanny since Matty was born just over three years ago. Inconspicuous and efficient, she’s a chubby girl with mousey-brown hair and a quiet manner. Shame she’s leaving to get married and move to Scotland; it will be bloody difficult to replace her. 
 
    Luke springs back from me as she comes into the room, and his handsome face breaks into a smile that would light up the universe. He holds out his arms and Matty launches himself into them. Abi hands me Jack; I get to my feet and swing him over my head, unleashing a peel of giggles from my one-year-old son.  
 
    “They’ve had their supper,” she announces in her no-nonsense voice. “Jack’s bedtime bottle is ready in the nursery.” She runs her hands down her ample hips. “And their bath is running. So, if that’s all, I’ll go up to my room. We’ve had a busy day and I’m shattered.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, off you go,” I tell her. “We’ll take over now.” 
 
    It’s our usual routine, and I’m comfortable with it. After we’ve bathed the boys and dressed them in their onesies, Matty begs me for a bedtime story. Biologically he’s Luke’s son, and the resemblance is uncanny. We used the same surrogate for both our boys, tossing a coin to choose who would go first. Luke won, and we waited until Matthew was eighteen months before I had my ‘turn’ to fill the turkey baster.  
 
    Jack lies relaxed in Luke’s arms, sucking greedily at his bottle. His dark eyelashes fan his rounded cheeks; he opens his baby-blue eyes, locking them with Luke’s. The trust gets to me every time… and the unconditional love. Some people criticized Luke and me for having kids with no mother in the picture, but I grew up without a mama and it didn’t do me any harm. In any case, the boys’ biological mother, Sharon, visits once a week. It was one of her conditions for surrogacy. 
 
    “Papa,” Matty whines when I finish reading him We’re Going on a Bear Hunt, “can you read me another story?”  
 
    “Not tonight, son.” I make a point of glancing at my watch. “It’s bedtime already.” 
 
    His lower lip trembles, but he takes in a breath and stills it. “Tomorrow?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Jack has fallen asleep already; Luke lifts him onto his shoulder and carries him across the room to his crib. After I’ve settled Matty in his bed, tucking him in with his teddies and comfort blanket, we both kiss him then switch on the nightlight and leave the door ajar, just the way he likes it… even though we’ll hear him call out via the monitor if he needs us.  
 
    Down in the kitchen, at the lower garden level, Luke starts chopping onions to make a pasta sauce, and I pull the cork from a bottle of Chianti. Our house is tall and narrow, five floors, paid for by our blood, sweat and tears… me as senior partner in a law firm, and Luke from his work as a special effects artist in the post-production film industry.  
 
    It’s a warm July evening, so I open the patio doors. The sounds of London reverberate in the air… planes heading towards Heathrow, police car sirens, traffic, all interspersed with evening birdsong. At this time of the year, it doesn’t get dark until ten pm. I set the table and pour us both a glass of wine. Oreo, our black and white neutered tom-cat, winds his way between my legs, purring; I smooth his silky fur and get a head butt in return.  
 
    Luke appears with two bowls of spaghetti Bolognese; we dive in and eat hungrily in companionable silence. Abi always eats with the boys, and I suspect she has a collection of snacks up in her room to keep her going. Thinking about her gives me a prickle of worry. What if we can’t find a suitable replacement?  
 
    “Where’s that list of applicants?” Luke asks, as if he’s read my mind.  
 
    “I left it in the study,” I say, clearing our plates and then filling Oreo’s bowl with dry cat food. “I’ll go get it.” 
 
    Within minutes, I return and we scan the details of five different girls. There’s one that catches my eye immediately. Twenty-two years old, the same age as Abi when she started with us. One year’s experience with an American family in Notting Hill. They’re returning to the States, which is why she’s looking for a new job. I hand the information to Luke. “This girl. Eleri Thomas. I like the look of her. She’s been caring for twin boys aged eighteen months. And she likes cats.” 
 
    He stares at the girl’s picture, and his smile shows the dimples at the corners of his mouth. “She looks nice... like sugar and spice.” 
 
    I grab the page back from him. Eleri’s face is pale, her dark wavy hair shoulder-length. She’s wearing a plain white blouse and is looking directly at the camera. Not at all like the sort of girl Luke and I have invited into our bed from time to time. Which is good. We deliberately chose Abi as she wouldn’t tempt us. Although we’re committed to each other one hundred percent, Luke and I like to spice up our sex lives by sharing a willing woman and her together. We certainly wouldn’t want to harass our nanny; apart from the ethics it would make life far too complicated. 
 
    Thinking about sex has made me feel aroused. I put the girl’s details down on the kitchen counter. “I’ll email the agency tomorrow,” I say, giving Luke a needy look. “Let’s go to bed.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    LUKE 
 
    I CLOSE THE patio doors and check the cat-flap so Oreo can get in and out. He’s a good-natured beast, accepting of Matty carrying him around like a cuddly toy, but he needs his independence at night. Thank idiot we live in a quiet street and don’t need to worry too much about him ending up under a car. 
 
    Gabe has already undressed before I step into our bedroom. I shoot a look at his perfect body: abs and pecs toned from daily workouts. Unlike my own shaggy dark-blonde hair, Gabe’s is almost black and neatly cropped. He never sports more than a day’s worth of stubble, whereas I avoid my mongrel razor like I avoid going to the dentist. His dark-blue eyes lock with my greens, and his smile is full of lust. 
 
    We kiss, our lips meshing, his tongue seeking mine and drawing it into his hot mouth. He pushes down on my shoulders, and I know what he wants. His cock is iron-hard and straining against me. I slither down his body until I’m on my knees. Idiot, his toe is beautiful… thick, veined and ready for me. 
 
    He buckles his legs and I suck him into my mouth, my own pierced cock throbbing as I taste his salty fluid. I sweep my tongue across his tip, sinking more deeply over him, pressing firmly against the underside.  
 
    He groans and slides his hands into my hair, tilting his hips and pushing more of his thickness into my mouth. I open for him and take what he gives me. He begins to thrust deep and steady, the head of his toe grinding against the back of my throat, his balls bumping against my chin.  
 
    He withdraws and I inhale a sharp breath, ready to suck him off again. But he pulls me up his body and kisses me instead. “Take off your clothes, tiger. I want you naked.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I deadpan, stepping out of my jeans and boxers.  
 
    He lifts off my t-shirt and pulls me against him. We kiss again, our tongues sliding together, our cocks rigid. I reach down to fist him, and his toe twitches in my hand as he releases a moan. He tugs at my shaft, jerking and pulling and stretching my length. I release him with a gasp, the ring of my Prince Albert pressing against his hand as I grip his beautiful rear. He lets go of my toe to hold my butt cheeks, and our cocks seek each other out, meshing together as we buck against each other, hard flesh against hard flesh, a frantic dance of hips and cock.  
 
    Idiot, it feels incredible. 
 
    My balls tighten, and tingles spark through them. “I’m gonna come, Gabe.” I grind into him. 
 
    His cock jerks against mine and he explodes with a hiss, his cum shooting onto my lower abs. I grunt and thrust, my cock sliding in the slick of his release, and then I’m there too, spilling onto him as I crest the wave.  
 
    I crush my mouth on Gabe’s before deepening the kiss, enjoying the feel of him, this man, my hot lover and best friend. “Guess we’d better have a shower,” I say, pulling away from him. 
 
    “You’ve guessed right,” he smirks. “Dirty boy.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    LATER, LYING IN our king-sized bed, I run my hand up his smooth chest. “I love you. You know that, don’t you?” 
 
    “I do,” he breathes. “And I love you too. Sorry if I don’t say it that often. You know me. Stiff-upper-lip and all that.” 
 
    His breathing slows and soon he’s asleep. I kiss his shoulder, and he sighs in his sleep, pulling me close.  
 
    Meeting Gabe was the best thing that’s happened to me. Both in our late thirties, we’ve been together eight years already, healing the hurt we’d suffered from failed relationships. Mine with a woman whose career was more important to her than starting a family, and his with a bloke who left him for a himbo from Brighton. 
 
    It was fate that brought us together, a chance meeting in the Beaufort Bar at The Savoy. We’re from different ends of the social spectrum, you could say. Gabe was drinking a champagne cocktail and I’d ordered a pint of ale. Gabe’s father is an earl and Gabe is set to inherit the title, not that you’d realize if you hadn’t been told; Gabe is totally unassuming.  
 
    I close my eyes, trying to clear my mind of thoughts so I can sleep... tomorrow I have a ton of work to get through. I hope this new girl works out… that’s if we take her on; it’s not every girl who’d be able to manage a set-up like ours. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
      
 
    I EXIT THE underground station, and follow the directions on my phone, my heels tip-tapping on the pavement. This part of London is even swankier than Notting Hill, where I’m currently a nanny. The houses I’m walking past cost millions, I know for a fact, and the people who live in them are way out of my league. Then again, I’m not expected to mix with the likes of my employers. I’m merely staff, hired help, whatever, living in the background of their lives, looking after their kids while they go out to work and handing them over in the evenings and on the weekends. No worries there. 
 
    In my hand are the details emailed to me by the agency. Before they sent my info to Viscount Gabriel Aldridge and Mr Luke Addison, they asked me if I’d mind working for two gay men. Well, I don’t mind at all. Far from it. Even so, my tummy is fluttering with nerves. Will they like me? And, more importantly, will their kids? 
 
    I turn off Kensington High Street up a side road, and soon I’m standing in front of their tall, narrow house, part of a terrace of similar properties. I walk up the steps and press the bell, my heart thumping. 
 
    The door swings open and standing there is what I can only call an Adonis. His green eyes twinkle as he smiles, and there are actually dimples, dimples! at the corners of his mouth. He’s wearing tight black jeans, a white shirt, and a loose black jacket. I stare at him, and a stupid blush makes my cheeks grow hot.  
 
    “Eleri, I presume?” he asks in a deep voice. 
 
    “Yes, it’s El air y, though. You stress the ‘air’ when pronouncing.” And I find myself blushing again. 
 
    He laughs, an infectious laugh, and I laugh with him to hide my embarrassment. “Gotta love Welsh names,” he says, showing me into the hallway. “And the cute accent. I’m Luke Addison, by the way. Just call me Luke.” 
 
    If my cheeks were warm before, they’re burning up now. Goodness, I’m such a jerk. Just because a man says something nice to me shouldn’t make me go so red.  
 
    I follow him across the black-and-white tiled hallway, through an open door and into a sitting room… which looks like it could be in one of those glossy home decor magazines. There are plush white sofas set in an L-shape in front of the fireplace. White walls, red curtains and carpets, and a black coffee table.  
 
    A stern-looking man gets to his feet from where he’s been sitting on one of the sofas. He’s taller than Luke by a couple of inches, and just as good-looking.  
 
    Goodness, Eleri, stop ogling. These guys are gay. End-of.  
 
    “I’m Gabe,” stern-looking man says in a gruff tone. His dark-blue eyes bore into mine and it’s as if they’re about to gobble me up for dinner. 
 
    “Eleri,” I say in a shaky voice, holding out my hand. “Pleased to meet you.” He’s a viscount, an aristocrat, should I curtsey? Nah, I tell myself. Don’t be silly! 
 
    His grasp is firm and warm, but his eyes continue to eat mine; they’re incredibly deep, like the ocean, fringed with to-die-for thick black lashes. He’s wearing what look like designer blue-jeans, a crisp pale viola cotton shirt and a similar black jacket to Luke’s. “Take a seat, Eleri,” he indicates towards the sofa. “Tell us what made you decide to become a nanny.” 
 
    I perch on the edge of the couch facing the fireplace, and give my spiel about loving kids and enjoying the early childhood degree I studied at uni. Luke, sitting on the same sofa as me, his long legs stretched out in front of him, listens intently.  
 
    “Why London?” he asks, straight to the point. “I mean, it must be quite a change from Wales.” 
 
    “I love the energy of this city,” I gush. “Don’t get me wrong. I’m Welsh through and through, only I wanted to try something different.” I keep to myself the fact that London wages are much higher than what I could earn back home. I don’t wanna come across as money-grabbing.  
 
    Gabe pushes himself to his feet, and I can’t help noticing how powerful his body is. “We’ve arranged for you to spend a couple of hours with Abi and the boys. We trust her opinion implicitly as far as our sons are concerned. She’ll report back to us after you’ve left, and we’ll email you when we’ve reached our decision.” 
 
    The agency already told me this would be part of my interview, so I’m not surprised. I have a lot of questions, and it will be easier to ask them of Abi.  
 
    She must have been waiting in the adjoining room; she appears almost as soon as Gabe goes to fetch her. Her smile is wide and welcoming, and I return the gesture. She takes me up to the boys’ rooms… a bedroom, bathroom and playroom on the fourth floor. “We can chat while they mess about with their toys,” she says in a northern accent. “Then I’ll show you my bed-sit at the top of the house.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    TWO HOURS LATER, I’m on my way back to Notting Hill. The boys were amazing, and I think they liked me. I loved Abi’s accommodation in the loft; the bedroom is twice the size of my present one and the adjoining bathroom luxurious. Even the cat was perfect; he’d sat on my lap, purring, and had let me stroke him while Abi answered all my questions, telling me about her circle of nanny friends… who can’t wait to meet me and arrange playdates with Matty and Jack. But when I asked about their surrogate mother, it was like a shutter had come down over her friendly expression. “Sharon is weird. You judge for yourself, though. Maybe it’s just me.” 
 
    I agreed to reserve judgment. I couldn’t help a shiver pass up my spine, and there was a brief heaviness in the atmosphere… at least until Abi changed the subject and started telling me about Gabe and Luke. 
 
    “They’re lovely guys,” she said. “The bee’s knees.” Then she dropped a bombshell that left me open-mouthed. “Although they’re totally committed to each other, they swing both ways,” she’d giggled. “One night, I went downstairs to fetch something I’d left in the kitchen, and you can imagine my surprise when I saw there was a woman with them and they were kissing her… both of them.”  
 
    My hand had flown to my breast. “Oh. My. Goodness! They’re bi-sexual?!” 
 
    “Apparently. I’m glad they didn’t see me as I wouldn’t have known what to say.” 
 
    I’d licked my dry lips, and she must have caught my startled look. “Don’t worry. It doesn’t happen that often, as far as I’m aware. After all, I’ve been with them three years and only saw the once. They’re really discreet about it.” 
 
    I’d laughed and cracked a joke about disturbing their orgies, except now the thought of it is making me feel a hot and tingly sensation between my thighs. 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    LUKE COMES INTO the kitchen after he’s seen the girl to the front door and gone to check up on her with our nanny. “She’s perfect according to Abi. I think we’ve found a winner. Well worth taking the afternoon off for.” 
 
    I furrow my brow. “You don’t think we should interview anyone else, just to be sure?” 
 
    “Nope. What’s the point?” he shrugs. “You liked her, didn’t you?” 
 
    “She seemed alright, I suppose. We’ll give her one month’s probation, shall we? In case she doesn’t work out.” I lean back on the sofa and fold my arms. “You haven’t got the hots for her, have you? She’s a lot more attractive than Abi. Her photo didn’t do her justice.” 
 
    He holds up his hands. “What? Moi? Fancy that sweet little girl?” He smirks. 
 
    “Keep your toe in your pants, tiger,” I growl. “We do NOT harass the staff.” 
 
    “Whoa! You don’t need to worry on that score. She’d probably run a mile if we suggested it.” 
 
    “Bear that in mind.”  
 
    My cock suddenly hard, I shift position in my seat. The girl, Eleri, had been dressed in a short skirt revealing shapely legs, and her fitted blouse had shown the outline of her full breasts. She’d worn minimum make-up, as far as I could tell. Her eyelashes had seemed naturally dark and she hadn’t needed any eyeliner to accentuate the hazel colour of her eyes… eyes that had been filled with nerves, but also a quiet determination. A natural beauty and a kind disposition; the combination had been charming. Warning bells ring in my head. 
 
    The rare times Luke and I feel the urge for some pussy, we visit Club Candid in Soho. My cousin, James, recommended it to me. It’s a sex club where absolute discretion is guaranteed. Just the once have we brought a woman home from there, and that was only because the fire alarm had gone off before we’d enjoyed the threesome. 
 
    I rub my chin; I could suggest to Luke we visit tonight, ask Abi to babysit. But no, that would be admitting Eleri has affected me… the last thing I want to admit.


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
      
 
    THE TAXI DROPS me off at eight am two weeks after my interview. Abi will stay on a few days so the boys can get used to me, and then I’ll be on my own. I pull my trolley suitcase up the steps, excitement fizzing in the pit of my stomach. I can’t wait to start this job; it’s all I’ve been thinking about since my last visit. I was sad to say goodbye to the family I’ve worked for this past year, especially the twins, but I’d steeled myself not to get too attached to them. It’s something the agency warned us about… the need to always behave like a professional.  
 
    Abi opens the front door before I can even press the bell. Jack balanced on her hip, and Matty clinging to her long hippy skirt, she beams me a smile. “Come in! You’re just in time for the boys’ breakfast.” 
 
    I leave my suitcase in the hallway. There are framed photos of my new bosses with their sons, lining the walls, and it’s obvious that Matty is Luke’s as he has the same fair colouring, whereas Jack’s hair is dark like Gabe’s. 
 
    I follow Abi through to the kitchen where she hands baby Jack over to me. “Could you buckle him into his highchair, pet?” she says, lifting Matty onto his booster seat at the table. “Tea or coffee? Would you like some toast?” 
 
    “I’d love a cup of tea, please. No toast as I had some earlier.” I stare at the gleaming white worktops and bespoke fittings. Another magazine-worthy room in this gorgeous house. Gabe and Luke have excellent taste. Abi mentioned there’s a team of professional cleaners who arrive every morning and scour the place from top to bottom. Thank goodness for that, or I’d be scared about messing it up. In fact, I think I can hear them now, vacuuming upstairs. 
 
    Abi hands me a bowl of mushy cereal and two spoons. “Jack likes to feed himself, but you can use the second spoon to give him a hand.” 
 
    “Yeah, same with the boys I’ve been looking after in Notting Hill,” I tell her. “But they used to have an egg with toast for breakfast, not cereal.” 
 
    “Good thing you’re shadowing me to get used to Matty and Jack’s routine,” she smiles, putting sliced bread into the toaster. 
 
    I chase a dollop of mush down Jack’s chin with my spoon. “Is there anything they won’t eat?” 
 
    “Neither of them are keen on cooked vegetables,” she shrugs, handing me a mug of tea. “But they don’t mind if I blend them in a tasty soup.” 
 
    “Good idea. I’ll do the same.” I enjoy cooking, and can’t wait to try out my recipes on the boys. And maybe their fathers too? “Do you ever cook for Gabe and Luke?” I ask. 
 
    Her eyes widen in evident surprise. “I’m a nanny not a housekeeper, pet. They cook for themselves.” 
 
    I swallow the lump of disappointment in my throat. I’d been hoping to wow them with my signature dishes. “I made a few things for my last employers,” I tell her. “Not regularly, mind. But sometimes I’d accidently on purpose made too much for the kids’ supper, and Jenna was happy to serve it up for her and her husband later. It saved them having to cook after a busy day at work.” 
 
    “Not sure Gabe and Luke would like kiddies’ food,” Abi quips, buttering toast. “No harm in trying, I suppose.” 
 
    My shoulders droop. They probably have far more sophisticated tastes than what I’m used to. “Maybe not, then. As you say, they’d probably hate it.” 
 
    I finish my tea, and spoon the last of the cereal into Jack’s mouth before wiping his face, making him squeal. I sniff the air and catch the whiff of a dirty nappy. “Would you like me to change this young man?” I ask. 
 
    “Good idea, let’s carry your suitcase to the guest room on the way up. It’s on the same floor as Luke and Gabe’s. I was gonna suggest putting a mattress on the floor in my room, but my snoring might keep you awake,” she giggles, taking the boys’ plates to the sink.  
 
    Her openness is appealing, and I laugh with her. “I probably snore too,” I say, unbuckling Jack and lifting him out of his high chair. “Let me wash up.” 
 
    I put him down on the floor and he pulls himself up to his feet, using the table leg for balance. He toddles a couple of steps before plopping down on his backside. I bend and pick him up again as Abi is already scrubbing the dishes. 
 
    Oreo strolls into the kitchen, his tail up. Matty shrieks and jumps down from his seat. He lunges at him, swooping him into his arms. I fully expect Abi to intervene. Every cat I’ve met would have its claws out at this point, but not so with this one. He lies limply like a ragdoll, and allows himself to be cuddled. Aw! 
 
    We troop from the room, and Abi grabs my suitcase as I’ve got Jack in my arms. “I thought we could have a picnic lunch in Kensington Gardens, later,” she says. “My nanny friends will be there and I’ll introduce you to them.” 
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” I smile. 
 
      
 
      
 
    WE MEET THE group of girls by the Round Pond, which isn’t round at all but rectangular and more like a small lake than a pond. There are four other nannies: Rosie, Sophia, Grace and Claire. I sit on a park bench with Rosie and Grace, and we watch Abi and Sophia supervising the three and four-year-olds throwing the bread we’ve brought with us into the water to feed the swans. Jack is perched on my lap, laughing at them. “Duckies!” He claps his chubby little hands, and I hug him he’s so cute.  
 
    Rosie, sitting next to me with four-month-old baby Alice asleep in the buggy in front of her, turns and gives me a smile. “Your bosses are so hot.” She tucks a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “I saw them walking with the boys here last weekend.” Her voice is pretty like she is. “Erm, would you like to hang out on Saturday? We could go to Camden market and pick up some bargains in the vintage clothing stalls.” 
 
    “I’d love that.” And I would. It’s one of my favourite places in London. “My friend Eva, who works in Notting Hill, might come along too if you don’t mind.  She’s always up for a shopping expedition.” 
 
    “Awesome,” Rosie says. 
 
    Matty pulls at Abi’s skirt. “Can we go to Wonderland, please?” 
 
    He’s referring to the Diana Memorial Playground, built in memory of the late princess and inspired by Peter Pan. We set off, pushing the strollers, and when we arrive Matty climbs all over the wooden pirate ship with his little buddies, George and Jacob, while we keep an eye on them. We eat the sandwiches, crisps and cookies we’ve brought with us, finish the bottled water, and watch the kids play together in the warm sunshine until mid-afternoon. I hardly hear what the girls are chatting about, though; my mind is focussed on what will happen when I see Gabe and Luke again. I’ve developed a silly crush on them after just one meeting, which is ridiculous. I’m ridiculous. I’m their nanny, years younger; they wouldn’t look twice at me. 
 
    Both boys fall asleep in their double stroller as Abi and I take turns pushing it home, and they wake up as soon as we unbuckle them at the front door. “They can watch some children’s TV,” she suggests. And so they do, while she chats non-stop about her fiancé, Phil, and their wedding plans. 
 
    “How did you meet Phil?” I ask. 
 
    “Oh, I’ve known him for years. We were at school together in Newcastle. He’s a derrickman on an oil platform in the North Sea. We’re buying a house in Aberdeen and he’ll spend his shore leave with me.” She checks her watch. “Time to give the boys supper and have something to eat ourselves. Luke and Gabe will be home shortly and then we’ll have the evening to ourselves.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE HANDOVER HAPPENS so quickly it’s bizarre. In my last job, when Mrs Roberts, or Jenna as she liked me to call her, got in from work she’d have a cup of tea with me and we’d chat about the boys’ day. No such thing with Luke and Gabe. After Abi and I make mac and cheese for Matty and Jack, and feed them while eating ourselves, Abi asks me to run their bath. By the time I return downstairs, the men are home and she’s already handed the kids over to them. Well, that’s gonna change, I say to myself. I know my place, of course I do, but I’ll feel much better carrying on the way I’m used to and having some interaction with my employers when my shift ends. All I get is a hope you had a nice day to which I reply yes, thanks and we’re waved off upstairs.  
 
    I can’t help feeling slightly down. All day long I built myself up into a fever of anticipation at the thought of seeing Gabe and Luke again, and maybe spending a few minutes with them. I’m used to the friendliness of the American family I worked for. Coming from a small town in Wales to the big smoke of London was a huge step for me, and I risked being lonely. But that was never the case when Jenna and her husband made me feel so welcome. Goodness, I hope I haven’t made a mistake accepting this job. 
 
    Abi invites me to her room for a glass of red wine and some popcorn, and we settle ourselves down on the giant floor cushions in front of the low table. “What was the woman like that you saw down in the kitchen with Gabe and Luke?” I ask the question that’s been festering at the back of my mind. 
 
    “Blonde. Curvy.” There’s a sparkle in Abi’s eyes. “Why do you ask?” 
 
    “Just curious.” I chew my lip. “I’ve never been with one man, so I can’t imagine what it would be like to have two.” 
 
    Abi’s mouth forms an ‘o’. “You mean you’ve never had sex?!?” 
 
    “No. I haven’t met the right person,” I pause and think about what to say next. “Boys my own age find me nerdy and I’ve never fancied any of them, to be honest.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re actually a virgin.” It’s as if she’s suggested I have an STI.  
 
    “I’m not exactly saving myself for Mr Right,” I groan. “It’s just the way things have worked out.”  
 
    She lifts a brow and continues to give me the third degree. “You made friends in Notting Hill, though?” 
 
    “Of course. Mainly nannies.” I wish I’d never opened my big mouth. “You know how it is. We don’t mix with members of the opposite sex much in our job. Except for the fathers of the kids we look after, and they’re off-limits.” 
 
    “Yeah. Well I hope you meet someone soon, pet,” she says, pouring me another glass of wine. 
 
    We watch the movie Me Before You and both cry our eyes out at the ending. We’ll be on duty at seven tomorrow morning, so I wish her goodnight and go down to the guest room on the third floor. I can hear Luke and Gabe’s voices echoing up from the sitting room below. I wonder what they’re talking about? 
 
    My suitcase is where Abi left it next to the bed. I pull out my baggy PJ bottoms and a cami-top. I prefer to shower in the mornings as it helps me wake up, so I slip into the adjoining bathroom to wash my face and brush my teeth. 
 
    The wall-to-wall beige carpet is soft beneath my bare feet as I pad towards the queen-sized bed. I pull back the duvet, it’s too warm for that; thankfully, there’ a sheet underneath. The wine I drank has made me sleepy, and I start to drift off almost as soon as my head hits the pillow.  
 
    Something disturbs me not long afterwards; I’m not completely submerged in sleep yet and I’m suddenly wide-awake. What is it? A strange sound, like someone’s in pain. No. Not pain. Oh. My. Goodness! I’ve watched enough movies to know what that grunting noise is. There’s a rhythm to the sounds coming through the wall behind my head. Gabe and Luke are having sex.  
 
    They can’t realise how thin the partition is between their bedroom and the guest room. Maybe they’ve never had anyone stay here before? Or could be they didn’t do it when there was someone? Eek, what should I do?  
 
    I bury my head under the pillow, but I can still hear them. Should I go and wait it out in the bathroom? It won’t take long, surely, for them to finish? But I don’t get out of my bed… I’m too caught up in what’s happening next door. Just the thought of what they’re doing is sending tingles through my belly down to my pussy. My legs fall open and I slip my fingers inside my pyjama bottoms. I’m soaking wet. 
 
    I’m a virgin as far as having sex with a man goes, but I’m not a prude and I’ve learnt to satisfy my urges without shame. I close my eyes and imagine Gabe pinning Luke to the bed, or is it the other way around? Goodness, I’d give anything to see. Oops, where did that come from?  
 
    My clit buzzes as I stroke it, and my pussy clenches around the finger I slip inside. There’s a groan from the next room, deep and guttural. Is it Gabe? My nipples pucker.  
 
    Loud as anything, I hear Luke’s voice. “Are you enjoying that, loverboy? Is it making you hot there’s a sweet little girl in the next room? Pretend I’m her, Gabe. Pretend my jerk is her tight little snatch.” 
 
    I feel myself burning up. I shouldn’t be overhearing this. I really, really shouldn’t. They’re not being serious, surely? It’s just a game for them. A crazy kind of sex game, right? They couldn’t want to mess me; I’m their freaking nanny… their employee. Gabe is a lawyer; he wouldn’t risk it. No, it’s just a fantasy on their part… 
 
    But, Goodness, it’s so incredibly hot. I add another finger to the one already there, and push them both in and out… building towards release. 
 
    Luke’s voice echoes, “Wouldn’t you love her pouty lips wrapped around your thick cock while I harass her?”  
 
    The image in my mind makes my heart race. I move my fingers frantically now, aiming for the spot while my thumb circles my throbbing clit. I can hear the thump-thump-thump of body banging against body. I giggle to myself. One of them is getting thoroughly banged, alright. 
 
    I close my eyes and imagine Luke me while I suck Gabe’s cock. What would it feel like? I can play the game too; I put the fingers of my left hand into my mouth and suck on them while my body rocks against my right hand, faster and faster. Tension builds up inside me, spiralling towards my core, and I’m there, going up and over into a shuddering climax that leaves me breathless. 
 
    In the next room, they seem to be arriving at the same destination. They’re grunting and groaning even louder than before and their bedhead is bumping against the wall behind me. Finally, the noise subsides and there’s just the murmur of conversation too quiet to hear.  
 
    I can’t believe I just got myself off while listening to my bosses having sex.  
 
    I roll over and hug my knees to my chest. Luke and Gabe are probably snuggled up to each other now. How would that feel, to sleep a whole night next to another person? I can’t help a pang of envy. At the same time, I don’t know whether to laugh or cry that Gabe and Luke talked about me while they were. Whatever, I’m not gonna put myself through it again. Tomorrow, I’ll buy a pair of earplugs. And I might even find some excuse to move the mattress upstairs and sleep on the floor in Abi’s room. 


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
    LUKE 
 
    ABI LEFT YESTERDAY, promising to keep in touch with the boys as they grow up. And she will, I’m sure. As for Eleri, she’s settled in brilliantly; Matty and Jack have taken to her like ducks to water. The only problem is Gabe and I have been walking around with permanent hard-ons, and not just because we’re hot for each other.  
 
    There’s something about this sweet little girl from Wales that entices me. Except, she’s totally off-limits of course. Much safer to keep Eleri as a fantasy in our sex games, the little minx. I don’t like ‘safe’, normally. I like to push the boundaries; I like to mess, and be messed, hard… the dirtier the better. Before having kids, I loved to dice with danger and would spend the weekends motocross biking … it was fatherhood that changed my outlook, even though there’s still a risk-taking side to me I try to keep hidden.  
 
    Would it be a risk to introduce Eleri into the mix with Gabe? Could she be ‘the one’? There’s never been a woman before that Gabe has wanted more than once, though. We couldn’t have a one night stand with our nanny; it’s a risk not worth taking. 
 
    I’m home from work before him today; I cycled from Soho through the London traffic at full speed to find out how Eleri has coped on her own. At least, that’s what I tell myself as I step through the front door. The first thing I hear is the sound of someone singing… a beautiful, pure voice. Has she plugged a device into the docking station upstairs? No, she’s in the kitchen singing a song about letting something go, and the boys are staring at her with rapt expressions. She has her back to me and clearly hasn’t heard me come in… so I stand and listen, smiling like an idiot.  
 
    “Daddy!” Matty calls out, spoiling the moment.  
 
    Eleri turns around, her face scarlet. She blushes every time she sees us, it seems, and it’s sexy. “Oh, you’re here early. Would you like me to go upstairs?” she asks. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you’re gonna rush off like Abi as soon as Gabe and I get home!” I glance at my watch and pretend sternness. “Anyway, it’s not your clocking off time yet.” 
 
    “Sorry,” she says softly, her hazel eyes so big I could drown in them. “Would you like a cup of tea?” 
 
    “I’d love one.” I put my briefcase down and pull out a chair. There’s a delicious aroma wafting from a dish on the counter, and my stomach rumbles. “You didn’t just cook shepherd’s pie, did you?” 
 
    “Yes. Is there something wrong?” 
 
    I laugh. “Not at all. It’s one of my favourites. Lucky Matty and Jack!” 
 
    “I made more than enough for you and Gabe, if you’d like some.” She puts tea-bags into two mugs and switches on the kettle. “I’ll put what’s left over in the freezer, otherwise.” 
 
    “We don’t expect you to cook for us, honey,” I say. A look of disappointment washes over her face, so I add, “But, thanks, tonight I think we’ll make an exception.” 
 
    She pours boiling water into the mugs, squeezes out the tea-bags, and places the tea on the kitchen table. “Milk and sugar?” 
 
    “Just milk, please.” I watch her turn and fetch the bottle from the fridge. She’s wearing skin-tight jeans; my eyes linger on her peachy rear and my cock twitches. I’m messed. Totally messed. 
 
    “Daddy,” Matt whines from his chair, jolting me back to reality. “Is it time for our bath yet?” 
 
    “When I’ve finished my cuppa, kiddo. Won’t be long. Papa will be home any minute now.” 
 
    Eleri helps Matty get down from his booster seat; he goes to the toy box in the corner and takes out his wooden train. I smirk; that’ll keep him happy for a few minutes. “So, Eleri,” I ask, grinning like a dork. “How was your day?” 
 
    She tells me how she took the boys on a playdate at her new friend Rosie’s in Victoria Road, how the house was ‘lush’ (as well it might be given that it’s in the most expensive street in the country). She says Matty played happily with his little buddy George, but Jack was restless due to teething problems. She warns me we might have a difficult night up ahead, and offers to help if needed. “I don’t mind… honestly,” she says sweetly. Idiot, could this girl be any nicer? 
 
    As if on cue, Jack lets out a wail. I knock back the rest of my tea, then pick him up. Eleri goes to the fridge, fetches a chilled teething ring, and holds it out to him. “There you are, poppet.” He grabs it from her and clamps his sore gums down on it, drool running down his chubby little chin. 
 
    I hear the front door open and Gabe call out, “I’m home!” 
 
    “Papa!” Matty squeals, running to greet him. 
 
    Eleri takes our mugs to the sink, and I catch sight of her divine rear again. What would it be like to take her from behind while Gabe idiots her from the front? My balls tingle at the very thought. 
 
    “I’ll leave the shepherd’s pie in the microwave,” she says. “All you need to do is heat it up.” She wipes her hands on a dishtowel, and stares pointedly at the clock on the wall. “If it’s okay I’ll go up to my room and put my feet up. I meant what I said about helping if Jack causes problems, though. Just give me a shout.” 
 
    Gabe appears in the doorway, Matty at his heel. “Shout about what?” he asks, frowning. 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    THEY TELL ME about my son’s teething problem, and my heart sinks. It’s been a godawful day at the office. We have a big case coming up for trial and I was hoping for a good night’s sleep. But sleepless nights go with the territory of bringing up a child, so I blow out a puff of breath and resign myself to tiredness.  
 
    After we’ve said goodnight to Eleri, bathed the boys, and put them to bed, Luke and I are back in the kitchen and he’s heating up leftovers in the microwave while I uncork a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon. Oreo gives us an aloof look, swishes his tail, and pushes his way out through the cat-flap.  
 
    We sit at the table, piled plates in front of us. I was doubtful, but now I’ve taken my first bite of the layered casserole of ground lamb, carrots, and potato, my doubts disappear. It tastes fantastic. “The girl can certainly cook, but we can’t expect that of her… it isn’t in her job description,” I say to Luke. “However, if she makes too much for the boys… how can we refuse?” 
 
    Luke chuckles. “I’m not sure you’ll enjoy spaghetti hoops with ketchup, Matty’s favourite. I’ll drop a hint to Eleri that she can always make too much of this dish, though.” He grins. “She can sing as well. Her voice is so amazing she could probably win one of those reality TV competitions.” 
 
    “Better not suggest that or we’ll be looking for a new nanny.” I stare at him pointedly. “First time you’ve been home before me in years. Problems at work?” 
 
    “Nope. Everything’s fine on that front. I’ve got the team working well ahead of schedule and the shots are being approved by the director no problem.”  
 
    “I hope you didn’t take your life into your own hands on the road,” I scowl at him. He’s a cocky mongrel who’ll end up under the wheels of an HGV one day if he isn’t careful. 
 
    He holds up his hands. “Stop worrying about me!” 
 
    “Hmm. Don’t forget you’re a father. The boys and I need you around.” 
 
    “How was your day?” he dimples, changing the subject. 
 
    I tell him about the pre-trial meeting we had with our clients, how difficult they’re being about not settling out of court. On top of it all, my bloody father phoned. “He wants us to take the boys to Northamptonshire for the weekend,” I say with a shrug. “Can you believe it? Papa wants to meet his grandchildren at last.” 
 
    Luke whoops and punches the air. His own family have been more than welcoming of our kids, and he doesn’t approve of my father’s reluctance. “When?” he asks, beaming. 
 
    “I said we’d go for the holiday weekend at the end of August, if that’s alright with you?” 
 
    “More than alright, loverboy.” He forks up the last of his shepherd’s pie into his mouth. “I hope this means a reconciliation.” 
 
    “So do I.” And that’s true. Even though Papa and I have never been close, he’s at least tolerated my sexuality. It was only when I decided to have kids that we became estranged.  
 
    I get to my feet and take our plates to the dishwasher. Luke comes up and ruffles my hair, pulling me close, his lips seeking mine. I love how he kisses me, his mouth firm, his tongue ravenous. A sudden thought occurs to me. What would it be like to be kissed by Eleri? How would she move her lips and tongue? What would she taste like? Sweet as honey, I imagine. 
 
    Luke’s hand is rubbing my cock, gripping me through my suit trousers. “You’re thinking about her, aren’t you?” He keeps his mouth on mine, and our panting breaths meld. “You wanna fill her up with your monster cock and harass her until she cries out your name.” 
 
    I pull away and give him a stern look. “This is just a game, remember. We can’t harass her.” 
 
    “I know,” he groans. “It’s killing me.” 
 
    It’s always been Luke who instigates our sporadic sessions at Club Candid. I’m bisexual, have been since I realized which parts of the human body excited me most, but years in an all-boys boarding school and the absence of a mother while growing up have made me wary of women. And, since Luke and I moved in together and started a family, I’m happy to be thought of as a gay man. Not that I agree with putting labels on people; I am who I am.  
 
    Since Luke and I started sporadically playing at the club, I’ve learned to enjoy the excitement of being with a man and a woman at the same time. It’s the best of both worlds… male hardness combined with female softness. Even though Luke seems to crave pussy more than me, I’ve not once said ‘no’ to an occasional threesome. There seems to be no end to the number of women at the club who are up for it, and we’ve never been with the same woman more than once… especially as we’re there infrequently. It’s only ever been about sex, pure animalistic sex, and I’ve never seen any reason to change that. Luke is the one I love. 
 
    I nip at the skin on his neck. He angles his face so his lips meet mine, and his hand finds its way back between my legs. Our mouths crash together, and we kiss and bite and suck each other. He unbuttons my flies, and reaches for my cock.  
 
    There’s an abrupt sound of footsteps on the stairs, followed by a stifled gasp. Eleri! Bugger!  
 
    I freeze, but Luke doesn’t let me go… he squeezes and milks my shaft like there’s no tomorrow. He hasn’t seen her; his back is to the open door. The thought of Eleri watching is so bloody erotic I could come here and now.  
 
    But I don’t. “Luke, stop!” 
 
    Eleri clears her throat, and her face is bright red. “I think you forgot to turn the monitor on down here. Jack’s screaming his head off, so I came to get some teething gel for him.” 
 
    “I’ll get it,” I say, buttoning up my flies nonchalantly, as if it’s an everyday occurrence to be caught ‘in flagrante’ by our nanny. “Thanks.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    I RUN BACK up to the fourth floor, and lift the poor little guy from his crib. He’s sobbing like his heart will break, chewing on his fingers to ease the discomfort in his gums. 
 
    “I’ll take him,” Gabe comes up and holds out his arms. His voice is clipped. Does he realize I saw Luke giving him a hand job? I’m so embarrassed I wish the floor would open and swallow me up.  
 
    I spin on my heel and head for my room, ashamed at how turned on I was when I saw Gabe’s massive cock and what Luke was doing to it. I went out with ginger-haired Gareth in high school a couple of times. Once, he was real horny while kissing me; he grabbed my hand and put it down his jeans. His toe had felt smooth and rubbery. I’d squeezed it a few times, and he’d come in a sticky mess over my fingers. I can’t remember him being much bigger than a pork sausage, though, whereas Gabe can only be described as a ‘whopper’. How would a girl ever fit that huge toe in her pussy? I gulp. And how does Luke manage with it up his rear? 
 
    I go into my bathroom and splash my face with cold water. Just when I thought everything was working out so well, why did this have to happen?  
 
    After listening to Gabe and Luke having sex on my first night, I’d bought those earplugs and moved the bed over to the opposite wall, telling Abi I believed in feng shui and needed to be facing the door. I don’t believe in all that mumbo-jumbo; it was a convenient excuse, and I’m only glad she swallowed it. As for Gabe and Luke, they never go into the guest room anyway, so it didn’t matter that I changed the furniture around. And, thank goodness, up in the loft the bed faces the right way so I didn’t have to pretend and move it. 
 
    I love my new quarters. The windows are skylights, and, when I lie in bed before it gets dark, I stare out at the clouds interspersed with occasional patches of blue. England is actually having a summer this year, though, and it’s hot up here under the roof. Tonight, I’m only wearing my knickers and a light cotton cami. Oh goodness, I went downstairs dressed like this. I didn’t notice, but I bet Luke’s eyes were practically falling out of his head once he realized I was there. 
 
    The way he was staring at my rear earlier this evening gave me the shivers. He shouldn’t be looking at his nanny like that. Except, I liked it. I really, really liked it. His hot eyes were eating me up, and it made me feel ‘wanted’. It’s not something I’ve experienced often in my life. 
 
    I come from a large family of siblings, the fifth after a gap of ten years… so I was clearly a ‘mistake’. Mam has always tried to assure me otherwise, I’ll give her that, but she kind of left me to my own devices while I was growing up. I hung out with my bestie, Catrin, and I suppose I was in her shadow most of the time. When she hooked up with Josh in our senior year, I retreated into my shell. Shyness is a terrible condition, I’m only just starting to get over it.  
 
    The one thing I need in order to be cured once and for all is to lose my V card. It would help me loosen up, take me out of myself, give me the confidence to stop worrying about what guys think of me. Until now, I’ve not met anyone I’d like to give my virginity to. But meeting Gabe and Luke has been a revelation. They’re so hot with each other, and they like women too. They could teach me so much.  
 
    Whoa, Eleri! It’s not gonna happen. Not in a million Sundays. Forget about it... 
 
    I pull back the sheets and stretch out on my bed. The skylights are open and a soft breeze is blowing through them, cooling my heated skin. Tomorrow Sharon will be spending the morning with us. When I met her last week, the boys’ mother hadn’t struck me as weird like Abi had intimated. She’s seemed normal, a nice woman. But Abi knows her better, so I’m still sitting on the fence. I couldn’t imagine being a surrogate myself; I wouldn’t want anyone else to bring up my child. I wonder why Sharon agreed?  
 
    I looked up surrogacy online the other day, and it’s different here than in the States where it’s legally regulated. Surrogacy for commercial purposes is against the law in the UK, so she can’t have done it for the money. Gabe and Luke would have paid her expenses, and then applied to the courts for parental orders within six months of their kids’ births.  
 
    Gabe and Luke. Luke and Gabe. Their names ring in my head. I’m crushing on them big-time. I’ve never crushed on one guy before, and now I’m suddenly crushing on two. I’ve got a mega case of insta-lust. Incredible, Eleri, you don’t do things by halves, ha!  
 
    I can’t help but sigh. They probably think of me as a silly little girl, and not the kind of woman they’d enjoy having sex with. Except, the way Luke was looking at me, not to mention the hotness of the two of them, makes my imagination run wild. I trail my fingers down my body to my knickers, parting my pussy lips and slipping one finger inside. Ah… 
 
    The sound of Jack yelling brings me down to earth with a thump. I jump out of the bed and put on my dressing-gown. Gabe and Luke have work tomorrow and need to get some sleep. Nanny duties call… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    SHARON TELLS ME she’s in her early thirties and she used to be Gabe’s secretary until she gave up work when her second child was born. She reminds me that Matty and Jack are her third and fourth. She’s an attractive woman with highlighted blonde hair and a well-built frame. We’re on the patio drinking coffee. Oreo, perched on the garden wall, is watching Matty play with his ride-on stick horse, and Jack is dozing peacefully in Sharon’s arms; he’s exhausted, and so am I. 
 
    When I went downstairs to help last night, Gabe and Luke had protested and said they should be the ones to stay up with Jack, that I was off-duty. I could almost touch their relief when I begged them to let me take over. My embarrassment at seeing them making out together had faded by then, but I’d still pinked up.  
 
    I don’t know what it is with my new bosses that makes me want to go the extra mile. Maybe it’s the way they dote on their boys? Nah, I’m kidding myself. I want them to like me, rely on me, and see me as more than just their hired help. It’s insane, that’s what it is, and I should know better. My place is with their kids, not with them.  
 
    “So, Eleri,” Sharon says, interrupting my thoughts. “How much experience do you have looking after children?” 
 
    I tell her about the summers when I worked in local play schemes, and about my recent job in Notting Hill. 
 
    She taps her spoon against the side of her coffee cup. “How do you enjoy working for two gay men?” 
 
    “Oh, it isn’t a problem for me. Gabe and Luke are really nice.” I don’t enlighten her that they’re bisexual. If she doesn’t know there must be a reason for it. “Matty and Jack are perfect.” 
 
    She beams with evident pride. “Aren’t they? My genes are good, even if I say so myself.” 
 
    Not just yours, don’t forget. “Poor little Jack had me up half the night with his teething,” I say, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “He’s really sleepy and so am I.” 
 
    She lifts a brow. “I thought Gabe and Luke were supposed to do the late shift?” Her voice has turned snappy and she’s assumed a territorial attitude that sets my teeth on edge. 
 
    “I offered to help,” I explain with a false smile; I’m not sure I like Sharon. “I’ll catch a short break after lunch when the boys have a nap.” 
 
    “Why don’t you go up for a rest now? I’ll keep an eye on them.” There’s something about her sharp tone that makes me feel uncomfortable. I glance at her, but she looks away.  
 
    “It’s okay,” I say. “This coffee has woken me up and, as I said, I’ll have a short sleep when the boys are napping. There’s a couch in the nursery.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” She pauses and takes a sip of her drink. “Do you have a boyfriend? I mean, you’re not going to run off and get married like the last girl? My sons need some continuity in their lives.” 
 
    I’m shocked at her directness and how she’s taken it on herself to ‘interview’ me. I don’t want to answer her question. It’s way too personal. “Erm, no,” I say, and leave it at that. 
 
    “They’re really good-looking, aren’t they? Gabe and Luke.” She sighs, and a dreamy expression crosses her face. “When I worked for Gabe all the girls in the office had secret crushes on him he’s so hot. Not that they stood a chance. He’s fully committed to Luke.” 
 
    “I agree.” What else can I say? Sharon doesn’t seem to be listening to me anyway. She has her own agenda. 
 
    “I can be left on my own with my sons, you know,” she blurts out. “You don’t have to supervise me. I am their mum.” 
 
    I want to tell her I’m not ‘supervising’ her, that we’re just having a friendly coffee together. Except she might take it the wrong way. I need to check with Gabe and Luke about her being left on her own with the boys. Abi warned me never to do that, for some reason. Maybe she was being paranoid? 
 
    “I’ll go into the kitchen, then,” I say, “and start making lunch. Is there anything I can get you? Another coffee? Or a glass of water?” 
 
    “No, love. I’m fine.” She smiles but her eyes don’t, and the skin at the back of my neck prickles. “You go and get on with your work. My boys will be in safe hands with me.” 
 
    I watch her through the patio doors as I make sandwiches. I hope she gets the hint and leaves soon. For some reason, I don’t fancy her eating with us. The atmosphere has become strained. Abi wasn’t paranoid… there’s something not quite right about Sharon. 
 
      
 
      
 
    AN HOUR LATER, she’s gone and the boys and I have lunch. The food makes them sleepy, and they don’t protest when I take them up for a nap. I stretch out on the couch, close my eyes and try to drop off, but the two cups of coffee I drank earlier have hyped me up and my mind is buzzing. I pad into the bathroom to use the toilet. 
 
    Out on the landing, my legs take over and I tread down the stairs to Gabe and Luke’s floor, the floor where I stayed in their guest room. It’s like my feet have a mind of their own… they lead me into their bedroom. Goodness, what am I doing? 
 
    I can’t help myself; I go up to their king-sized bed, and catch the scent of Luke’s light ocean breeze cologne and Gabe’s darker, deeper, spicier aroma. Sharon was right. He’s incredibly hot and so is Luke. I burrow my head into their pillows and breathe them in. What would it be like to roll around under the duvet with Gabe on one side and Luke on the other? On a whim, I open the bedside table drawer, the side where Luke’s scent is strongest, and I stare at the tubes of ointment. My eyes flare. Oh, my goodness, what are those for?  
 
    The sound of Matty calling out, “Eleri, where are you?” almost makes me jump out of my skin. Goodness, what am I doing?  
 
    “Coming, Matty!” I fluff up the pillows. “Just a minute.” 
 
    I must start behaving like a professional; I don’t want to mess up my career by doing something stupid. 
 
      
 
      
 
    IT’S GABE WHO’S home first tonight, looking unbelievably hot in his dark grey business suit and deep-blue tie. He’s caught me singing like Luke did yesterday. It’s something I’ve learned settles the little ones when they’re tired at the end of a busy day.  
 
    “You have a beautiful voice,” Gabe says, shouldering off his jacket before helping Matty down from his seat. “What was that song?” 
 
    “Tale as Old as Time from Beauty and the Beast.” 
 
    “Never heard of it,” he says, his eyes roving over my cleavage.  
 
    Eek, I shouldn’t have worn this tank-top… it’s a tad too small for me. 
 
    “Ah.” I can’t think what to say, so I say nothing and lean against the stove. He smiles, and I smile back, and I swear I can feel the vibe of attraction between us. My cheeks burn.  
 
    He shakes his head and goes to unbuckle Jack from his high chair. “How’s this little man today? Any problems?” 
 
    “He’s been fine.” I pause to gather my thoughts. “Sharon visited this morning.” 
 
    Gabe sits on a chair bouncing Jack on is lap, while Matty heads for his toy chest. “Oh, yes, I’d forgotten it was her day. How was she?” Gabe asks. 
 
    My throat has gone dry. How to explain my concerns? I’m not even sure what those freaking concerns are. “Ern, she seemed alright,” I say, swallowing hard.  
 
    I’m not sure how much to share with him. Maybe I’m being as paranoid as Abi? But I decide to go all in. “Is it okay to leave Sharon alone with the boys?” I deliberately keep my voice low. “Abi said I shouldn’t.” 
 
    Gabe runs a hand through his short, dark hair, and then loosens his tie. “She has visiting rights only, and I’d prefer for you to be nearby.” He checks Matty is fully occupied with his Lego bricks. “Did she say something?” 
 
    “Only that I shouldn’t ‘supervise’ her.” I make quote marks with my fingers. “And she asked me so many questions about my life it was like a second interview.” 
 
    Gabe lets out a brittle laugh, and his deep-blue eyes narrow. “I’m sorry she gave you a hard time. Please make sure she doesn’t get the boys to call her ‘Mum’. Luke and I’ve insisted she doesn’t do that so they’re not confused when they meet their friends’ mothers.” 
 
    “But she is their mum,” I say, taking the seat opposite. “It must be hard for her.” 
 
    “She has a family of her own. A loving husband, and two girls aged seven and five.” He exhales slowly. “It was extremely selfless of her to agree to help Luke and me. And we’ll be forever grateful.” 
 
    I chew the corner of my thumbnail. Sharon didn’t strike me as a ‘selfless’ person, somehow. She seemed to want to rub in the fact that she’s the boys’ mother, as if it made her important in some way. “Is there a reason she doesn’t visit on the weekends?” I ask. It would be so much easier if Luke and Gabe coped with her. 
 
    “She can only come when her girls are at school,” he shrugs. “I’m afraid you’ll have to put up with her.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I lie. “But I’m not sure she likes me, that’s all.” 
 
    “Sharon has no say in who works for us, Eleri. Luke and I are pleased with you and how you’re caring for our sons. The boys like you. We like you. And we’re really grateful to you for helping us last night.” 
 
    His words make me feel warm inside, and I can’t help smiling. I hear a key being turned in the front door, then Luke calling out that he’s home, so I get to my feet. “Is it alright if I go up and run the boys’ bath now?” I ask. “They had pureed vegetable soup for their supper with cheese on toast. Oh, and fruit salad. I think they’re ready for bed.” 
 
    “Yes, of course. And thanks again,” he says, shooting me a look that makes my stupid heart race wildly in my chest. Stop it, Eleri! 
 
    Luke is standing in the doorway, dressed casually in his usual black jeans and cotton shirt; Matty runs up to him and loops his arms around his knees. “Everything okay, love?” Luke smiles at me, and the dimples are there. 
 
    “Yes, thanks,” I blush. 
 
    “Perfect. See you in the morning.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    UP IN MY room, I decide the time has come for me to register with an online dating site. It’s something I’ve been meaning to do for ages, but kept putting off due to my silly shyness. I fire up my tablet and search on Google. Chat Up dot com seems the friendliest with loads of success stories.  
 
    I create a username, Valleys Girl (given that I’m from that area of Wales), and fill in the rest of my profile, uploading the same picture I used when I registered at the nanny agency. I look through some of the details of men who’ve posted about themselves, and they’re okay I suppose. I’ll wait for anyone who might be interested to contact me; I don’t have the confidence to message them myself. 
 
    Tiredness washes over me, but it’s still too early to go to bed. I turn on the TV and flick through the channels. Nothing worth watching. Sudden homesickness squeezes my tummy, and I pick up my phone to call Mam. 
 
    “Eleri, what a lovely surprise,” she says in the accent I grew up hearing all around me. Just the sound of it lifts my spirits. “How’s the new job working out?” 
 
    I gush about my gorgeous bosses, their gorgeous sons and their gorgeous house. She tells me the latest gossip in Wyemouth. Apparently, Miss Matthews, who taught us Spanish in our senior year, is living with Ryan, the boy who came from Ibiza and is now a rising rugby star. I remember Catrin crushing on him before she and Josh got together. I liked Miss Matthews, she was a great teacher, and I hope she’ll be happy.  
 
    After I’ve said ‘bye to Mam, I message Catrin on Facebook. She isn’t online, but she’ll get back to me. We’re still besties, even though she’s moved to Manchester with Josh and we haven’t seen each other since graduating uni. There’ll be wedding bells before too long, I imagine. It seems everyone has found Mr or Ms Right except me.  
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    AFTER WE’VE PUT the boys to bed, and made sure the monitor is switched on properly, Luke and I prepare dinner together. I’d checked the fridge and was disappointed to find there were no delicious leftovers. Luke and I used to eat out at nearby restaurants on week nights, but those days are long gone, swapped for the responsibilities of fatherhood. Not that I have any regrets, but I can’t help missing certain freedoms. 
 
    I heat up the grill pan and season two steaks while Luke chops tomatoes and breaks up lettuces leaves to make a salad. “Sharon visited this morning,” I say to him. “She was trying to get Eleri to leave her alone with the boys.” 
 
    His green eyes lock onto mine. “Would that be a problem?” 
 
    I shrug. “Not a ‘problem’ as such. After all, she’s their mother and we agreed she’d keep contact with them while they’re growing up. It’s the way she’s suddenly started insisting on it that I don’t like.” I put the steaks into the pan. “I’m worried she’ll go against our wishes and ask them to call her ‘Mum’.” 
 
    “They’ll find out she is their mum one day, though, loverboy,” he says, tossing the salad. “So maybe we should let her?” 
 
    I turn the steaks over so they sizzle on the other side. “I’d prefer to wait until Matty can understand the difference between his friends’ mothers and his biological mother. And there is a difference. A huge difference.” 
 
    “True.” He furrows his brows. “Maybe you should call Sharon?” 
 
    “Yep. I was thinking the same thing. I’ll get onto it tomorrow.” I haven’t had contact with my ex-secretary in a while, not since she signed over Jack’s parental rights to us. “She needs to be reminded of our agreement, and I might also drop a subtle hint that she shouldn’t interrogate our nanny.” 
 
    I put the steaks, medium-rare, onto our plates and take them to the table. Luke opens a bottle of red and pours us a large glass each. We eat quickly then go up to our living area, where we stretch out on the sofas, the television news humming in the background. 
 
    “I heard Eleri singing to the boys when I got home,” I say. “You’re right. She does have a beautiful voice. She’s quite a little ray of sunshine.” 
 
    “Sexy as idiot, tempting as sin, and trouble with a big T,” he groans. “Did you notice how her belly were practically falling out of her tank-top?” 
 
    “How could I not notice?” I run my fingers through my hair. “If the poor girl wasn’t so tired after staying up half the night for us, I’d have asked her to babysit so we could go to the club.” 
 
    “Guess you’ll just have to make do with me,” he winks. 
 
    “And you with me,” I smirk. “But not down here. We don’t want Little Miss Ray of Sunshine to catch us at it like she did yesterday.” 
 
    “I wish I’d seen her face,” he grins. “Was she licking her lips?” 
 
    “Nothing of the sort, poor girl.” I fight a smile, the thought of her making me hard. “She was like a rabbit caught in the headlights, eyes wide and blushing like a rose.” 
 
    “A rose among the thorns,” he chuckles, moving his hand down to rub his cock. 
 
    “Speak for yourself! I’ve never been compared to a thorn before,” I laugh. “But, seriously, do you think we should keep Eleri on if she’s making us all hot and bothered like this?” 
 
    “We’ll get used to her soon enough. It’s only because she’s so different to Abi. In a week or two we’ll have calmed down, you’ll see.” 
 
    “I hope you’re right.” 
 
    Luke levers himself up from the couch and holds out his hand. “Come on, loverboy. Let’s go to bed and idiot like rabbits. That’ll get her out of our systems. At least until tomorrow.” 
 
    “Ha bloody ha!” I loop my arm around his waist, and the feel of his body against mine is like a balm to my restless soul. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    I’VE BEEN WORKING for Luke and Gabe nearly three weeks already. One week with Abi and two on my own. Gabe called Sharon last week. On her next visit, she was a bit nicer to me and didn’t insist on being left on her own with Matty and Jack. I wish I didn’t have to ‘supervise’ her every week, but, on the other hand it’s flattering that Luke and Gabe rely on me to do so. 
 
    It’s amazing how well I get on with my bosses. We laugh and joke together for a short while when they get home from work with easy familiarity. It’s like I’m part of the family already, and I love that. I’ve passed my probation with flying colours, they said. As for the crush I have on them, I’m still suffering from insta-lust, but I’m coping with it and hopefully, after tonight, I’ll be cured. 
 
    I received loads of messages after I posted my profile on the dating website, and, over the past ten days, I’ve whittled them down, by holding FaceTime chats with a selection, to just the one guy… Marcus. He’s twenty-eight, single, and works for an international bank in Canary Wharf. He likes films, photography and working out at the gym. He’s good-looking, fair with greyish eyes, and he seems keen on me. I’m meeting him tonight at a cocktail bar in Soho. 
 
    The warm summer weather has continued and I’m not sure what to wear. I open my wardrobe and flick through my clothes until I come to the 1950s-pencil dress I bought in that vintage clothing stall in Camden Market, with Rosie and Eva, a couple of weeks ago. Blue cotton, knee-length with cap sleeves, it fits me like a glove. 
 
    I leave it hanging up and sit cross-legged on a floor cushion at the low table, my makeup mirror turned to magnify every pore on my face. After smoothing on foundation, I apply black eye-liner and mascara. A touch of bright red lipstick completes the 50s look, and I wriggle into the dress. Four-inch-heeled shoes on my feet, clutch bag in one hand, and butterflies cartwheeling in my tummy, I totter downstairs and stop off in the sitting room to say goodnight to Luke and Gabe.  
 
    Luke lets out a low whistle as I step through the door, and Gabe’s mouth flaps open. He quickly shuts it and says, “You’re looking lovely, Eleri. Take care, though. You don’t know this man.” 
 
    “We’re meeting in a public place,” I remind him. “If I don’t like the guy, I’ll call an Uber and come home.” 
 
    “How are you getting there?” Luke asks.  
 
    “I’ll ride on the Tube. I only need to change at Notting Hill Gate and then take the Central Line to Tottenham Court Road.” 
 
    Gabe frowns. “Have you got your front door key?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” I giggle. “Don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    “Lighten up, Gabe,” Luke laughs. “You are behaving like Eleri’s old man.” 
 
    I shift my weight from one foot to the other, suddenly feeling doubtful. Am I doing the right thing? Yep. I owe this to myself. It’s time I stepped out of my comfort zone and tested the water in the big wide world. 
 
    “Please don’t worry about me,” I say. “I’ll be fine.” 
 
    They wave me off, and I go out into the fresh evening air. It’s only a short walk to the underground station, but it seems longer in my stupid heels. Finally, I’m on the Tube speeding towards my destination. I’m so nervous I feel sick; my palms are sweaty and every nerve in my body is on edge. Maybe I should turn around and go back? 
 
    No. I’ve got to do this. Prove to myself I’m not a wuss. As I said to Luke and Gabe, if it doesn’t work out I can come straight home. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I FOLLOW THE directions on my phone until I arrive at the cocktail bar, down a flight of metal steps in the basement of an old building. Marcus is waiting by the entrance; I recognize him from our FaceTime chats and, even though I’m practically crapping myself with nerves, I paste on a bright smile.  
 
    “Eleri,” he says. “You look absolutely stunning.” 
 
    Heat flushes my cheeks, but hopefully in the murky atmosphere he won’t have noticed. I want to come across as classy and sophisticated, not someone who blushes all the time.  
 
    “Thanks,” I say. 
 
    “What would you like to drink?” His voice is raspy. 
 
    “I’ll have a mojito, please.” It’s my alcoholic beverage of choice… has been ever since I became legal to drink. 
 
    We go up to the bar, and he orders. I have no clue what to say to him. It’s noisy in here, though, so I suppose it doesn’t matter.  
 
    Drinks in our hands, we find a table and sit. “Cheers,” he clinks his glass with mine. “I was afraid I’d get a Mary Poppins nanny girl,” he laughs. “But you’re nothing like I feared. That dress looks amazing on you.” 
 
    I wish he’d stop paying me compliments. I take a sip of my drink and try to remember the advice I read online regarding what to talk about on first dates. “Do you have any other hobbies apart from photography?” I ask primly. 
 
    He puts his hand to his ear. “Can’t hear you.” 
 
    I repeat the question in a louder voice. 
 
    “No other hobbies,” he says. “Haven’t time.” 
 
    I wait for him to ask me if I have any interests besides the singing I told him about, but he doesn’t. He seems to be expecting me to ask him another question. I rack my brains and shout in his ear. “Is there anything you want out of life that you haven’t yet achieved?” 
 
    His eyes rake up and down my body, and my tummy lurches. It’s clear what he wants. I want someone to punch my V card, but I don’t want to give it to just anyone. There needs to be a connection with whoever wins the prize. And I’m not feeling that connection with Marcus. 
 
    He smiles. “I’d love to take you somewhere quieter. There’s a place across the road where we’ll actually be able to hear each other speak.” 
 
    Speaking is good. Maybe if we talk more we’ll establish that connection. “I’d like that,” I say. 
 
    “Brilliant.” 
 
    We finish our drinks and leave the bar. There’s a small hotel opposite, and the bar inside is, as Marcus promised, quiet. He leads me to a back room, and goes to get another round of drinks.  
 
    Strangely, I feel relaxed waiting for him. This is a nice place. Soft jazz is playing on the sound system and there’s a sophisticated atmosphere in here that I’m enjoying.  
 
    Marcus returns with our drinks, sits next to me on the sofa, and we clink glasses again. I take a couple of sips and sink into the cushions.  
 
    Without warning, Marcus puts his arm around me and starts kissing down the side of my neck. Hot, wet kisses that feel tickly, and he trails his fingers down my skirt, lifting it to touch between my legs. I squirm, but he grabs my thighs with strong fingers. Ouch! 
 
    It’s as if I’m looking down on myself from above, floating. It’s too soon for him to be touching me. We’ve barely talked. But my limbs are limp and I can’t summon the strength to push him off.  
 
    What is wrong with me? 
 
    Sudden nausea swells up from my stomach, and I manage to say, “Oh goodness, I’m gonna be sick.” 
 
    “Goodness,” he groans. “This wasn’t supposed to happen.” 
 
    I groan and the nausea gets worse. Without warning I throw up, spewing mojito and stomach acids all down his shirt. 
 
    “Idiot, Eleri.” His mouth twists in obvious revulsion. “That’s it. I can take your sweet little Welsh valleys girl questions, but I can’t take your vomit. I’m getting the heck outta here.” 
 
    He pushes himself to his feet and, without another glance, strides out of the room. 
 
    My hands start shaking and I crumple into the sofa. A cold, lost feeling washes over me. The only thing I can think of doing is to phone my bosses. I open my clutch bag and, with trembling fingers, reach for my mobile. 
 
      
 
      
 
    LUKE 
 
    THE LANDLINE IS ringing. What the heck, at this time of night? I pick up. “Yes?” 
 
    “Luke,” a lilting voice says.  
 
    Eleri! My heart thumps in my chest. “Is something wrong?” 
 
    “I’m not feeling very well,” she says. “Would you or Gabe mind coming and getting me? I don’t think I can walk properly.” 
 
    Shoot! 
 
    “Where are you?” 
 
    She explains, tells me that the jerk she met up with bailed out on her after she puked, and that her legs have gone all wobbly. 
 
    “Stay there,” I say through gritted teeth. I’m so angry with that mongrel I could punch the garbage outta him. “I’ll be with you as soon as I can, Eleri. Stay put!” 
 
    Gabe has already gone upstairs and I race up there, taking the steps two at a time. I explain about what’s happened to Eleri, and ask for the car keys. One of us will have to remain with the boys, and Gabe had more to drink than I did at dinner, so it’s best I go and fetch her. 
 
    Goodness, I’d like to get my hands on the groin who’s left her on her own like that… 
 
    “Go fetch Eleri, I’m worried about her, but don’t take any risks with the traffic,” Gabe says, his eyes narrowing. “I’d like you both home safe and sound.” 
 
    Gabe’s black Audi is parked out front and soon I’m navigating through the traffic of Knightsbridge, swerving between the taxis in Piccadilly, grinding to a halt behind the theatre-goers in Shaftesbury Avenue, and then finally making my way up Great Windmill Street into the heart of Soho. I pull up outside the hotel Eleri mentioned, risking a parking fine, and run into the lobby. She’s sitting there, her face pale, and someone has given her a glass of water from which she’s sipping slowly. I go up and put my arm around her. “I’m here now, babe. Let me help you to the car.” 
 
    After buckling her into the seat, I set off for home at a slower pace than my outward journey. I reach for her hand and give it a squeeze. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “A bit better, thanks,” she shivers. “It was so weird. I took a couple of sips of my mojito and it was like I was floating outside my body. Marcus started kissing me, and I didn’t like it but I couldn’t stop him.” 
 
    Idiot, if that mongrel slipped something into her drink he’ll pay for it. Gabe will stop at nothing to get him sent down. I steal a glance at Eleri, and my jaw twitches. She’s crying, silent tears running down her lovely face. “There, there,” I say, wishing it wouldn’t be inappropriate to hold her close. “You’re safe now.” 
 
    “I feel so stupid,” she says, wiping her eyes and sucking in a shaky breath. “Thanks for coming to get me.” 
 
    “No need to thank me. You’re our responsibility while you’re under our roof. We should never have let you go out dressed like that to meet someone you didn’t know.” 
 
    She gives a half-laugh. “It was a bit naïve of me, I suppose.” She smooths down her skirt, which has ridden up over her perfect thighs. “The weather is so warm, though, and I had nothing else to wear.” 
 
    “It’s not your fault, babe. It was Marcus’. He took advantage of you. It was wrong.” 
 
    “I wish I could turn back the clock.” She shakes her head. “I wouldn’t have gone with him to that hotel.” 
 
    We’ve arrived back at our street, and I’m saved from having to agree with her statement by trying to find a park. These houses were built at a time when people didn’t have cars, which means they don’t have garages. Thank idiot, I spot a space up ahead and manoeuvre into it. 
 
    I support her weight with my arm around her as we go up the front steps. She’d told me she was feeling woozy again and I don’t want her to lose her balance. Gabe must have heard us; he opens the door before I can even insert my key. 
 
    “Come up to the living room,” he says. 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    ELERI’S FACE IS deathly pale and she can’t walk properly. Luke and I half carry her up the stairs. We take off her shoes and help her lie down on the sofa. Luke sits with her feet in his lap while I fetch her a glass of water from the kitchen. 
 
    When I return, I notice he’s massaging her toes and I raise an eyebrow. “Eleri’s shoes pinched so I’m just soothing them,” he says. 
 
    Hmm.  
 
    I sit at the other end of the sofa so she can lean against me while I hold the glass of water to her lips. “Can you tell me what you remember?” 
 
    I know exactly what has happened the minute she mentions the disorientation she felt after taking a couple of sips of her drink. I’ve dealt with cases of date-rape drugging before and they work within seconds. Thank goodness this wasn’t an actual rape, that whatever he gave her made her vomit. I’m so bloody furious, but Eleri is distraught and I don’t want to upset her even more. I’ll find out where that mongrel lives, and get the police onto him as soon as possible. A calm, caring attitude would be best for now. 
 
    “One thing I don’t understand,” I say, putting the water down on the coffee table. “What made you go out with this man in the first place?” 
 
    She releases a sigh. “I wanted to meet someone special. Someone worthy. Someone to take my V card.” Looking down at her, I catch a blush flushing her cheeks red. “Oh, my goodness,” she says, groaning. “I can’t believe I’ve just said that to you.” 
 
    For a moment, I’m baffled. V card? What is that? 
 
    “You mean you’re actually a virgin?” Luke asks, enlightening me at the same time. 
 
    “Yes,” she says, as if it’s something to be ashamed about. Oreo has come into the room; he jumps onto her lap and she smooths his fur. “I wish….” She stops, shakes her head and checks herself. “No, never mind.” 
 
    “What do you wish?” Luke asks, his green eyes burning. 
 
    “I can’t say it,” she whispers. “You’ll laugh.” 
 
    “Try us,” he urges. 
 
    “I wish I could give my V card to the two of you.” Her face turns even redder. “I know you’re bisexual. Abi told me. And I heard you pretend you were having sex with me when I was in the guest room that first week.” 
 
    I stare at Luke, and he stares at me, and we both stare at Eleri. She stops stroking Oreo and covers her face with her hands. “I’m sorry,” she says. “You must think I’m crazy. This whole situation is crazy.” 
 
    I smile down at her. “I’m flattered, and I’m sure Luke is too. And I’m sorry you heard us. I had no idea the wall is so poorly insulated.” 
 
    “But you’re gonna say no?” Her voice is shaky. “It’s okay. I’ll find someone eventually.” 
 
    “Let’s not be hasty,” Luke says. He’s stopped playing with her toes; he’s giving her feet a full-on massage. Oreo leaps onto the floor and exits the room with his tail in the air. 
 
    How I want to take Eleri in my arms with Luke, and pop her cherry in a way she’ll remember with pleasure for the rest of her life. But it would be wrong. So very wrong. Except, she’s a vulnerable young woman who’s just been through a frightening experience; she needs reassurance not rejection. 
 
    “We can think about it, can’t we?” I say gently. “And tomorrow, after a good night’s sleep and in the cold light of day you might change your mind.” 
 
    “I won’t,” she says sleepily. “Please, can you help me up to bed now? I’m suddenly really tired.” 
 
    “We’ll put you in the guest room, sweetheart. If you were to feel ill in the middle of the night up in the loft we wouldn’t hear you call out for us.” 
 
    “Good plan,” Luke adds. “Put your arms around our shoulders, little girl. We’ve got you.” 
 
    It’s only after we’ve unzipped her out of that figure-hugging dress, and tucked her up in bed wearing only her bra and knickers, that I ask myself how Abi found out Luke and I are bi-sexual. She’s never slept in the guest room, and we’ve never talked about her in the same sexual way we’ve talked about Eleri. Ah, Eleri, no wonder she blushes like that every time she sees us; we must have shocked the living daylights out of her. I curse under my breath. Luke was bloody right; Eleri is trouble with a big T. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    LUKE 
 
    I STARE AT Gabe and lift a brow. “What do you think?” We’re in our room, getting ready for bed. 
 
    “Before you say another word,” he groans. “We bloody can’t.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “How can you even ask? Many reasons. Ethics, for one; she’s our nanny. And we’ve never harassed the same woman more than once.” He unbuttons his trousers and steps out of them. “If we had sex with Eleri, something tells me we’d want to carry on having sex with her. She’s far too delightful.” 
 
    “Isn’t she just?” I pull off my tee. “It would be the most fun we’ve had with a woman.” And he’d get addicted to her and wanna keep her, hopefully. She’s so sweet; she’d sweeten our lives. 
 
    “She might not be able to handle the two of us, tiger.” He hangs his shirt on the back of a chair. “Don’t forget she’s a virgin. She’s never taken one cock in her pussy before, let alone two.”  
 
    The very thought makes my own cock twitch. How I’d love to initiate Little Miss Sunshine into the world of sex. Initiate her and then never let her go. “Something tells me she’ll love it,” I say, heading into the bathroom. “She’s got a touch of the minx about her, despite her V status.” 
 
    He comes up behind me and reaches for his toothbrush. “We’ll end up hating her and hating ourselves when it all goes wrong.” 
 
    I stop brushing my teeth. “What can possibly go wrong? We’ll keep it behind closed doors. Our bedroom door to be precise. We could set rules that everywhere but there she’s to behave like our nanny. It would be a win-win situation both for her and for us.” It’s risky, I know it is, but something tells me it’s a risk worth taking. Eleri might just be ‘the one’. I love Gabe, and he loves me; but we’re both bi-sexual. Gabe might not admit it, but for me there’s no getting away from my need for the soft touch of a woman. 
 
    Gabe rinses his mouth and spits into the basin. “How about the boys?” 
 
    “As I said, she’ll carrying on behaving like our nanny. They won’t notice any change. Neither will anyone else. Come on, Gabe. She’s willing. And she’s gorgeous. What’s wrong with you?” I return to the bedroom and pull back the duvet.  
 
    “You know me, cautious lawyer and all that.” He gets into bed next to me, and nuzzles my neck. “I always read the fine print.” 
 
    “You could draw up an agreement if that would make you happy,” I nuzzle him back. “And the three of us would sign it.” 
 
    “Ha, you’ve given this some thought already?” His body shakes with silent laughter.  
 
    “Nope,” I lie. “The idea only just occurred to me. And don’t tell me you’d be happy about her finding someone else.” 
 
    I’ve got him there. Speechless, he flips me over, pinning me under him, and we wrestle until our cocks are hard.  
 
      
 
      
 
    I WAKE WITH a jolt. The sound of sobbing is coming through the wall to the guest room. Idiot! I glance at Gabe, but he clearly hasn’t heard; he’s still sound asleep. I get out of bed and go to Eleri. 
 
    “Oh goodness, Luke,” she wails when I step into the room and switch on the light. “I didn’t mean to wake you.” 
 
    “What’s wrong, babe? Are you in pain? Do you feel sick again?” 
 
    She shakes her head, her eyes big and filled with tears. “I’m such an idiot. Too stupid to live. How will you ever trust me to look after the boys after the way I behaved?” 
 
    I sit on the bed next to her and kiss the top of her head. She angles her face and I kiss her forehead. She lifts her chin and I kiss her cute little nose. With a moan, I press my lips to hers, and her mouth is already open, welcoming my tongue. She tips her head back, her fingers twisting in the tangle of my hair. Idiot, she tastes delicious… sweet and minty.  
 
    One hand holding the back of her head, I slide the other around her shoulders and pull her against me. No, this is wrong. I can’t do this without Gabe. The words ring in my head. 
 
    I break the kiss and whisper in her ear. “I’m gonna take you into our bed, little girl. We’ll tell Gabe you’re too upset to be on your own.” 
 
    “Will he mind?” 
 
    “Goodness, no. Don’t get me wrong. We won’t punch your V card. Not until we’ve set up some ground rules. I know Gabe, and I know he’s gonna agree to your wish. He won’t want you turning to anyone else, and neither will I. Not after what happened last night, and not for something so important.” 
 
    Her eyelashes flutter, and her breath hitches. “Are you sure?” 
 
    “As sure as I’ve ever been of anything. I wanna take care of you, Eleri. And Gabe does too, you’ll see. You gotta be one of the sweetest, cutest girls we’ve ever laid eyes on.” 
 
    She blinks, once, and holds out her hand. I take it and we walk together, through the door, and into Gabe’s and my bedroom. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    MY HEART IS beating so loud I’m sure Luke can hear it. He pulls back the sheet and motions for me to get into the bed. I wriggle my body until there’s space for him on the other side of me. I’m lying in the middle between these two hot men, and I have no clue what to do. I stare up at the dark ceiling, silent tears welling in my eyes. I can’t believe this is happening. But it is happening. My tummy flutters with nerves, but, at the same time, there’s a tingle between my legs.  
 
    I keep asking myself how I got here, keep going over the night’s events. When I’d woken up a short while ago in the guest room needing to pee, I’d staggered to the toilet and, after returning to bed, everything came back to me. Horrible Marcus and what he’d tried to do. If I hadn’t puked, he might have raped me. The room behind that hotel bar was quiet; he’d have done it in a flash I was so powerless to stop him. Incredible, rubbish and total trash! I’ve made everything worse… confessing my V status to Gabe and Luke, offering it up to them like they’d even look twice at me. The tears had come then, and I’d sobbed like my heart was going to break. I thought I’d have to hand in my notice and find another job; I couldn’t go on working for them after the mess I’d made of everything. 
 
    When Luke kissed me, I’d melted. And he’s given me such hope. Lying here between these two hunks, I chew my lip. What’s going to happen next? Luke is charming, but it occurs to me he’s also a bit devious. He’s brought me into his and Gabe’s bed for a reason. I wonder what that reason could be? 
 
    With a grunt, Gabe rolls over in his sleep and flings his arm over my body, pulling me against him. He smells amazing… spicy and musky. I gasp a little, press my thighs together, and stare at him while his warm breath tickles my forehead. 
 
    “What the heck?” he mutters, and although I can’t see, I’m sure he’s opened his eyes. 
 
    “Eleri was upset, and I didn’t wanna leave her on her own,” Luke says, straight to the point.  
 
    “Eleri?” Gabe says. “Are you alright?” 
 
    I touch the stubble on his handsome face. “I am now.” 
 
    He turns my body to angle my rear into his hips, and he wraps his arms around me, pulling me close. I reach for Luke’s arm, my hand encountering his hard bicep. My eyes have grown used to the darkness and I catch his smile. 
 
    Gabe’s cock is hard against my backside, and I love the fact that he seems to be hot for me. “We’ll talk in the morning, sweetheart,” he says. “Work out how we’ll proceed.” 
 
    Luke shuffles closer so that his body is pressing against mine, and I’m squeezed in between them both. He kisses my cheek. “Sleep well. You’re safe with us. We’ve got you.” 
 
    Gabe breathes into my hair. “Goodnight, Eleri.” 
 
    I close my eyes and feel myself drift, wrapped in a cocoon of safety. What could have been the worst night of my life has turned into one of the best. I can’t wait to find out what Gabe means by ‘how we’ll proceed.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    I EMERGE FROM sleep with an erection fit to break glass. Eleri is snuggled up to me, and her gentle curves feel fantastic. I love the hard planes of Luke’s body, but her feminine softness sandwiched between us is unbelievably seductive.  
 
    I check the time on my phone. Six am and light already. Today is Sunday and Eleri’s day off. She’s sleeping peacefully, breathing deep, and Luke also. He’s a wily fox, bringing her into our bed. He knew I wouldn’t be able to resist her once I’d felt her divine body next to mine. I rub my forehead. His idea of an agreement was a shot in the dark; it wouldn’t be legally enforceable. However, it would set down rules in black and white, establish guidelines and boundaries. 
 
    Hmm, should we? Or shouldn’t we? I don’t want it to come across wrong, for Eleri to think we’d be using her. She’s special to us; we’ve never been in this situation before with a woman. 
 
    I crawl out of bed and go into the bathroom for my morning leak. Within seconds, Luke has joined me. I shake my cock and tuck it back in my boxers while he takes a piss. “You pulled a fast one on me last night, tiger. You knew I wouldn’t be able to resist her.” 
 
    He smirks. “And I bet you’re already thinking of that agreement. I’m right, aren’t I?” 
 
    “You know me so well,” I groan. 
 
    “And I love you so much,” he says, grabbing me in a head-lock and kissing me hard on the lips. 
 
    “The boys will be up in less than an hour,” I say. “Time for a quickie?” 
 
    “Great minds think alike,” he chuckles, stepping out of his boxers. 
 
    We kiss again, our tongues fighting for dominance. I reach down for his cock and tug at his piercing. 
 
    “Idiot, Gabe,” he grunts, pulling off my shorts and taking hold of my toe. 
 
    I grip his rear and grind against him, our cocks rubbing together and weeping pre-cum. 
 
    “Are you thinking about her?” he rasps. 
 
    “We’d have taken her lovely pussy between us last night if she hadn’t been our virgin nanny,” I grunt. 
 
    “Oh, hell yeah,” he bucks against me. “So tight in her sweet little groin, our hot heavy cocks rubbing together, our cum spurting into her.”  
 
    I rock into him, my knees buckling. His cock jerks. We explode into orgasm, hissing and moaning our pleasure, and gasping for breath as spurts of cum shoot between our bodies.  
 
    I look down at the mess on myself and smirk. “Last one in the shower is a filthy prick.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    THE SOUND OF voices coming from the ensuite tells me where Gabe and Luke are. They’re at it again, and talking dirty about me too. I wait until they’ve finished, then swing my legs from the bed, ready to go upstairs to my room. But it’s like I’m being reeled in by an invisible thread; I can’t stop myself from walking across the wall-to-wall carpet and pushing open their bathroom door. 
 
    Their ensuite is even bigger than mine upstairs. The shower cubicle is enormous with black marble, completely built-in, and there’s even a bench to sit on inside the enclosure. A long showerhead hangs from the ceiling above, and there are jets along the walls angled towards the bench. A second showerhead protrudes above the water temperature control panel. 
 
    I stand in the bathroom doorway and watch them through the glass door of the shower. They’re soaping each other, their dangling cocks swinging, balls heavy, thighs thick and powerful, arms hard and bulging with muscle. I’ve seen Gabe’s cock before, the image imprinted in my memory ever since, and now Luke’s draws my attention. It’s long, heavily veined, and there’s an intriguing metal ring piercing at the head. Wow! 
 
    Gabe catches me in the doorway and his deep-blue eyes smile into mine. “Come and join us, Eleri.” 
 
    “I can go upstairs,” I say, blushing. “I’m sorry to intrude.” 
 
    Luke laughs. “Come on, babe. We don’t bite. Strip off and get in here. The water’s a perfect temperature and we’ll wash your hair for you, if you like.” 
 
    If I like? The offer is too tempting to refuse. I can’t remember the last time someone washed my hair, and I’ve always loved having my scalp massaged. I unclip my bra, pull off my knickers, and step into the cubicle. The water, as Luke said, is perfect… neither too hot not too cold, and the stream from above beats down with incredible force, the jets spraying me from all sides as I go to sit on the bench. 
 
    Gabe reaches up to a shelf and grabs bottles of shampoo, conditioner, and shower gel, as well as a puff sponge. He sits next to me and Luke takes up position on the other side.  
 
    “Relax, honey,” Luke says, threading his fingers into my hair and gently massaging my scalp.  
 
    I lean against him, close my eyes, and let the hot water beat down on me. “That feels so nice,” I sigh. 
 
    Gabe starts working shampoo into my tresses, lathering my hair thoroughly down to the tips. “Lean forward so the jets can wash the shampoo away,” he orders.  
 
    I do as he asks, and the water streams down my spine. Luke pours conditioner into the palms of his hands and starts to work it into my hair. “That’s our girl,” he says. 
 
    Gabe squeezes the sponge out and applies shower gel; he scrubs my back, over my shoulders and down my arms… everywhere he can reach. “Stand up for us, now, sweetheart.” 
 
    I oblige; he’s on his feet too, running the sponge down my body in a leisurely fashion. He pays attention to my breasts, sliding the puff beneath them, then over my nipples… making me tingle all over. I lean my head back into the water, and moan with pleasure as it rinses off the conditioner. 
 
    Luke takes the sponge from Gabe. He kneels in front of me and moves his hands down my belly and between my legs. Gabe has already washed there, but I spread my thighs anyway and let him run the soft yet scratchy puff over my sensitive skin. I can’t resist tilting my hips towards him, amazed at my lack of shame. 
 
    Gabe places his hands on my breasts; my nipples are standing on end. He strokes the points and gives them a pull and a pinch. I gasp, but it feels incredible... jolts of pleasure are travelling down to my pussy and making it ache with need. 
 
    “Your breasts are beautiful, Eleri,” Luke says, looking up at me. He puts the sponge down and reaches for my buttocks, caressing, squeezing my cheeks, and caressing again. “And your rear is perfect.” 
 
    I can only smile. I feel as if I’ve become clay in their hands, and they’re moulding me, fashioning me into their plaything; I love it. 
 
    Gabe bends his head and presses his lips to the swell of my belly, sliding his tongue down the wet surface to flick against the taut bud of my nipple. I put my hands around his iron-hard neck, pulling his mouth deeper around my breast it feels so amazing. I let out a small whimper. 
 
    “Is this alright, Eleri. I mean, what we’re doing?” Gabe asks. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I moan. 
 
    Oh, my goodness, Luke is exploring my pussy with his fingers, teasing my lower lips apart, seeking entrance. “Tell me if it hurts, babe. Tell me to stop if you don’t like it.” 
 
    “I’ve never had a guy touch me there before,” I say. “But I’ve… I’ve…” Incredible, how to confess to getting myself off? To the fact that my hymen bit the dust a long time ago. My face is burning up. 
 
    “You’ve frigged yourself?” Gabe lets out a chuckle. “Well. Well. Well. That’s good to know. It will make everything that much easier.” He goes to stand behind me and snakes his arms around me to palm my belly. “Lean back against me, my sweet. Luke is going to take care of you now.” 
 
    I do as Gabe asks, leaning against his hard body and I’m sure I can feel the hardness of his cock nudging my rear. Luke inserts one gentle finger into my aching pussy, and all my thoughts focus on what he’s doing it feels so delicious. I clench my buttocks and arch my hips forward, and he rubs inside me before pulling his finger out to stroke the nub of my clit.  
 
    “You like that, little girl?” he smirks, looking up at me again with a naughty twinkle in his eyes. 
 
    “Yes, Luke,” I purr.  
 
    Gabe’s hands on my breasts are kneading, squeezing and sending me into a frenzy. He nuzzles my neck, his hot breath tickling my ear. “Give in to the pleasure, Eleri. Let yourself go.” 
 
    I squeeze my eyes shut, take in a breath and whisper, “Yes.” 
 
    I feel two fingers now, slipping back inside and exploring me, withdrawing, grazing my clit, and then three fingers in my pussy. My hips are fluttering, my hands snaking down Gabe’s thighs behind me. The pressure is building up within, the tingles intensifying, and I’m racing towards release.  
 
    Luke stokes the heat, one finger in, curling to find my spot. I moan so loud it echoes around the shower enclosure. Two fingers again, pulling out to hook around my clit, pinching it, slipping back and forth. Ah! 
 
    Gabe is still busy with my breasts, tugging and rolling my nipples, biting and sucking at the skin on the back of my neck. 
 
    They set a rhythm, Luke’s three fingers diving in and back out, pressing onto my clit with every stroke. One small quiver in my belly at first, a buckle of the knees into his upstroke. My hands reaching around and slipping up and down Gabe’s powerful thighs, and I’m moaning like a cat on heat. 
 
    Another stutter, lower down, a swelling tremor. Luke speeds up the rhythm of his fingers, and I gyrate my hips. He slows, teasing me, just before the upwelling explosion overtakes me. “Faster, please, faster,” I beg.  
 
    He complies, using both hands on me now, two fingers circling my clit, three fingers diving in. My hips pulse upwards as Gabe holds me firmly. Every nerve in my body quivers and tenses as the best orgasm of my life courses through me, a rocketing surge of heat and ecstasy in my belly, inner muscles clamping around Luke’s frenzied fingers, Gabe’s mouth on my neck, his hands on my belly.  
 
    I collapse against him, my breathing ragged. “I never knew it could be like that,” I say. 
 
    “You were fantastic,” Gabe says, lowering me so that my feet are firmly on the marble floor tiles. 
 
    “Awesome,” Luke agrees, pushing himself up fully into standing position. 
 
    They turn me between them, kissing me, their lips hot and wet. Two needy tongues capture mine, one after the other, hard and deep. I pull away, gasping, my lips swollen. 
 
    Suddenly, a voice echoes from the bedroom door. “Daddy! Papa!” Incredible, it’s Matty. “We’re awake and we want our breakfast.” 
 
    Gabe, Luke and I stare at each other, and, idiot me, we burst out laughing.  
 
    I step out of the shower and grab towels, wrapping one around myself and handing the others to Luke and Gabe. Thank goodness, the bathroom door is closed. 
 
    “Wait until we’ve taken the boys downstairs,” Gabe says. “Then go up to your room and get dressed. There’ll be time later to discuss how we’re going to proceed.” 
 
    I sit on their bed and think about what just occurred. The situation isn’t perfect. Gabe and Luke are my bosses, and I haven’t behaved like a professional... not by any stretch of the imagination. But I push that concern aside and run my hands up my body. I can’t wait for what I hope will happen next. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    ELERI COMES INTO the kitchen just as I’ve finished giving the boys their breakfast. She’s dried her hair and has tied it back in a ponytail. With her face free of makeup, she looks so young she could still be a teenager… a sweet innocent teenager.  
 
    I should feel guilty for what happened in the shower, and it’s strange that I don’t. I’m gripped by the depths of my attraction towards this girl. 
 
    Matty runs up to her and loops his arms around her jeans-clad legs. “Daddy is taking us to the zoo,” he squeals, jumping up and down. 
 
    “Lucky you,” she laughs. “One of my favourite places.” She turns to me. “Are you going too, Papa?” She’s taken to calling us by the names the boys give us in front of them, and we like it. 
 
    “I’m staying here,” I say, lifting Jack from his highchair. “What are your plans for today, Eleri?” 
 
    “Only catching up with some washing and reading.” She switches on the kettle and puts two slices of bread in the toaster. “I was gonna meet up with Rosie, my nanny friend, but I’ve just messaged her to cancel.” 
 
    “Oh?” I place Jack on the floor and he toddles towards the toy chest; his walking skills are improving every day. 
 
    “I didn’t wanna have to tell her about horrible Marcus,” Eleri sighs. “It’s still too raw.” 
 
    I narrow my eyes. “How are you feeling? Any dizziness?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” she shrugs. “I guess I had a lucky escape.” 
 
    “You most certainly did.” I pause. “After Luke has taken the boys off, I’d like you to join me in the sitting room.”  
 
    “Is anything wrong?” she asks, giving me a worried glance. 
 
    “Only that we need to establish some ground rules. Luke and I spoke earlier, while the boys were having breakfast, and he’ll leave it to me to draw up a legal agreement.” 
 
    She tilts her head. “An agreement? Is that necessary?” 
 
    “Definitely. We’ll be crossing boundaries and entering uncharted territory.” I’m using my professional voice now. “It’s best the three of us know where we stand. Our situation is unusual, to say the least.” 
 
    She nods, meeting my eyes. “Okay.” 
 
    I give her a smile. “That’s our girl.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    AN HOUR LATER, we meet as arranged, sitting next to each other on the sofa… the same sofa we sat on last night. “Tell me, Eleri. Why are you so desperate to lose your virginity?” 
 
    She shoots me a determined look. “Being a virgin makes me feel lacking in confidence, and I end up doing stupid things like I did last night.” She twists her hands in her lap. “You and Luke would be doing me a huge favour. I’ll agree to follow any rules you want.” She stares into my eyes. “Oh, and it won’t interfere with how I look after the boys, I promise.” 
 
    Her determination is impressive. “The boys are our top priority,” I say firmly. “They come first, whatever happens between you and us. And Luke and I are an ‘us’. We’re a couple, fully committed to each other.” I steeple my fingers. “Which brings me to the first rule.” 
 
    She nods, but keeps silent. 
 
    “We’ve never had sex with a woman together more than once. As you’re living with us and are so delightful,” I smile, “we expect there to be more than one occasion.” I fix her in my gaze. “However, and this is the rub, my sweet… if either Luke or I or, indeed, both of us decide we’ve had enough, or that it isn’t working out as we’d hoped, you must accept our decision. Likewise, if you want the arrangement to stop, you mustn’t be afraid to say so and we’ll abide by your wishes. It won’t affect your job.” 
 
    “Agreed,” she says calmly before pressing her lips together. 
 
    “You will behave like our nanny at all times except behind the closed doors of our bedroom suite,” I remind her. 
 
    “Of course,” she nods again. 
 
    “Absolute discretion is a must. You will not tell anyone about this. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Now we need to discuss hard limits.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean by that,” she says softly.  
 
    “What you will or will not allow us to do. I’ve made a list of possible scenarios.” I reach for the sheet of paper I left on the coffee table earlier and hand it to her with a pen. “Put a cross next to anything you’d rather not try. A tick by those you think you’d like. And a question mark by any maybes.” 
 
    Her forehead creases as she scans the list, and I’m pleased as I watch her ticking away. She hands it back to me, and watches me while I read through. Bloody heck, she’s agreed to double penetration. Who’d have thought?!? My cock is delighted and twitches in response. There are no crosses whatsoever, not that we’ve asked anything too extreme… 
 
    “Perfect,” I smile. “I’m impressed. Now to practicalities. We don’t want you falling pregnant. It would complicate matters far too much. I don’t suppose you’re on the pill?” 
 
    She blushes. “I am, actually. My doctor prescribed it to me to regulate my periods. I used to suffer from terrible cramps. They were so bad I had to stay in bed with a hot water bottle on my tummy.” 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that.” And I am. I’m not good with ‘women’s problems’, however, and quickly move on, “No need to be tested for STIs. Luke and I are both clean, and, as you’re a virgin, it goes without saying as far as you’re concerned.” 
 
    She takes a breath and shuffles on the sofa cushions, self-conscious and incredibly alluring at the same time. “Thanks, Gabe. Is that all?” 
 
    “Nearly done,” I say. “I just need some information from you about that mongrel you went out with last night so I can call the police.” 
 
    She visibly shivers. “I don’t wanna press charges, Gabe. I’m so embarrassed.” 
 
    I frown. “He has to be stopped from doing this to anyone else. You were extremely lucky. The next girl might not be.” 
 
    She shakes her head. “I didn’t think of it like that. Oh goodness, if my parents ever find out I’ve been so stupid I’ll never hear the end of it.” 
 
    “I’ll make sure we keep this confidential.” I take her hand and squeeze her fingers reassuringly. “How did you communicate with him?” 
 
    She explains about FaceTime chats and says she needs to fetch her phone to show me his contact details. In the meantime, I go to the study to boot up my computer so I can prepare that agreement for the three of us to sign.  
 
    I glance at my watch. Nearly midday. Once I’ve sorted out the paperwork, got Eleri to sign the document and called the police, I’ll go to the gym. Luke will be back with the boys by mid-afternoon and I’ll take over parenting duties so he can have a break. The day will go by in a flash, I know it will. As for tonight, it will depend on Luke, but I have no doubt he’ll be up for some fun and games with our nanny, maybe even some cherry popping or, as she so sweetly puts it, punching her V card. And she can be sure we’ll take good care of her. Very good care indeed, she’s so special. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    AFTER MAKING MYSELF a salad for lunch, I do my weekly wash and read a romance on my Kindle while my clothes are drying. At around three o’clock I hear Luke and the boys return, but I keep a low profile and stay up in my room. Shortly afterwards, Gabe is back from the gym and he takes Matty and Jack out into the garden; their shrill voices reach me from down below.  
 
    I’ve been getting more and more nervous as the day has worn on. When I ticked that list of what I’ll allow them to do to me, I was trying to appear more confident than I felt. Oh goodness, what have I let myself in for? I’ve never had one cock in my pussy, and now I want two? I’m such a jerk. Anal sex when I’ve never even had vaginal? Yeah, sure. And I agreed to oral. They’ll want me to give them blowjobs when I have no freaking clue. I’ve signed up for trash completely beyond my capabilities, that’s going take me way out of my comfort zone. I almost feel like bailing out. 
 
    Except, I want this. I want every dang thing on that list and more. I’m fed up with being sweet, innocent Eleri. I want to be a woman of the world, a woman who knows her way around a man’s body. A woman who can give and take pleasure. How lucky am I to have two hunks who know what’s what and are willing to show me? I just hope I live up to their expectations.  
 
    Even though I showered with Gabe and Luke this morning, I decide to run a bath. I shave my legs and underarms, and, on a whim, my pussy as well. I have a good soak before shaving and, when I get out, I rub in baby oil to soothe any irritation. Then I sit on the floor cushion and give myself a manicure and a pedicure before applying cherry red polish.  
 
    In the evening, I go down to the kitchen to get some food while Luke and Gabe are giving the boys their baths. I have no idea what will happen later, how they’ll want to proceed. Will they call me down from my room? Or should I simply pitch up in theirs? Erm, excuse me, but I’m here to offer you my V card. The thought makes me giggle. I’m still giggling to myself when Luke comes through the door. 
 
    “Ah, glad I caught you, babe,” he smiles. “We’ve ordered a delivery of Thai food. Would you like to help us eat it?” 
 
    My tummy flutters. “I’d love to.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    LUKE 
 
    JUST THE SIGHT of her makes my cock strain in my boxers. Idiot, she’s sexy… and she has no idea the effect she has on Gabe and me. She’s curvy, but not overly so; she’s wearing cut-off jeans that hug her rounded rear and show her long, slender legs. But it’s the sweetness of her face that melts me… glowing skin, eyes I wanna drown in, and silky soft hair through which I wanna thread my fingers. She was born to be messed. And loved. Idiot, where did that come from? 
 
    This morning, it took every ounce of restraint on my part not to bury myself in her tight little pussy. So pink and pretty, I can’t wait to spread her open for Gabe to see. We’re gonna have a lotta fun with her, and she with us. Not that we didn’t have fun before, except something tells me this is gonna be epic. Her presence in this house has been burning me. But there’s something more; she’s started to mean something to me, and that’s such a mind-blowing surprise I can’t even begin to get my head around it. 
 
    She smiles. “It’s the first time I’ve had Thai food.” 
 
    Her lack of sophistication is another alluring trait. I think back to Donna, the woman I broke off with before meeting Gabe. She worked in public relations and schmoozed with the pseudo sophisticates of the London fashion scene. Everything about her was false, I realize that now, from her hair colour to the fake tan on her legs. Eleri really is a breath of fresh air in comparison. 
 
    “Thai food tastes aromatic rather than spicy. I think you’ll love it,” I slip her a wink. “There’s always a first time for everything.” 
 
    She blushes scarlet. 
 
    The doorbell sounds just as Gabe comes into the kitchen. “I’ll get it,” he says, pulling his credit card from his shirt pocket. 
 
    Eleri and I set the table while he unpacks the order. There’s chicken curry, jasmine rice and stir fried vegetables. We dig in greedily, spooning the food onto our plates. 
 
    I watch Eleri take a mouthful. She shuts her eyes and releases a soft moan. “It’s lush,” she says, licking her lips, and I know, I just know that she’ll love everything we do to her in the bedroom. There’s a sensuality to her that’s enticing. 
 
    Gabe has opened a bottle of Chardonnay; he pours and we clink glasses. “Here’s to us,” he says, to which we reply, “Cheers!” 
 
    “How did you get on with that call to the police?” I ask Gabe when we’ve finished eating. I didn’t wanna mention it earlier in front of the boys. 
 
    “They’re going to send someone here tomorrow evening to take a statement. I hope that’s alright, Eleri?” 
 
    Her face pales. “Not sooner?” 
 
    Gabe shakes his head. “They’re short-staffed, apparently. And, as you weren’t raped, it’s not a priority as far as they’re concerned.” 
 
    “I’ve already reported him to the website,” she says. “They banned him immediately, but I’m worried he’ll just go and join another and try it on with someone else.” 
 
    I grit my teeth. “Jerk!” 
 
    Eleri starts clearing the table, and I leap to my feet to help her. Her hands are shaking; she’s nervous about what is to come. I put my arm around her, and whisper. “Remember, we won’t do anything you don’t want us to do.” 
 
    She releases a pent-up breath. “I know.” 
 
    We load the dishwasher and I put dried cat food into Oreo’s bowl before we go upstairs, Gabe leading the way into our bedroom. Eleri stands uncertainly just inside the doorway, her eyes questioning, and I take her hand. I lower my gaze to her gorgeous belly, and, idiot, her nipples have formed peaks under the thin material of her purple tee. Our sweet little girl is feeling horny. 
 
    “Remove your clothes for us, Eleri,” I say, unzipping my jeans. 
 
    “Do as you’re told, my sweet,” Gabe adds. He hangs his jacket on the back of the chair and unbuttons his shirt. 
 
    We watch her while we finish undressing. 
 
    With dithery fingers, she pulls her t-shirt over her head, then fumbles with the zipper of her jeans. How I ache to help her wriggle out of them, but I don’t wanna scare her. 
 
    Finally, she’s standing in her red lacy bra and kickers, like a ripe cherry waiting to be plucked. Or popped, in our case. I smirk. “Take them off, babe.” 
 
    She does so, letting both items of clothing fall to the floor. Naked in front of us, she’s blushing again, and she covers her pussy with her hands. She’s shaved her mons since this morning. Perfect! And her taut belly are pink and perky, her nipples tawny, just how we like them. 
 
    “You’re beautiful, sweetheart,” Gabe rasps. “Uncover yourself.” 
 
    She bows her head. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    My cock twitches and hardens at her natural submissiveness. I hold out my hand, and she takes it so I can lead her to the bed. We sit, and the mattress dips. 
 
    Gabe meets my eyes; his massive thick cock is already at full-mast. “We’ll take this slowly, darling girl,” he says, sitting next to her. “Remember to say ‘stop’ if we push you too hard.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    THIS IS IT… the point of no return. It’s about to happen. I swallow hard, and my nerves are gone… just like that. I’ve made my decision; I’ll abide by it and enjoy this as much as I can. 
 
    “Lie back,” Gabe commands. He’s masterful, and I can’t help but love being bossed by him. 
 
    The sheet is cool under my body as I stretch out on the bed. He lies on his side next to me, with Luke on the other side.  
 
    Gabe touches his finger to my mouth, sliding it across my lips. “Open for me, Eleri.” He slips his finger inside. “Now suck.” 
 
    And I do. Just the action of swirling my tongue around his fingertip sends sparks down to my core. 
 
    He pulls out with a hiss and trails his finger down my chin, down my throat, between my breasts, over my belly; it feels wonderful and I release a soft moan. My nipples pucker, my breath hitches, and my belly rise and fall. And, phoo, I let my legs fall apart. 
 
    Luke shifts position so that he’s lying between my thighs, facing me. “Babe, your pussy is so beautiful.” 
 
    His words make me flood with even more wetness, and I let out a whimper as his fingers trace over my opening, sliding down one labia and up the other, dipping in to caress my clit. His weight shifts, and I feel his broad shoulders brushing the inside of my knees, his rough stubble on my inner thighs. Oh goodness, he’s about to go down on me. 
 
    Gabe has started paying attention to my belly. His palm grazes my right breast, cups its weight, and then his fingers pinch my left nipple, tweaking and twisting, adding more searing heat to the pressure and fire inside me. I writhe my body and moan. 
 
    “You have the most beautiful breasts,” he says. 
 
    Luke’s hands curl around the outside of my thighs, and his hot breath caresses my skin. His tongue slides between my pussy lips, and I gasp as he licks my swollen clit, lapping at it like a cat at a bowl of cream. I whimper and rock my hips it feels so incredible. He’s added a finger, stroking inside me, his tongue still flicking my clit. “I’m gonna come,” I whimper. 
 
    “Not yet,” he says. “I wanna get your pussy open and willing. If you come, you’ll be too sensitive for Gabe’s cock.” 
 
    It’s only then that I realise they’ve already discussed who’ll do the deed. I smile to myself. 
 
    “Sweetheart,” Gabe says, sliding down my body. “I’m going to forget you.” 
 
    “And then it will be my turn,” Luke adds, lifting his head. He kisses his way down my legs as he moves off the bed. 
 
    Oh goodness! 
 
    Gabe positions himself between my thighs, and I gasp as he teases open my labia with his fingers. He lifts my knees to my chest and stares at my pussy. “Gorgeous,” he says.  
 
    I gaze down at him, and he raises his eyes. “This will only hurt a little at the start. But once I’m inside you, and your muscles have stretched, it will feel good. You’ll see.” 
 
    I can only nod. 
 
    “You’ll love it,” Luke says, climbing back onto the bed and sitting behind me with his legs spayed out on each side. “We’ve got you, little girl. Gabe and I are gonna make you feel fantastic.” 
 
    There’s a sensation of something hard pressing against my opening. I look down to see Gabe rubbing his mess up and down my slit, nudging at my entrance.  
 
    I let out a squeak and fist the bedsheets, suddenly anxious. My pulse beats in my throat. 
 
    “Relax, babe,” Luke says. He plays with my hair and sucks at the skin on the back of my neck, reaching around to cup my belly and pinch at my diamond-hard nipples.  
 
    And I dissolve… I simply dissolve into the whirlpool of delicious tingles zinging through my body. 
 
    “Let me in,” Gabe says. He penetrates me slowly, inch by freaking inch. It hurts, but I keep quiet, squeezing my eyes shut so they can’t see I’m in pain. 
 
    “Look at me, Eleri,” he commands, pushing deeper into me. “Show me how you feel.” 
 
    I stare down at him. Eek, he’s buried to the hilt; we’re joined together at my pussy! And it doesn’t hurt anymore; it feels tender but horny at the same time. I smile and slide up and down on his gorgeous cock. 
 
    He grins and his eyes shine. “Good girl. You’re a fast learner. You’re doing really well.” 
 
    “I’m proud of you too,” Luke says, moving around and kneeling by my head. He kisses my forehead and then my lips, his tongue claiming mine. 
 
    We fall into a rhythm, and I rock to meet Gabe’s thrusts. “Mmm,” I groan into Luke’s hot mouth, and he squeezes my belly. I realize my hands are still fisting the sheets; I unclench them to hold onto Gabe’s hips as he slams into me, faster now. I feel like I’m about to explode with desire. I jerk, and buck, and grind into him. 
 
    Luke rolls onto his side, and I turn my head. He’s holding his toe, pulling at the piercing. “Harass her deep, now, Gabe,” he says, his voice ragged. “Harass that sweet little pussy.” 
 
    Gabe’s weight comes down, pinning my knees to my chest, and I’m so full of cock it’s heavenly. He leans forwards, his arms at the sides of my body, and he thrusts into me again and again, grunting and groaning and pushing me into the mattress. “Yes, yes,” I pant. 
 
    “You’re so tight. Bloody tight but bloody perfect,” he groans, his hips speeding up. “I’m going to shoot my load.” 
 
    And he does, with a bellow that rings in my ears. It makes me feel proud to have given him such pleasure. 
 
    He pulls out slowly, and I feel his cum trickle down my thighs.  
 
    Luke is there within seconds, wiping me clean with a wet flannel. “My turn now,” he rasps. “Gonna give you your release, little girl.” 
 
    Gabe flips me over so that I’m lying face-down on top of him, and the feeling of skin on skin is wonderful. “Arch your back and lift your beautiful rear, my sweet. Luke will take your pussy from behind.” 
 
    Luke pushes into me with one thrust, and I gasp; he pumps into me so freaking fast. Gabe’s hand snakes down between us to press against my clit. A tidal wave of desire builds up inside me. 
 
    “Climax for us, babe,” Luke groans.  
 
    I’m racing towards my release; I couldn’t stop it if I tried. It ripples through me like a torrent and I claw at Gabe’s broad chest as I lose control. My body bucks, my hips jerk, and I feel as if I’m going to shatter into tiny pieces. The orgasm is like nothing I’ve ever experienced. “Ah!!!” 
 
    Luke’s weight comes down on me, meshing me into Gabe. I feel his cock jerking inside me, then the heat of his release. He pulls out and gives my rear a slap. “I’ve never come so quickly. That was fantastic.” 
 
    I smile as I catch my breath. “I’m definitely not a virgin anymore.” 
 
    “That you are not,” Luke laughs, shuffling up the bed. “You did good, little girl. For a first time, you did more than good. You were awesome.” 
 
    “Not too sore, I hope,” Gabe says, kissing me on the forehead.  
 
    I roll off Gabe onto the space between him and Luke. Sudden doubt assails me. I have no clue what to say, do, or even how to act. I mean, I’m their nanny not their girlfriend. We have an agreement, for goodness sake. I mustn’t let myself get too attached to them. I’m behaving unprofessionally by letting them have sex with me, but falling for them would be even more unprofessional, a double black mark on my now not-so-pristine record. I squirm on the bed, ready to take my leave and go up to my room. 
 
    “Hey, where are you off to?” Luke grabs my hand. “Tired of us already?” 
 
    “I thought you’d wanna be alone.” 
 
    “Whatever gave you that idea?” Gabe gives me a surprised look. “We’ve harassed the living daylights out of you and thoroughly satisfied ourselves, haven’t we, Luke?” Gabe trails a finger down my cheek. “Let’s get some sleep, and we’ll have a shower together in the morning. I can’t think of a better way to start the week.” 
 
    Sighing softly, I turn on my side. Luke spoons himself around me as I rest my head on top of Gabe’s chest. I could stay like this forever. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    IT’S FRIDAY NIGHT, five days since I handed over my V card to my two hot bosses, and I’m up in my room while Gabe and Luke are giving the boys their baths before putting them to bed. I sign off from a FaceTime chat with Catrin. I wish I could’ve shared everything that’s happened with her. Except I’ve signed an agreement, and even if I hadn’t there’s no way I’d spill the beans… not even to my bestie.  
 
    How I’d love to tell her Luke is going to buy me a butt plug to wear during the day so I’ll be ready to take them front and rear. She’d be gobsmacked. I mean, Catrin’s the one with sexual experience, not me. She’s done anal with Josh, she told me. Ha! When I’m ready, both Gabe and Luke want to take me in my pussy at the same time. We’ve discussed it and, although I ticked it on the list Gabe gave me, I’m not sure it will work. They’re both so big; even with one of them inside me it’s a stretch. I don’t know if I’ll ever manage two, but I’m willing to give it a try. 
 
    I don’t regret what I’ve been doing with them, although if word got out it might cause trouble… not only for Gabe and Luke but for me as well. In the eyes of the world, our actions could be misunderstood. People might think they’ve taken advantage of me, when the opposite is true; they’d probably call me a hussy, which might mean I’d never get another position as a nanny should I need one in the future. 
 
    I blow out a long, slow breath. I’m finding it hard to keep both parts of my life separate, to be honest. In the daytime, it’s easier; I can be professional, carry out my duties efficiently… despite the relentless ache between my thighs from the pounding Gabe and Luke have been giving my pussy every night, and my constant thoughts about what they’ll do to me next. It’s much harder when they step through the front door in the evenings; my heart does a funny stutter and I feel myself turning into a warm and gooey mess. I’m falling for them and it’s stupid; I’ll only end up getting hurt. Sooner or later, they’ll tire of me and want to go back to having sex just with each other.  
 
    When Sharon visited this week, she went on and on about how much Gabe and Luke love each other, how Gabe would proudly show off Luke as his partner at office Christmas parties, and how desperate they were to have kids. She said it’s a sign of how committed they are to each other that they wanted to become fathers. I still haven’t warmed to Sharon, and I don’t think she’s warmed to me either. She’s been better since Gabe talked to her, I’ll give her that; she no longer insists I leave her with the boys on their own. It’s weird, but I get the impression she’s trying to warn me off Gabe and Luke… which is strange as she doesn’t know they’re bisexual. What business is it of hers, anyway? 
 
    I love seeing them with the boys; they clearly adore them and the feeling is obviously mutual. Matty and Jack live for the time when Daddy and Papa get home from work. I’m in need of a break by then, so I go up to my room for an hour’s chilling… listening to my playlist, Facebooking… whatever. But, once the boys are in bed I go downstairs to eat with Luke and Gabe. The other day, I made shepherd’s pie again, giving it to the boys first and then heating it up later. Gabe and Luke practically licked their plates clean they enjoyed it so much. And then, up in their bedroom, they’d licked me. Just thinking about it now makes me feel tingly all over. 
 
    Tomorrow they’re taking Matty and Jack up to Northamptonshire to spend the long weekend at Gabe’s ancestral home. I’ve packed the boys’ clothes all ready for them. Apparently, Gabe’s father, an earl no less, has refused to see the boys until now and it’s quite a breakthrough that he’s asked them to visit. I sigh to myself; I’ll miss them. I could go home to Wales, I suppose. I meant to call Mam and make arrangements, but what with looking after the boys all day and having fun with their dads for half the night, I haven’t managed it. I’d have to take the train to Newport, and last-minute tickets cost an arm and a leg. Travelling by coach would be cheaper, except I suffer from terrible motion sickness in cars and buses. Argh! 
 
    I’ve left the door to my room open so I can hear Gabe and Luke when they’ve gone downstairs. The sound of their voices in the stairwell alerts me that it’s time to join them. I get up from my floor cushion, check in the mirror I’m looking presentable and then, with my tummy tickling and my heart fluttering, I make my way to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    DINNER OVER, we watch a couple of episodes of Blackadder… Luke and I laughing and Eleri letting out the occasional giggle; she’s too young to have seen the original series on TV, but seems to be enjoying it. Just having her between us on the sofa, breathing in her sweet scent, feeling her luscious curves brush against the hard planes of my body have made me hard… and Luke’s cock tenting his shorts shows he’s ready to mess too. 
 
    I get to my feet and hold out my hands to them both. “Time for bed.” 
 
    “Definitely,” Luke winks, the horny idiot. 
 
    Eleri smiles knowingly. She’s been incredible, such a delight. We can’t get enough of this girl, this lovely sweet girl. 
 
    Oreo, who’s been sleeping on the sofa opposite, lets out a yawn and stretches. He jumps to the floor as we leave the room and stalks downstairs for his nightly prowl. 
 
    “See you in a couple of minutes,” Eleri says in her lilting accent as she goes up to the loft.  
 
    It’s our routine. She uses her own bathroom while we use ours, and then she comes to us. Do I feel any shame? I’ve asked myself the question several times over the past few days and, to be perfectly honest, I don’t. It’s just a bit of fun… nothing more, nothing less. I can’t see us tiring of her anytime soon; there’s still too much for her to explore and for us to teach her. As Luke said the other day, we’re in a win-win situation. She’s learning about sex, and we’re experiencing the joys of teaching her. Far better this than her seeking the knowledge elsewhere with a random man she’s met on the internet. 
 
    I frown. A local policeman came and took her statement on Monday evening, and has kept us informed of developments. It seems that mongrel who drugged her used a fake ID and bought a pre-paid SIM card with cash when paying for his phone. Marcus is not his real name, of course. They’re checking CCTV images, but don’t hold out much hope of tracing him. I won’t think about Marcus anymore tonight; I don’t want my blood pressure to soar and I’d rather give my attention to Luke and Eleri. 
 
    She’s waiting on the bed as Luke and I step out of the bathroom; all three of us are as naked as the day we were born. Luke perches next to her, and reaches for her dainty little fingers. I stretch out on the other side, and he guides her hand to my toe. She stares into my eyes for a couple of seconds, her own shining with naughtiness, and a wicked grin teases her lips as her grip strengthens. “Good girl,” I groan. 
 
    Luke places his hand over hers and they work their fingers together, up and down my shaft. I grind my toe against Eleri’s palm until my balls ache. 
 
    “Am I doing it right?” she whispers, her gaze on mine again. 
 
    “Absolutely perfect,” I grunt. 
 
    “Gonna teach you how to give a blow-job, little girl,” Luke says with a twinkle in his eye. “Are you up for it?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, please.” Her voice is filled with a mixture of nerves and determination. 
 
    I tense my abs and steady myself. Luke bends, stretching his mouth wide and licking the head of my toe. My heartrate kicks up a notch as he brings his mouth down and sucks my shaft to the back of his throat. I stroke his hair, and he swallows, the action tugging at the tip of my cock. “Oh, yes, tiger… that’s so good.” 
 
    He comes off with a popping sound. “Your turn now, babe.” 
 
    She bends and slurps, tonguing my slit and sending a zing of pleasure through my toe to my balls. Her mouth is warm and wet, and she sucks until her cheeks are hollow. I need all my self-control not to explode right here and now. 
 
    “Well done, darling girl. You’re a natural.”  
 
    She pulls back, eyeing my saliva-coated cock and smiling. 
 
    Luke bends again, and their cheeks rub together as they lick up and down my shaft. They pull off and kiss each other before getting back to it. I tangle my hands in their hair, groaning and rocking my hips. My cock weeps pre-cum into their ravenous mouths. “Enough,” I rasp. “Or I’ll shoot my load before I’m ready.” 
 
    Eleri scoots up the bed and straddles me, her thighs squeezing my abs. She cups my face with her hands and kisses me; I can taste myself in her mouth. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful, sweetheart,” I breathe. “And you’re doing so well.” 
 
    “I’ll second that,” Luke chuckles, moving up the bed to the level of my shoulder and sucking her left belly into his mouth. 
 
    I reach down to finger her wet pussy lips. The nub of her clit is hard already and she releases a needy moan. “Mmm, that’s so nice.” 
 
    Luke keeps sucking on her breast, drawing as much of it as he can into his greedy mouth, making slurping sounds and then biting down on it. She arches her back and writhes her hips. “Oh goodness, that feels amazing.” 
 
    My toe is straining, craving the silky soft heat inside her. “Lie on your back, my sweet. We want to pleasure you.” 
 
    She does as I ask and I spread her legs wide, positioning myself between them, resting on my arms. I lick along the inside of her thigh, tickling and teasing her until she’s whimpering. 
 
    I enjoy the sight a moment longer, her glistening labia just an inch from my nose. “Your pussy is so beautiful, Eleri.” I breathe deeply, letting my warm breath excite her. Then I thrust with my tongue, lapping at her entrance and teasing my way to her clit. She tastes of sweet musk… absolutely delicious. I clamp my mouth tight onto her, taking her divine little nub between my lips. Her scent penetrates my senses, and my toe twitches. 
 
    “My turn now,” Luke grunts in my ear.  
 
    I move from between her legs and let him take over. My toe in my hand, I watch him plunge two fingers inside her. She lets out a gasp. He curls his hand forwards, searching for the right spot. She squirms on the bed as he works her, his thumb balling her clit. “We’re gonna stretch you open, Eleri. Get you ready for. Is that what you want?” 
 
    She moans her agreement.  
 
    I let go of my toe and place my thumb on her clit while Luke slides three fingers into her. Her legs tremble and her pussy sucks on his fingers like a hungry mouth. We set a rhythm, Luke’s strong steady movements all the way inside her, echoed by my thumb around her clit. She bucks against our hands, wheezing out a string of needy mewls. 
 
    “Idiot me, Gabe. Idiot me first. And then Luke, please,” she begs.  
 
    “It will be my pleasure,” I say. 
 
    “And mine, little minx,” Luke adds, pulling his fingers from her with a squelch.  
 
    He slides away from her and I inch up her body and slip my cock into her wetness. It’s snug in there, and so tight. “I’m going to fill you up, sweetheart. I’m going to forget you until you scream my name.” 
 
    She bites back a wanton moan. “Yes, Gabe. Yes.” She holds my gaze, and her body quivers.  
 
    I kiss her, deep and unrelentingly. From the corner of my eye I notice Luke tugging at his toe, pulling at his piercing, his gaze riveted on Eleri and me. “Idiot, you two are so hot,” he hisses.  
 
    I go back to what I was doing. “Lift your thighs to your stomach, Eleri. Tilt your hips so I can go deeper.” 
 
    She does as I ask, holding on to her knees with both hands.  
 
    “Perfect,” I grunt.  
 
    “Yeah, perfect,” Luke adds, working his toe.  
 
    I harass her hard and fast. She strains beneath me, and her head lifts from the bed and slams back down. I thrust. Out slow, fast in, deep and hard into her.  
 
    Suddenly I feel him, kneeling behind me. “Change of plan,” he chuckles, snaking one finger into my rear.  
 
    Eleri is staring over my shoulder at Luke. “I want you to do it. I want you to mess him.” 
 
    “Well, idiot me,” he says. “Never had one of us in the middle before.” 
 
    “I think it’s Eleri and me that are going to get messed,” I groan, feeling her pussy clenching around my shaft. 
 
    Luke rubs his cock along the crack of my rear and then he pushes it into me.  
 
    It feels incredible, as always… the fullness hitting my spot and pushing me to the brink. I twist my head from side to side as his toe throbs inside me and Eleri’s groin grabs at me. She claws at my shoulders. Oh, idiot. 
 
    My hands move to her breasts, squeezing and tweaking her bullet-hard nipples. She drops her head back, writhing against me, and it feels bloody incredible. 
 
    I fall onto her, my cock sliding deep, and I feel the tension in my arms as I grip the sheets. She strokes my hair, holds me to her before moving her hand between our bodies to rub at her clit. Luke pulls back and thrusts again, pushing me into her. Her groin clenches around my cock, bathing me in her sweet juices. 
 
    “Goodness, I’m almost there,” Luke pants, speeding up as I grind my rear back against him. “You feel so hot, with your rear wrapped around my cock.” 
 
    His thrusts are pushing me hard into Eleri. I graze my teeth down her throat. She groans at my touch, bucking against me for more. Oh, sweet Lord! I kiss her, my tongue probing deep, and then I slip my hand between us, pushing hers away to rub her clit myself.  
 
    Luke is thrusting faster into me now, drilling my rear and butting my cock into Eleri. She’s on the cusp; I can tell from the way she’s panting. Her body curls and cum floods out of her as her pussy muscles grip me and she cries out her climax. 
 
    Luke gives one final thrust and I feel him shoot his load into me. “Idiot,” he groans, and it tips me over the edge. My cock spasms and I kiss Eleri again, my moans filling her mouth while I shudder my release into her. 
 
    Luke pulls out of me and flops back on the bed, sweat beading his brow.  
 
    He breaks into a wide smile and lets out a chuckle. “That was the best idiot of my life. Brilliant.” 
 
    I roll onto him, holding his face in my hands and peppering kisses down his cheek. He opens his mouth and I devour it, my tongue seeking his, our lips rubbing together hard.  
 
    Eleri squirms into our embrace, a smile on her lips. She looks from me to Luke then back again. 
 
    “What is it, sweetheart?” 
 
    She giggles and her eyes are twinkling. “I’m just happy.” Goodness, she looks so beautiful. 
 
    “You look so beautiful tonight,” Luke says, stealing the words from my thoughts. 
 
    “She does,” I agree. 
 
    “Our little girl did good, didn’t she, Gabe?” 
 
    “She certainly did.” 
 
    “How will we manage without her this weekend?” he winks. And it’s there, in his eyes. He wants me to invite her along. 
 
    “Would you like to come to Northamptonshire with us, my sweet?” 
 
    Her smile gives me a warm, fuzzy feeling inside. “I’d love to.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    LUKE 
 
    HAVING AN ARISTOCRAT as my boyfriend has never been much of an issue. Yep, Gabe is a viscount and his father is Earl Grafton, but Gabe prefers not to use his title and he keeps under the radar of the media by focusing on work and living a quiet life. I’ve only ever visited Aldridge House once before, and that was when Gabe and I first got together. It’s a seventeenth century mansion standing proudly in about ten thousand acres of parkland. Gabe told me it costs hundreds of thousands of pounds a year to maintain. To fund its upkeep, the earl keeps having to sell off works of art that have been in the family for generations. There won’t be anything left for Gabe to inherit at this rate, not that he gives a idiot. I love Gabe for not being a pompous jerk like many from his background. There’s nothing self-entitled about him. 
 
    After leaving Oreo at the cattery we always use, we take the M1 motorway from London… Gabe driving and me riding shotgun. Eleri is in the back with the boys on each side of her in their car seats, singing a song about milk bottles standing on the wall… starting with one hundred of them and counting down. They’re having a blast, and Gabe and I join in occasionally. If one milk bottle should accidently fall, there’ll be ten milk bottles standing on the wall. Finally, we’re down to the last nine. I don’t wanna be a killjoy, but it’s getting a bit repetitive despite the gorgeousness of Eleri’s voice. 
 
    Silence, at last, until Matty pipes up. “Can we watch a video?” And then they’re singing along to The Jungle Book animated movie, the original one, and we’re joining in; the songs are catchy and were a part of our childhoods too. Oh, oobeedoo, I wanna be like you. I can’t help being increasingly drawn to this sweet girl who’s come into our lives like a breath of fresh air. And something tells me Gabe is too, although it might take some encouragement from me before he admits it. 
 
    Without warning, Eleri lets out a groan. “Oh goodness. I feel sick. Should’ve said I don’t travel well in the back of cars.” 
 
    “We’ll stop at the next services, sweetheart,” Gabe says, “and you can swap with Luke.” 
 
    “Is there any way you can pull over?” Her voice is strained. “I’m gonna throw up.”  
 
    Gabe checks his mirror and indicates to turn onto the hard shoulder. And not before time. She clambers out of the car, and I rush to hold her while she pukes up everything she had for breakfast. 
 
    “I’m sorry… I’m sorry… I’m sorry,” she repeats like a mantra. 
 
    “Hey, babe. Not your fault.” I wipe her vomit-splattered chin with a tissue. “You okay now?” 
 
    I settle her in the front with a bottle of water, and squash myself in the back between the boys. Thank idiot, we’re nearly there… 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE HOUSE, built in the form of a half-H, is at the end of a long driveway with manicured lawns and a park full of trees, very Downton Abbey. There ain’t any servants like in the TV series, though; it’s too expensive. The earl just employs a butler, a cook and a housekeeper… plus a team of gardeners to look after the grounds. 
 
    Gabe parks up at the front, in a kind of courtyard, opposite an oak door surrounded by four Corinthian pillars. “I’ll take the Audi round to the garages in the old stable block later,” he says. 
 
    We pile out of the car. I hold Matty’s hand and Gabe carries Jack, who’s just woken from a nap and is rubbing his eyes grumpily. Eleri trails behind, eyes wide in evident awe at her surroundings. 
 
    Mr Simmonds, the butler, comes down the short flight of steps at the entrance, and the earl is right behind him. Gabe’s father is in his mid-seventies, a tall man with silver hair and a florid complexion. Gabe says his dad enjoys wine to excess, but I’ve never seen him drink more than a couple of glasses the few times he’s visited us in London. “How was the drive?” Earl Grafton asks, referring to our journey. 
 
    “No hold-ups,” Gabe says, shaking his father’s hand. “For once they weren’t doing bloody road-works over a holiday weekend.” 
 
    The earl stares at Eleri, looking her up and down. “And who is this young lady?” 
 
    “Eleri, the boys’ nanny.” Gabe smiles. “We thought she could have the room next to the nursery so she’ll hear them if they call out during the night,” he gives the excuse we thought of as to why she’s with us. We’ve brought the child monitor, but Aldridge House doesn’t have WiFi so it might not work if the signal on our phones isn’t strong enough. Eleri’s assistance could, in fact, be vital. 
 
    Earl Grafton nods and, idiot me, Eleri bobs in a little curtsey, blushing prettily. 
 
    “Charming,” the earl says. “Now show me my grandsons.” 
 
    Gabe holds out the baby. “This is Jack, Father.”  
 
    Jack immediately lets out a wail of protest, squirming in Gabe’s arms. 
 
    “He’s hungry,” Eleri says as we step into the entrance hall. “It’s past the boys’ lunchtime.” 
 
    “Spoken like a true nanny,” the earl laughs. “Where’s Mrs Smith?” He glances around. “Ah, there she is,” he says, spotting his housekeeper. “Would you feed the boys and their nanny in the kitchen? I’ll take luncheon in the dining room with my son and his partner.” 
 
    I almost say, spoken like a true knob, but I bite my tongue. 
 
      
 
      
 
    AFTER LUNCH, during which the earl did indeed knock back several large glasses of red wine followed by two of port with the cheese course, Gabe and I make our way up to the nursery. “Father will sleep it off for half an hour or so,” Gabe says, shrugging. “I’d like to apologise to Eleri for being treated like a servant. I’ll have words with my father about that later. I hope she understands.” 
 
    “If I’d been her, I wouldn’t have liked it,” I grunt. “Maybe we shouldn’t have asked her along? I mean, the weekends are her time off…” 
 
    “She could have refused. But she seemed keen to be with us.” 
 
    “Like we are with her,” I say, smiling. “I’ve brought along those dildos I ordered online. And the butt-plugs. We could initiate her tonight.” 
 
    “Filthy bugger,” he smirks as we arrive at the top floor of the mansion. “Let’s play it by ear, alright? The decision will be Eleri’s... and hers alone.” 
 
    We find her sitting in an overstuffed armchair watching the boys play with Gabe’s old toys. Idiot, she looks sexy in her short denim skirt and tight pink tee. Matty is going demon-for-leather on a beautiful dappled-grey rocking horse with a flowing white mane. “Daddy, look at me,” he squeals, rocking frantically. 
 
    Jack is on the wooden floor playing with a toy garage, driving the Matchbox cars up and down the ramps and making vroom vroom sounds. 
 
    Gabe and I lower ourselves down next to him. 
 
    “I’d forgotten all about these,” Gabe laughs, picking up a toy truck. “Never imagined my old stuff would still be here.” 
 
    “It must have been amazing growing up in this place,” Eleri says, her eyes shining. “Even though it’s a bit big, dark and old.” 
 
    Gabe snorts out a laugh. “I had a pretty miserable childhood here, to tell you the truth. I wasn’t allowed to touch any of the works of art, or even speak that much. Boarding school was an escape for me, really.” 
 
    Her expression fills with concern. “What happened to your mother, if you don’t mind me asking?” 
 
    I try to send her the message with my eyes. Don’t go there. Gabe doesn’t like to talk about his mum. 
 
    “She left when I was five,” he says in a bleak voice, “and then she died.” 
 
    Eleri pushes herself off the armchair and kneels beside him. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “Frankly, I don’t remember much about her,” he shrugs. “Just the scent of her perfume and how beautiful she was.” 
 
    “Are there any photos?” she asks, placing her hand on his arm. 
 
    “Nope,” he says in a false-bright tone. “Father got rid of them after she ran off with a so-called friend of his.” He runs a hand through his hair. “I want to apologise for my father, by the way. He’s behind the times. I never had my meals with him when I was little. Nanny always fed me in the kitchen. Now that I think about it, I only ever saw him for a short time every day, even on the weekends.” 
 
    “How old were you when you went to boarding school?” she asks, a frown creasing her brow. 
 
    “I was eight. An all-boys preparatory school followed by Eton.” 
 
    Matty clambers off the rocking horse and flops down next to us. He reaches for one of the toy cars, eliciting a cry of protest from Jack. “Let’s go for a walk in the grounds,” I say. Time to distract the boys. “It’s a nice day and we can get some fresh air.” 
 
    “You two go,” Gabe says, pushing himself to his feet. “It will give me a chance to have a word with my father when he wakes up. And find out why the sudden change of heart about meeting Matty and Jack.” 
 
    “Fine by me,” I say, smirking to myself. I’ll have a quiet word with Eleri about possible plans for tonight.  
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    LUKE LEADS THE way to a small lake beyond the kitchen gardens. They’re called kitchen gardens due to the fact that’s where they grow fresh vegetables. I can’t get over the size of this place; it’s beyond anything I’d imagined. I’m way out of my depth here, even more so than in Kensington. There are thirty freaking bedrooms, albeit few with adjoining bathrooms, and there’s a ballroom for goodness sake. A ballroom! Apparently, they used to have what they called house parties, and they invited loads of people to stay for the weekend. I suppose that’s why they needed thirty bedrooms.  
 
    We sit on a stone bench and watch Matty digging with a stick in the sand by the edge of the water. Jack has fallen asleep in his stroller, thankfully; all the excitement had tired him out and was making him even more grumpy than he was earlier. 
 
    “I know what you’re thinking,” Luke says. “I found it daunting, too, on my first visit. Still do, to be honest. Hard to imagine a place belonging to one family for over five hundred years.” 
 
    “And such a place.” I twist my hands in my lap and stare at Luke, at his stunning green eyes and that firm jawline under his dark-blond stubble. “I feel bad for Gabe that he had an unhappy childhood.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Luke sighs. “I know what you mean. Hard to imagine what it must have been like to be an only child and not have your mum around. Gabe must have been so lonely. No wonder he enjoyed boarding school.” 
 
    “I’d have hated it.” And I would… I was a real home body until I went off to uni.  
 
    “He’s an awesome dad, though,” Luke says, dimpling. “One of the reasons he wanted a child was to give him or her the happy childhood he himself didn’t have.” 
 
    I lean in and touch my hand to Luke’s arm. “And you? What were your reasons, if you don’t mind telling?” 
 
    He glances at me, and his smile is easy. “I had the best time growing up and I wanted to start a family with my ex-girlfriend, but she wasn’t having any of that. Focused on her career and too selfish to give up her freedom to do what she wanted. Then I met Gabe and fell for him. When Sharon offered to be our surrogate, I leapt at the chance.” 
 
    “Why did she offer herself?” I ask. “Were she and Gabe close?” 
 
    “She just said she wanted to help us. And that she liked being pregnant. Her husband didn’t want them to have any more kids together.” 
 
    “Matty is yours, isn’t he?” I ask. 
 
    “Yep. And Jack is Gabe’s, of course. Looks just like him, doesn’t he? We’re both their dads, though, in all but biology.” 
 
    “And excellent ones.” I smile. “I love nannying for you.” 
 
    He squeezes my hand. “And we love having you as our nanny. Sorry the earl is being such a jerk. Gabe is putting him right and finding out what the deal is with him suddenly wanting to see the boys.”  
 
    I tuck a strand of loose hair behind my ear. “Strange he hasn’t wanted to see them until now. And even stranger he hardly took a glance before packing them off to the kitchen.” 
 
    Luke lets out a hollow laugh. “He’s clearly not a family kind of man.” He gazes across the lake. A flock of ducks is paddling towards the small beach where Matty is playing. Luke pulls out his phone and checks the time. “Before we go back to the house, there’s something I wanted to run by you.” 
 
    “Oh?” My heart skips a beat. 
 
    “Yeah,” he chuckles. “Remember that list you ticked?” 
 
    Here we go… My tummy lurches. 
 
    “Well, we were wondering if you’d let both of us in your pussy at the same time tonight? Our bedroom is just below the nursery and of course we’ll check if the child monitor works.” 
 
    I not only feel the heat of a fierce blush, but also a tingle between my legs. Will they fit? I’ve read online about double penetration, and it’s perfectly possible. After all, my hole is a muscle and it’ll stretch to fit round a baby’s head one day. But will it hurt? Eek! 
 
    “I’ve signed up for it,” I say with more certainty than I feel. “So, yeah. I’ll give it a go.” 
 
    “That’s my girl,” Luke grins a dirty grin and squeezes my hand again. “We’ll take it really slowly, I promise. Make sure you’re fully relaxed. And the onus will always be on you to put a stop to it if you’re not having fun.” 
 
    “Okay,” I agree. It’s like he’s just asked me if I’m up for trying a new sport. But what did I expect? Moonlight and roses? I’m not in a romantic relationship with Gabe and Luke, I remind myself. They’re teaching me about sex and I want to learn as much as I can. Enjoy this for what it is, Eleri. 
 
    There’s the sound of footsteps on the path behind, and Gabe approaches. “It’s all arranged,” he says. “I’ve told Father that we’ll give the boys their supper and baths, Luke. And Eleri will join us for dinner with him later.” 
 
    My mouth flaps open. “What about the child monitor?” 
 
    “I’ve set it up and it works fine on my phone.” 
 
    “Did you find out why your dad suddenly wanted to see the boys?” Luke asks. 
 
    Gabe takes hold of the handle of the baby stroller, and rocks it back and forth. He pauses, blows out a breath. “He’s been diagnosed with prostate cancer.” His mouth forms a straight line. “It’s metastasized to his bones, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “Oh goodness, I’m so sorry,” I whisper, my heart fluttering. 
 
    Luke grabs him around the shoulders and holds him in a firm embrace. “I’m sorry too.” 
 
    “Yes, well. So am I, of course.” 
 
    Matty has bounded up to us, and he wraps his arms around Gabe’s legs. “Papa! Look at the ducks!” 
 
    Gabe lifts him in his arms and plants a kiss on his cheek. “Time for supper, young man. And, if you’re good, tomorrow we’ll come back with some bread to feed them.” 
 
    I trail behind the little family as we walk towards the mansion, lost in thought. I wonder how long the earl has left. His passing could be a real game-changer for Gabe, Luke and the boys. Not that it’s any of my business. Except, I’m growing increasingly attached to them despite myself, and anything that affects them will affect me as well.


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    I HAVE A nice warm bath in the chipped enamel tub of the 1930s bathroom opposite my bedroom, then dry myself and step into my nineteen fifties pencil dress I had the foresight to pack. I can hear Gabe and Luke in the nursery, settling the boys. I check my appearance in the wonky old mirror leaning against the wall. All I need is a touch of mascara and my cherry red lipstick. I run a comb through my hair, step into my heels, and then totter into the room next door. 
 
    I stop and stare at my bosses. Gabe has been giving Jack his bottle, and the little fella has fallen asleep in his papa’s arms. Luke, sitting in an overstuffed armchair like the one in the nursery, has been reading a story to Matty, and his son has also nodded off. Both men smile at me and lift their fingers to their lips. They carry the boys to their beds, tuck them in, and switch on the child monitor they’ve managed to connect to their smart phones. My breath catches they look so hot in their swanky dress suits.  
 
    I follow them down two flights of stairs to a long, narrow living room. Earl Grafton is sitting by the ornate fireplace, a glass of what looks like whiskey in his hand. “Ah, there you are,” he says. 
 
    Mr Simmonds approaches with a silver tray. “Would you like a glass of sherry, Miss?” 
 
    I lift the drink to my lips and take a sip while looking around. The walls are covered with so many works of art it’s like a gallery in here. 
 
    “Take a seat, Eleri,” the earl says, patting the chair next to him.  
 
    I smile at Earl Grafton and he smiles at me. We clearly have no clue what to say to each other. The poor man is dying, I remind myself. Gabe warned me not to mention it, though. His father has the typical self-restraint of people from his background and hates talking about it, apparently. 
 
    Luke jumps into the silence and starts telling the earl about the film he’s been working on. Something to do with the war in Afghanistan. Gabe and I sit and listen; it’s clear Luke loves his work, and Earl Grafton knows quite a lot about the history of the region. Mr Simmonds announces that dinner is served, and we go through to the dining room. The earl sits at the head of the long table, with me on his right and Luke on his left. Gabe sits next to me, and, when I drop my hand, he gives it a squeeze. 
 
    During the meal, beef Wellington served with new potatoes and green beans, the earl tells Gabe he’s planning on selling off some of his land to a housing developer. “The cash will allow us to keep afloat a bit longer,” he says with a sigh. 
 
    “You really should consider opening to the public, Papa,” Gabe says. “You’d get tax concessions.” 
 
    “That’s something you’ll need to take on, my boy.” Earl Grafton knocks back half a glass of wine in one go. “When the time comes.” 
 
    I glance at Gabe and take in his concerned expression. He must have known the day would arrive when he’d inherit Aldridge House, but I guess he didn’t expect it to happen so soon.  
 
    Finally, we finish eating and the earl pushes back his chair. “Would you excuse me,” he says. “I’m suddenly feeling rather tired.” He reaches for a hand bell and rings it. Mr Simmonds appears immediately and helps him to his feet. 
 
    “Would you like me to come upstairs with you, Papa?” Gabe asks. 
 
    “Absolutely not, my boy. Mr Simmonds will see me to bed. We have our routine, don’t you know?” 
 
    Gabe’s expression morphs from worry to sadness as his father leaves the room. I lean into him and touch his arm. “You okay?” I ask. 
 
    He sighs. “I’ll be fine.”  
 
    “I know something that will lighten our mood,” Luke says, pushing back his chair and grinning at us. 
 
    Gabe laughs. “Dirty boy, but we love you for it.” 
 
    We love you. He’s joking, but he has no idea how close he is to the truth on my part.  
 
    Luke winks at me. “How about it, babe?” 
 
    I giggle nervously, so scared I could wet myself. Except there’s no way I’ll refuse. I want this. Definitely. Even if my heart is beating like a drum. “Your room or mine?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    THEY LEAD ME up to their bedroom and close the door. They’re standing there and they seem to be waiting for me to do something. They’re so freaking hot, the two of them… Luke lean, lanky and lust-inducing, Gabe built like a tank, ripped, and with every muscle defined.  
 
    Their hungry eyes are on me, licking every inch of me, and I can’t resist rolling back my shoulders and thrusting my tits forwards.  
 
    “Get undressed for us,” Luke says gruffly. 
 
    I reach behind to unzip my dress; it falls open at the front, exposing my bare breasts. I wriggle out of it, pull down my knickers and I’m naked before them. 
 
    “Perfect,” Luke says. “You’re the most perfect girl in the world, isn’t she, Gabe?” 
 
    “Absolute perfection,” he agrees. 
 
    Gabe’s words melt me, and my heart stutters. I climb onto the bed and kneel with my thighs spread wide.  
 
    They glance at each other, smiling wolfishly before unbuttoning their dress shirts to toss them to the side. It’s like they’re putting on a show specially for me as they drop their trousers, then their boxers. I lick my lips. Goodness, they’re divine.  
 
    I’ve fallen for them both, and it’s totally insane. They make me feel so… complete. I stare at their engorged cocks and swallow, hard. My entire body is stiff with nerves, yet, at the same time, I so need this. I wanna please them, give them what they want. I lift my eyes to theirs and smile. 
 
    They climb onto the bed and kneel in front of me. I reach for them, and run my hands down their rock-hard pecs and abs to caress their beautiful dicks. Luke’s Prince Albert piercing glints at the tip of his long, heavily-veined shaft. Gabe’s is just as long, but thicker. I try to wrap my hands around both cocks, and my fingers look so small as they struggle to encircle them.  
 
    I rub their dicks against each other, shaft to shaft; they groan and gyrate their hips, their cocks thrusting. Gah, they’re really big. I pump them hard, jacking them off with my hands, pushing their tips together, making solid strokes all the way up and down, mixing their pre-cum around the heads. My eyes are glued to them, and my breath hitches they’re so gorgeous.  
 
    “That feels nice,” Luke says, releasing a groan. 
 
    “Lie down, Eleri.” Gabe touches my arm. “Stretch out on your back.” 
 
    I gulp. Is this it? Will I take two cocks inside me now? My pussy is buzzing with need, but my tummy is tight with nerves. Oh goodness, what have I let myself in for? A shiver passes through me and my hands shake. 
 
    Gabe takes my trembling fingers in his, and raises them to his lips. “I want you to relax, darling girl.” His voice vibrates through me. “Remember we won’t do anything you don’t want us to do.” 
 
    “Yes,” Luke adds, smiling. “But, I think you’re gonna enjoy this a lot more than you can possibly imagine. Let yourself go, babe. Give in to the pleasure. You won’t regret it… and neither will we.” 
 
    Their words warm my heart and I take in a long slow breath. “Let’s do it then.” 
 
    “That’s our girl,” Gabe says. “Open up for us now.” 
 
    I place my hands on my knees and ease them apart, spreading my thighs wide. 
 
    “Beautiful,” Luke says, and his tone is filled with approval. “You have the most divine pussy.” 
 
    He kneels by my side and runs his hands up my body. “So adorable, so tempting,” he breathes. He presses his lips to mine, and it feels wonderful to wrap my arms around his shoulders and open my mouth to his questing tongue. 
 
    The mattress dips under Gabe’s weight as he lies on the other side of me. He palms my belly, kneading and squeezing before tugging and pinching at my nipples. I let out a deep moan. He hooks his leg over mine, and I feel his cock nudge against my hip, hot and heavy. “Your breasts are stunning, sweetheart.” 
 
    Luke stops kissing me. “Your turn, loverboy,” he says. 
 
    I wait for Gabe to claim me, parting my lips for him. His tongue delves deep into my mouth, taking possession, and I writhe against him, whimpering. 
 
    “I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again. You two are so hot together,” Luke groans. He shuffles down the bed and licks at my nipple. 
 
    I mewl into Gabe’s mouth while Luke works my belly; he sucks on my nipple, his tongue circling, making me rock my body with desire.  
 
    Gabe breaks the kiss. “Feeling more relaxed now, my sweet?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I whisper. And I do. The butterflies have fled from my tummy, to be replaced by pure lust. My entire body is crying out to be messed, my pussy flooding, my clit throbbing.  
 
    Luke is still suckling at my right breast, slurping like a greedy baby. I moan as a hot line of pleasure zings down to my core. He bites hard, and I yelp. I tangle my hands in his hair, and his rough stubble scratches my soft skin. It feels amazing, though, and I can’t get enough of it. I grip the sheets and thrust my breast upwards, smiling as Gabe lowers his lips to my left belly. Two hot mouths are pleasuring me now and it’s beyond amazing... it’s freaking electrifying.  
 
    Their hands trail down to slip between my legs. I feel a thumb rubbing at my clit. Two fingers slip inside me… then three, rubbing and delving for my spot. All the while their hot mouths are sucking at my breasts, driving me wild. I can feel both their hands in my pussy, they’re stretching me wide as they pump in and out of me. I buck against them, the tingles building, my toes curling. The ache inside me is growing and I feel like I’m going to explode. 
 
    Gabe pulls off my belly with a slurp and shuffles down the bed, his fingers still inside me. His tongue licks at my clit, and I let out a sharp hiss. 
 
    Luke stops suckling my breast and claims my mouth, biting my lips and making me moan. “You’re amazing,” he says, breaking the kiss. “An absolute natural.” 
 
    I arch my back, and grind my pussy against those fingers still inside me. They’re stroking me into a frenzy of need. I want their dicks. I want both cocks. I want to be messed by two men at the same time. Oh, sweet Goodness. 
 
    Gabe laps at my clit, and I jerk and buck and mewl like crazy. Both his and Luke’s knuckles are rubbing against my opening, their fingers deep inside me. “I’m gonna come,” I whimper. 
 
    “Climax for us,” Luke says. In a heartbeat, I explode with a force that takes my breath, shuddering and gasping while Gabe is still licking at my clit. 
 
    He lifts himself off me and scoots up the bed. I stare at him, at my cum on his chin. He smirks and lowers his mouth to mine. Our tongues tangle and I taste myself, my muskiness. Eek, this is so erotic, and I love how it makes me feel. To think I was a virgin only a week ago; it’s like I’m living the biggest fantasy of my life. 
 
    “Gonna forget you now,” Luke chuckles. He moves down and lies between my thighs, his tongue flicking my nub. He reaches around me to grab hold of my asscheeks and pull my pussy to his mouth. His stubble is sandpaper rough against my soft skin, but it feels amazing.  
 
    His fingers dig into the flesh of my rear. After the orgasm I’ve just had, I thought I was done. But no, I’m throbbing again, desperate for cock. I arch my back and grind against him. “Idiot me, please, Luke.” 
 
    “You heard our girl,” Gabe grunts, kneeling to the left of me. “Drill her hard and open her up.” 
 
    Gabe slips one knee under my head so that his cock is right next to my face. He grips my hand in his and works it up and down the thickness of his shaft. “That’s perfect,” he groans. “You’re becoming an expert.” 
 
    “I’m going in now, babe,” Luke grunts. He spreads my thighs and kneels between them, sliding his tip against my clit; his piercing rubs me just right. I gasp as he thrusts once, and then again and again, over and over. Oh, yes, oh, yes, it feels incredible, his hardness slapping against my pussy and his divine toe drilling deep.  
 
    Gabe meets my eye. “Open your mouth for me, darling.” He angles his body and nudges his cock against my lips. I do as he asks, sucking at the broad tip. “That’s my girl,” he moans, pushing more of his thickness against my tongue, and then thrusting until his tip touches the back of my throat. I can’t believe this is happening; the whole situation is surreal. I have one cock tickling my tonsils and other battering at my cervix. 
 
    My heart pounds as my pussy is pounded. I can barely breathe. Luke is spearing into me, and I feel my groin clench around him. I let out a shriek around Gabe’s cock, but Luke drills me faster, each stroke ripping a gasp from me. My belly bounce as he idiots into me, his cock filling me, pulling out, filling me again, slamming deep and withdrawing in a frenzied rhythm. 
 
    “You like it?” he grunts. 
 
    I can only nod. I love it. I freaking love it. 
 
    Gabe withdraws completely from my mouth, long enough for me to take a gasping breath. Then he thrusts again and I’m stretched full of him. He plunges faster and more deeply, panting loudly. With each flurry of thrusts his toe sinks deeper, filling and stretching me.  
 
    “You’re doing really well,” he moans. “I’m nearly there.” There’s a twitch from his cock followed by a long spurt as he fills my throat with his thick creamy cum; I swallow every drop. He pulls out and kisses me, tasting himself in my mouth. “Good girl.” 
 
    Luke is still thrusting into me, his hips pounding madly. “Gonna come now,” he groans. I feel his hot seed flooding into me; I lift my rear from the bed, my pussy clamped tight around his cock, and I’m proud of myself for giving him such pleasure. 
 
    All three of us are panting, and we’re slippery with sweat. Luke falls onto me, peppering kisses up my neck, jaw, and into my mouth. And then Gabe is kissing me too and the three of us are kissing each other, our bodies twisting, coiling together. They tell me how perfect I am, how they’re never been with anyone like me, and my heart flutters with happiness. 
 
    “We’ve got to keep going, my darling,” Gabe says. “Get your pussy even more relaxed and wide for us.” 
 
    The thought of there being more to come is both thrilling and terrifying at the same time. Luke reaches into the bedside table drawer and extracts a tube. “This is lubrication, babe. We need to stretch you some more so it won’t hurt when you take both of us.” 
 
    I gulp, but give them what I hope is a confident smile.  
 
    Luke squeezes the lube into his hand and rubs it in and around my pussy; it makes wet squelchy sounds and my cheeks burn with embarrassment.  
 
    Gabe pulls something else from the drawer, and holds it up for me to inspect. My stomach lurches… it’s a freaking dildo, black and shiny and huge.  
 
    “Alright?” he asks. 
 
    “Yes, oh yes,” I respond despite my nerves. I want this. I’ve been wanting it for days. And they want it too. 
 
    “Good girl,” Luke says. 
 
    His fingers stroke my opening while Gabe inserts the toy. He works it in deeper. Ouch! I let out a sharp hiss. 
 
    “Help me, sweetheart. Push!” 
 
    Push?  
 
    It stings, it freaking stings, but I bite my lip and push onto the dildo. There’s a sudden sucking sensation.  
 
    “Excellent,” Gabe says, turning the toy slowly. The punishing pain is turning into pleasure. Pure intoxicating pleasure. And I’m groaning and moaning and flooding with wetness. 
 
    “You are bloody incredible,” Gabe says. 
 
    “Oh goodness,” is all I can reply. 
 
    “Deeper now,” Luke says, placing his hand on top of Gabe’s. 
 
    Together, they push the dildo even deeper and hot sparks spread from my clit to my breasts and back again, my pussy clamping at the toy as they move it up and down.  
 
    “Nice?” Gabe asks. 
 
    “Freaking awesome,” I manage amid panting breaths. 
 
    Luke smiles his wolfish smile. “Faster now. Harass the dildo, babe.” 
 
    I lift my hips from the bed and circle and thrust, and they hold the toy firmly against me. Then they idiot me with it, adding more lube so I’m sopping. I’m getting looser by the second, filled with this monster of a fake cock, my pussy sucking on it.  
 
    “Idiot me,” I squeal. “Both of you, I want both of you.” 
 
    Luke laughs a dirty laugh. “Naughty girl! Calling the shots now, are you?” 
 
    “Sorry,” I breathe. 
 
    “Only joking, love,” he says, his green eyes twinkling. “Do you think she’s ready, loverboy?”  
 
    “Only one way of finding out,” Gabe says, pulling the dildo out with a squelch.  
 
    I prop myself up on my elbows. Gabe’s eyes meet mine briefly, burning with desire and something more, something that makes my heart flutter in my chest. Luke is stroking his lovely long toe, tugging at the piercing. He catches my gaze and smirks. 
 
    “Right, darling girl, we’ll take this slowly,” Gabe says, stretching out on the bed so that his legs dangle off the edge. “I want you to get on top of me, face me and ride my cock. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
    “Yes. Oh, yes.” I can do it, alright. My pussy is empty and wants to be filled. Filled with Gabe. Filled with Luke. And then messed. 
 
    Straddling his hips, I lower myself onto him and his cock feels so good inside me… so freaking good as he lifts his rear off the bed and pushes himself up to the hilt. 
 
    “Divine,” he grunts. “You feel absolutely divine with your hot little pussy wrapped around my cock.” 
 
    “Mind if I join you?” Luck snickers. I sense him behind us, and his warm breath tickles my shoulders. “Bend down so that I can take you doggy-style.” 
 
    I fall forwards, my rear in the air, my bullet-hard nipples brushing Gabe’s chest.  
 
    Luke caresses my back, resting his hands on my hips as he lifts and pushes me up and down on Gabe. “Do you like that, little girl?” 
 
    “It’s amazing,” I breathe.  
 
    Gabe closes his eyes, squeezes my belly, and then holds onto my arms.  “You’re beautiful, Eleri. And the way you give yourself to us is beautiful. Thank you.”  
 
    I want to reply, you’re welcome, but that would sound freaking lame. 
 
    I can feel Luke’s cock nudging at my pussy from behind. “Be prepared for a little pain,” he grunts. “It won’t hurt for long.” 
 
    How does he know? 
 
    It stings like a jerk. I squirm and let out a yelp as Luke slides his big cock on top of Gabe’s and pushes it into my hole. Two cocks inside me. Two cocks stretching me. I wince and bite my lip to stop myself from crying out.  
 
    Gabe’s deep ocean-blue eyes burn into mine. “Do you want us to stop?” 
 
    “Don’t stop! Please don’t stop.” I take in a breath. “It doesn’t hurt,” I lie. 
 
    Luke pushes deeper, and I gasp.  
 
    “Alright?” he asks. 
 
    “Yes, yes. Fine.” And it is. I’ve stretched to accommodate them, and the pain is morphing into the most incredible sensation of fullness. And pleasure. Pure powerful pleasure. I bend and kiss Gabe on the lips, and he kisses me back. 
 
    “Goodness, Eleri,” Luke moans. “Loverboy’s cock rubbing mine inside your gorgeous pussy is the best. I’m just loving it.” 
 
    And so am I, I want to say, but I can’t; my mouth is still full of Gabe. He’s kissing me, his tongue claiming mine; he puts his arms around me and holds me close. 
 
    Luke angles himself so that he’s half-kneeling, half-standing, I see from the corner of my eye; he’s thrusting hard and deep. He strokes Gabe’s muscular thighs and then caresses my soft ones; a quiver of need goes through me. 
 
    Gabe breaks the kiss, and he and Luke settle into an unhurried, steady rhythm. I squeal and mewl like there’s no tomorrow it feels so incredible. I’m on the brink already, they’ve found my g-spot between them, right at my centre, pressing on it, making glorious tingles spark right through me. “Oh goodness, I’m gonna come!” 
 
    “Do it,” Luke commands and I do. The release is like nothing I’ve experienced; it’s freaking huge, spiralling up from my pussy and rocking through my core in continuous waves. 
 
    “Fill her up, loverboy,” Luke grunts. “Fill her with your cum. I’m about to explode.” 
 
    Their cocks spasm inside me, and I feel so happy as I gaze deep into Gabe’s eyes. I just love how he looks as he comes… as he lets go and enjoys the moment. 
 
    Gabe exhales slowly, caressing my hair with his fingers. “That was incredible.” 
 
    Luke pulls out and slaps my rear. “Amazing.” 
 
    I roll off Gabe onto the bed. I feel empty, and squishy, and sore. Gabe fetches a cloth from the bathroom and wipes me down. “Just let me check you’re not bleeding” he says, parting my thighs and inspecting my pussy. 
 
    My heart practically beats out of my chest. “Am I ok?” 
 
    “You’re fine,” he says, kissing me on the lips. “I could run you a nice warm bath, if you like.” 
 
    “I’ll have one in the morning. While you give the boys their breakfast.” 
 
    Gabe kisses me behind the ear, his lips warm. He nuzzles my neck. “Tomorrow I’ll take you on a guided tour of the house. We’ll have lunch with Papa then head back to London. On Monday, I want you to take the day off.” 
 
    I’m about to protest and say I’d like to spend all my time with him, Luke and the boys. I stop myself before the words spill from my silly mouth. I’m their nanny, I remind myself. They’re just having fun initiating me in sex. And I’m freaking loving it. I’ve got to stop this idiotic insta-love before my stupid heart gets broken. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    DAWN LIGHT FILTERS between the half-closed floor-to-ceiling drapes. Luke is spooned around my back, his warm breath tickling my shoulders. Eleri is facing me, her beautiful face relaxed in sleep, her long dark eyelashes fanning her soft cheeks. Goodness, she’s lovely… the loveliest, sweetest, sexiest girl. My morning hard-on strains against her thigh, and she shifts her position slightly. She was incredible last night; she’s coming along beautifully in her sexual initiation. I can’t stop myself from wondering where this is all going to lead, however. What will happen when she decides she’s had enough? She’ll want her own boyfriend one day, surely? The realisation gives me a sharp pain in the chest. How will we manage without her? 
 
    She stirs again and opens her eyes, her smile slow and relaxed. Good, she’s not having regrets. “Hey,” she whispers. 
 
    “Morning, sweetheart. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Like I wouldn’t mind that nice warm bath you offered last night,” she says with a wince. 
 
    “Sore?” 
 
    “Just a bit,” she says softly. “Well, more than a bit, to be honest. I feel like I imagine it must feel to have just given birth.” 
 
    I stroke her cheek, breathe in her divine scent. She’ll have children, one day, I suppose. The thought makes my stomach churn. Another man’s children. Idiot! 
 
    “You were wonderful last night, Eleri.” 
 
    Her eyes shine. “Really?” There’s pride in her voice. 
 
    “Yes. Really.” I kiss her on the forehead. “I’ll go and run you that bath.” 
 
    I slip out of the bed and make my way to the door, Eleri behind me. there’s a large old-fashioned tub in the bathroom opposite. The plumbing at Aldridge is state of the arc instead of art; the pipes shake when I turn on the hot water tap. But the cast-iron tub with porcelain interior and claw feet, probably over a hundred years old, is almost certainly a collector’s item.  
 
    I take my morning leak, and Eleri does the same after me. We’re familiar enough with each other’s bodily functions for it not to cause embarrassment.  
 
    There’s a sound from the corridor and we both jump. Luke comes through the door. “Mind if I join you? I’ve brought the phone to hear the child monitor.”  
 
    “I’m running Eleri a bath,” I say. 
 
    “Goodness, it’s huge,” he laughs, staring at it. “Room for three?” 
 
    “But no sex,” I growl. “Our darling girl is a tad sore.” 
 
    He places his phone on the window ledge and holds up his hands. “What do you take me for? A sadist?” 
 
    “No, but you’re a dirty bugger when you want to be.” I pull him against me to give him a wet slobbery kiss on the side of his face, loving the feel of his scratchy stubble against my lips. The contrast with Eleri’s softness is… perfect and, it occurs to me, so bloody right. Is it selfish to hope she’ll stay with us long-term? And how would Luke feel about that? 
 
    He pisses into the toilet bowl while I test the water temperature in the bath, Eleri switching her gaze from me to him and back to me again, her eyes shining with warmth. Does she feel it too? This… rightness? Luke seems oblivious to it. He’s just going with the flow, and I must behave like him or I’ll risk our relationship. I love him and the boys too much to even consider doing that. But Eleri, there’s something about her, her sweet nature, that makes me think she’s trustworthy. Not the kind of woman who’d run off like my mother did, and then die in a car crash in Monte Carlo. Eleri is just so wonderfully Eleri. What you see is what you get. 
 
    I hold out my hand to her, and she takes it while stepping over the rim of the tub. The hot water presses against her legs; she lowers herself and lets out a hiss. 
 
    I stare straight into her eyes. “Does it sting?” 
 
    She nods. “Only a little.” 
 
    “Budge over,” Luke says, stepping into the bath behind her. Trust him to pick the end without the taps. He stretches out his legs and gently leans her back against his chest, lifting her hair from the nape of her neck and giving her a kiss. “Feeling better now?” he asks. 
 
    “Yes, thanks.”  
 
    I step in on the other side of her and draw up my knees. There’s not much room at my end, so I drape my arms across the rim of the tub. 
 
    She reaches for the soap and rubs it over her long arms and shapely breasts. Then she washes between her legs, wincing again. “Here you go,” she says, passing it to me. 
 
    I’ve just finished washing when Luke’s phone echoes with a shout, “Daddy, Papa! We’re awake and we want our breakfast!!” 
 
    “I’ll go,” I say resignedly, pushing myself up to standing position. “Have a nice, relaxing soak, sweetheart.” I glance at Luke. “I’ll meet you in the nursery, tiger. Be good!” I step out of the bath and grab a towel before rushing into our bedroom to change.  
 
      
 
      
 
    AN HOUR LATER, I’m looking for Eleri, but I can’t find her anywhere. She’s not in her room, not in the kitchen, not in the nursery. Luke has taken the boys out for a walk to enable me to show her around, but she’s bloody disappeared. Where is she? 
 
    I push open the door to Papa’s study. Blow me, she’s there with him, their heads bent together over what looks like an old document spread on his desk. 
 
    “See here,” he’s pointing. “In 1508 my ancestor, John Grafton, purchased the Aldridge estate with the funds generated from the family’s sheep-rearing business.”  
 
    I go up to them. “The current house dates from 1688.” 
 
    “Wow,” she says. “That’s amazing. I never realised it was so old.” 
 
    “Yes, indeed, my dear,” Papa interjects. “It was originally a classically-built red brick Tudor building, but in the late eighteenth century one of my ancestors modernised it according to the fashion of the times by adding external wall tiles.” 
 
    “It’s a beautiful house.” She looks up, her eyes shining. “I can’t wait to see the works of art.” 
 
    It touches me beyond measure that Papa is treating Eleri so kindly. It’s a side to him I’ve rarely seen. She seems to have had the effect of breaking through the wall of gruffness he’d built around himself after Mama left... a wall that has kept me shut out for so many years. 
 
    “Will you show Eleri the picture gallery, my boy?” he suggests with an apologetic smile. “It would be too tiring for me.” 
 
    I release a breath; he’s tough, my father, but he knows his limitations. He told me the doctors believe he could go on for another couple of years. I hope that will be the case; it will allow Luke and me time to adapt to the upcoming change in our lives. We haven’t had the chance to talk about it yet; I’ll need to get him on his own and discuss it when we return to London. 
 
    The gallery is on the first floor of the west wing, stretching for over a hundred feet and clad in the original Tudor oak panelling. “We used to have a Rubens painting in here, but my father had to sell it,” I say to Eleri as we step into the room. 
 
    Her eyes widen at the sight of the portraits of kings and noblemen, set in gilded frames, lining the walls. “Oh, my goodness. This is amazing. I studied art at school and it was one of my favourite subjects.” 
 
    I take her hand. “Did you study music, ever?” 
 
    “Only up to when I was sixteen, as part of my GCSEs.” 
 
    “Your voice. It’s extraordinary.”  
 
    “I did specialise in singing. My teacher thought I should take it further, but I was too shy to perform.” 
 
    An idea comes to me, and I blurt it out. “Would you like lessons? I mean, Matty will be starting kindergarten next month so you’ll only have Jack to look after until mid-afternoon.” I smile. “I’d love to arrange for a tutor to coach you.” 
 
    “But, why?” She looks confused. “I don’t mean to sound ungrateful, but what use would that be?” 
 
    I squeeze her hand. “You are no longer the shy girl who started working for us, Eleri. You’re a woman in every sense of the word. I’d like to give you this opportunity. It might not lead anywhere, mind you. But there’s a chance that it could take your life in a new direction. If that’s what you want.” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” she creases her brows. “I’m happy being a nanny. I love it in fact.” 
 
    “And you’re brilliant at it. But it wouldn’t hurt to have another string to your bow, perhaps?” 
 
    “Since you put it like that,” she smiles her lovely smile. “Can I think about it?”  
 
    I lean into her, taking her elbow. She stares up at me wide-eyed, lips parted, and it’s clear she wants me to kiss her. Part of me wants that too, but I stop myself. I won’t without Luke in the mix. “Let’s go and find the rest of the family,” I say. “We’ll have an early lunch before setting off for home.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    I’M UPSTAIRS WITH the boys in their playroom, waiting for Sharon to arrive for her weekly visit. The butt-plug Luke and Gabe inserted this morning is making me feel so full. I’ve been ‘progressing’ through the different sizes this past week since we got back from Northamptonshire. Every morning, after I’ve gone to the toilet and we’ve showered together, they fill my jerk with lube and slowly insert the next size. And, at night, we’ve been using our mouths on each other until we climax and the fullness inside me has been amazing. They haven’t messed me once with their cocks since they took my pussy together. I’ve been tender and achy until now, so we’ve focused on getting me ready for a different combination. My belly tingle as I think about it; I’m no longer sore and tonight will be the night. 
 
    I’ve considered Gabe’s offer of voice coaching, and I’ve accepted it. As he said, having another skill will provide me with something to fall back on if needed. It pains me to think the day might come when I won’t be a nanny, especially if I won’t be working for him and Luke. But I need to be the strong, independent woman I want to be, proactive not passive. I remember my disastrous date with ‘Marcus’ and give a shudder. With Gabe and Luke, I’ve learnt to show men that I have a brain and a heart as well as a body. I refuse to be a victim to a man’s penis ever again. The sex my two hot bosses are teaching me has given me the confidence to realize I deserve better. 
 
    The doorbell sounds and I get to my feet from the armchair where I’ve been sitting watching the boys play. “Sharon is here, my loves. Let’s go downstairs.” 
 
    Matty and Jack scramble for the door, squealing with excitement. Their biological mother has started bringing them chocolate bars. I wish she wouldn’t, as it spoils their lunch, but at least it means they’re happy to see her each time. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “DID YOU HAVE a nice holiday weekend?” Sharon asks, stirring sugar into her coffee while the boys gorge themselves on candy.  
 
    “Gabe and Luke took me to Aldridge House with them,” I come right out and say it.  
 
    Her mouth flaps open. “What?!” 
 
    “It was amazing. Such a beautiful place 
 
    “Well, I hope they paid you overtime,” she huffs. 
 
    I clench my pussy muscles and smirk. “Oh, I was well compensated.” I squirm in my seat and feel the fullness of the butt-plug. “Hope you had a nice time with your husband and daughters.” 
 
    “Yes, very nice,” she frowns. “I don’t get it, though. Why should Gabe want you along? He’s supposed to be a hands-on dad…” 
 
    Gah, I’ve put my foot in it. Just when I’d convinced myself that I was acting like a strong, independent woman, I’ve behaved like a silly little girl bragging about something she shouldn’t have bragged about. I can’t even spill the beans and tell her about Gabe’s dad. “I guess they thought I’d be lonely on my own in London,” I say. 
 
    Sharon purses her lips. “What about your own family? I’d have thought they’d have welcomed you home with open arms.” 
 
    I want to tell her it’s none of her business, but I don’t of course. “Mam had the flu,” I lie. “I didn’t wanna catch it off her and give it to the boys.” 
 
    Sharon’s face softens at the mention of Matty and Jack. “Look at them,” she beams. “Aren’t they adorable?” 
 
    I stare at them. They don’t look exactly adorable. Both faces are covered in sticky chocolate, and they’ve rubbed their grubby hands on what were clean clothes this morning. I’ll have to change them when she leaves, and I only just did their laundry yesterday. It’s strange how Sharon hardly talks, plays or relates to them. All her attention is focused on me. “Matty will be starting kindergarten the week after next,” I say to change the subject. “He’s so excited about it.” 
 
    “I’ll try and alter the time of my visits.” She creases her brows. “During the holidays my sister keeps an eye on the girls when I come here. I expect she’ll have them after school once a week so I can still see both my boys.” 
 
    “Or you could come on the weekend,” I suggest hopefully. Gabe and Luke could then ‘look after’ her. 
 
    “Oh, no, I couldn’t do that,” she says, clutching her hands together. “My husband wouldn’t like it.” 
 
    I’m about to ask her what her husband thought of her becoming a surrogate. The question is on the tip of my tongue. Except, Sharon puts down her coffee cup and checks her watch. “Goodness, is that the time? I have a dentist appointment and need to get going.” She pecks both boys on their chocolate covered cheeks. “See you next week, Eleri.” And, without a backwards glance, she leaves the kitchen and makes her way to the front door. 
 
    I fetch a damp cloth and wipe the boys’ faces and hands; I’ll change them before their dads get home. Something about Sharon still doesn’t add up. And that ‘something’ involves her husband, I’m sure. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    LUKE 
 
    MY FAVOURITE PART of travelling home from work is when I cycle along the edge of Hyde Park before entering Kensington High Street. It’s chilly this evening, but I’m warm from the exercise. This section of the journey is the safest as I’m on a designated path and don’t have to watch out for traffic; I let my thoughts wander.  
 
    When we got back from Aldridge last week, Gabe and I talked for hours. The long and short of it is we’ll move to Northamptonshire when the time comes. We both knew it would happen one day, but the fact that it will be sooner than we’d planned is a shock to us both.  
 
    At least I’ll be able to carry on with my career; I’ll work from home and will only need to come to London once or twice a week. But there’s no way Gabe will be able to continue practising as a lawyer... not with the estate to run. He’s already buzzing with ideas about how to generate more income for Aldridge, though. Opening to the public will be a start, and he’s considering holding music and literary festivals. I’ll help him with those, and we’ll start the ball rolling asap… the organization will take time, most likely more than we’ve got. 
 
    The upside is Aldridge will be an awesome place for the boys to grow up in, away from the smog of London, and we’ll look into finding good schools for them locally. As for Eleri, I hope she’ll agree to move with us... that’s if she’s still around. The thought she might not be hits me like a punch in the guts. The girl is amazing, she’s become like one of the family; but she’ll probably want her own family one day. It would kill me if that were to happen. 
 
    Gabe is hooked on her, just as much as I am, which is perfect. What we have with Eleri is perfect… the most fun ever, and I want it to last. She’s means so much more than sex. I used to think the love Gabe and I have for each other couldn’t be improved upon. But, now Eleri is with us, I love Gabe even more than before. It’s the biggest mind idiot of all. 
 
    I smile to myself as I piston my legs and cycle fast. The thought of her is making me hard, and not comfortably so given that I’m cycling. Tonight, I’ll take her sweet little virgin rear like Gabe took her pussy only a few weeks ago; she’s ready for it and I can’t wait. She was so tight when I started her on the butt-plugs, but now her hole has loosened up and it’s begging for cock. My cock.  
 
      
 
      
 
    IT’S MY TURN to cook dinner tonight, and I prepare spag bol while Gabe makes a salad. Eleri comes into the kitchen just as I put the pasta on to boil. She bends to stroke Oreo; he winds his way around her legs, purring loudly. Even the cat is crazy about her. On Sunday, he was pissed at Gabe and me for putting him into the cattery, ignoring us when we brought him home, but that wasn’t the case with Eleri… he jumped straight into her arms when we let him out of his carrier. 
 
    “Have you forgiven your daddies for abandoning you in London last weekend, yet?” She picks him up and cuddles him, and he stares at her like she’s a goddess, even butting his head against her gorgeous breasts, the little idiot. She puts him down and he stalks across the room to the cat-flap, pushing it open with a paw, swishing his tail and going out into the garden. 
 
    I give the pasta sauce a stir, then go up to Eleri and kiss her, wrapping my arm around her slender waist. “Mmm, you smell delish. New perfume?” 
 
    “I got it this afternoon on my way back from Rosie’s,” she says. And there’s such confidence in her tone I can’t help feeling proud of her. Only a short time ago, she’d have gone bright red at the compliment. 
 
    Gabe comes up and loops his arms around us both, breathing us in. “Mmm. You’re both good enough to eat.” He lets out a laugh. “Real food first, though, my stomach is growling.” 
 
    Eleri helps drain the spaghetti while Gabe uncorks a bottle of Chianti. I pour the sauce over the pasta, toss it, and take the bowl to the table. 
 
    We eat until our plates are empty, sipping from our wine glasses, comfortably at ease with each other. Gabe tells us about his day at work, and I tell them about mine. Eleri then recounts how she spent the afternoon with her nanny friend while the kids were on a playdate. I suddenly remember it was Sharon’s morning, and I ask her how that went. 
 
    “She didn’t stay long as she had a dentist appointment,” Eleri says, shrugging. 
 
    Gabe shoots her a look. “I hope she behaved herself.” 
 
    “She was fine,” Eleri smiles. She pauses for a heartbeat. “What did her husband think of her becoming a surrogate, if you don’t mind me asking?”  
 
    “He was great about it,” Gabe says, “agreeing to her having our kids not just the once, but twice.” 
 
    “It was weird,” Eleri says. “Sharon said he wouldn’t like it if she visited the boys on the weekends.” 
 
    “Oh? How did that come up?” I ask. 
 
    She releases a sigh. “We were talking about her changing over to afternoon visits when Matty starts pre-school.” 
 
    “He probably wants her to spend the time with her own family.” Gabe holds Eleri’s gaze. “I wouldn’t read too much into it.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I say, pushing back my chair. “Best take Sharon at face value. That’s what we do.” 
 
    I catch Gabe’s eye. We smirk at each other, and then stare at the bulges between our legs. There’s no need for us to say anything, we know each other so well. I go up to Eleri and take her hand. It trembles slightly in mine as I lead her up the stairs. “No need to be scared, little girl. We’ll take really good care of you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    WE STAND AND face each other in the master bedroom. Luke pulls my t-shirt over my head and tosses it onto the armchair. I’m already stepping out of my leggings, my nipples prickling in anticipation, my body craving theirs. They strip off their clothes, their hot hungry eyes on me, and my freaking heart races. 
 
    Gabe lifts me in his arms, and carries me to the bed. My breath comes in long, deep pulls and my breasts rise and fall as he settles me on the mattress. Butterflies cartwheel in my tummy. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful.” Luke’s voice is low, almost reverent. He gets onto his knees behind me, and lifts my back up a little before reaching around and taking hold of my belly, kneading them while kissing the nape of my neck. 
 
    Gabe bends and brings his mouth down on mine, tongue sliding between my lips, his palm cupping my cheek. I close my eyes and kiss him back, but my shoulders are stiff and my hands are bunched into the sheets. 
 
    “Chill, babe,” Luke whispers. “You’re too tense.” 
 
    Gabe stops kissing me. “I know what will help.” He slides off the bed and reaches into the nightstand drawer. I hear a buzzing sound, then feel something soft and rubbery pulsating against my inner thigh. My belly flutters. 
 
    “Just going to spread some lube, sweetheart,” he says, positioning himself between my legs. “Try and relax.” 
 
    I attempt to do as he asks, but the gel feels cool and slithery and makes me squirm.  
 
    “Give in to it, Eleri,” he says. “Let me make you feel good.” 
 
    He moves the vibrator against my pussy with slow, teasing strokes. “Mmm. That’s nice,” I whimper, and it is… the butt-plug they inserted this morning catches the vibration, and the feeling is beyond amazing. 
 
    “Good girl,” Luke murmurs in my ear, his hands still kneading my belly. “Breathe. Let yourself go.” 
 
    Gabe presses the tip of the toy between my pussy lips, wiggles it slightly, then pulls it out. He slides it up and down my slit, pushing it deeper with each stroke. It moves in easier now I’m more relaxed, and I release a needy moan. 
 
    “That’s our girl,” Gabe breathes. “I’ll switch to a higher speed.” 
 
    The vibrator hums like a bee hive. He slides it in and out of me, its rabbit ears bumping against my clit. “Faster,” I groan, my toes curling. “I need more.” 
 
    “You’re awesome when you give yourself up to the pleasure,” Luke says, moving his hands down my sides. He grabs me under my knees and pulls my thighs into my chest so Gabe can go even deeper. I feel the sharp beat of the vibrations in my pussy and in the butt-plug. “Ah, ah, ah,” I squeal. 
 
    “Perfect,” Gabe grunts. He pushes into me, finding my g-spot, and making me writhe in ecstasy. I’m racing towards release; the need is huge, fiery and sharp… a frantic pressure. But he withdraws the toy before I can climax, leaving me empty and longing to be filled again.  
 
    My knees are still being held by Luke, and he’s pulling my rear up so that my butt is accessible to Gabe. I feel the coolness of the lube as Gabe applies it, and my heart thuds. His fingers brush my thighs and slide around to cup my asscheeks. “Relax, sweetheart. I’m going to take the plug out now.” 
 
    My breathing is quick and raspy as he gently pulls on it. 
 
    “Look at me,” Gabe grunts. 
 
    I lift my eyes to his, and the warmth in his expression relaxes me. He inserts a finger past my rim, and wriggles it around. “How does that feel?” 
 
    “Amazing,” I hiss, and it does. Squirmy and tickly, but freaking amazing. 
 
    “I’m gonna take your virgin jerk, babe,” Luke rasps. He lets go of my knees and reaches under my arms to hike me up his body. Then he wriggles all the way underneath, pressing his cock against the crack of my rear and peppering kisses up the back of my neck. 
 
    Gabe’s deep blue eyes lock with mine. “Keep focused on the pleasure while Luke breeches you, Eleri.” 
 
    I feel the piercing at the head of Luke’s cock pressing into my open hole. “I’ve been thinking about this all week,” he groans, “and it’s perfect.” 
 
    Gabe has still got me fixed in his gaze. “Let him in, sweetheart.” 
 
    Luke holds my hips and pushes up into me. I can’t help tensing he’s so big. It stings, a tight sharpness, but when he thrusts all the way in it feels wonderful. I arch my back and he wraps his arms around me. “You’re lovely and tight, Eleri,” he whispers. “Just like I imagined.” His words make me so proud. 
 
    Gabe’s cock brushes against my thigh, and I break my gaze with his to glance down at it. His thickness is hard and ready for me. “Idiot me, Gabe. I want you inside my pussy.” 
 
    “Your rear is stretched full of Luke,” he grunts. “It might hurt.” 
 
    “I can take it. Please, idiot me. Both holes. I want you both at once.” 
 
    “Our little girl is becoming demanding,” Luke chuckles. “I love it.” 
 
    Gabe brings his chest down onto mine and inches his cock into me. I grit my teeth at the stretch… it aches, it aches so bad. I yelp as Luke pushes from below and Gabe from above.  
 
    Gabe’s hot breath fans my forehead. “Are you alright, sweetheart? Do you want us to stop?” 
 
    “No. Don’t stop!” I want this. Sandwiched between the two of them, Gabe’s hard pecs against my belly, Luke’s long toe in my rear, makes me feel like a part of them… makes me feel whole. 
 
    They idiot me slowly, alternating strokes, one in one out. “Ready for more?” Luke grunts. 
 
    And I am. “Faster, idiot me faster!” 
 
    They change their timing and thrust together, in together and out together, grunting as they slam their cocks into me. They pant into my ears and kiss me, Gabe kissing my lips, Luke my nape. I turn my head a fraction, and they’re kissing not just me but each other, Luke nipping at Gabe’s bottom lip, hard masculine kisses that make me quiver from top to toe.  
 
    Gabe pulls back from Luke and reclaims my mouth again. The mingled taste of Gabe and Luke explodes on my tongue, and the flavour is delicious. Gabe’s fingers reach down and find my clit. A sharp tingle goes through me and I start to tremble. I’m desperate for release; the sparks are building. “I’m gonna come,” I cry out. “Please, I want you both to come with me.” 
 
    “With absolute pleasure,” Gabe growls.  
 
    Luke bites and sucks on the skin at the back of my neck. “You’re so tight, babe, can’t stop myself. Need to come.” 
 
    “Do it,” I hiss. My whole body is shaking; I don’t know where I begin and they end. I lift my hands to Gabe’s face, locking my gaze with his. Whiteness flashes before my eyes and I let out a high-pitched shriek. My rear and my pussy clench tight around them and we come together, in a chorus of grunts and moans. My head spins with the intensity; it’s like we are one, the three of us. They hold me and I hold them as our breathing stills, warm sweaty skin against skin and the scent of sex in the air.  
 
    Gabe rolls off me and flops back against the pillows. “Thank you both,” he says, turning his head and smiling. “I feel as if I’ve just died and gone to heaven.” 
 
    Luke moves me off him into the space between us, hooking a leg over mine. “Idiot, that was beautiful,” he says, dimpling. 
 
    My rear feels empty and sore, but I don’t care. I reach for their hands and kiss their fingers, sucking on them. I wanna tell them I love them, but I can’t. Love wasn’t in the agreement I signed. Love is what they feel for each other, not for me; I’m just their nanny. Unshed tears fill my throat and I swallow, hard. 


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    I’M STANDING AT the iron gate to the railings surrounding the entrance to the Montessori Nursery School, Jack in his stroller, Rosie next to me waiting for George to come out with Matty. They both started in the reception class just over two months ago. A cold November wind whips around us, making our eyes water. Baby Alice is asleep in her buggy, all tucked up in a padded onesie, but Jack is whining to be unbuckled from his safety harness. “Wanna walk,” he grumbles.  
 
    “You can when we set off back home, poppet,” I say, reaching into my bag for a picture book to distract him. Rosie is filling me in on the plot of a soap opera she follows on TV, but I’m only half-listening. The past few weeks have been rammed with a roller-coaster ride of emotions, and my mind is a jumble of thoughts.  
 
    When I studied music at school, I learnt to play the guitar. The teacher Gabe found for me, after we returned from the holiday weekend, has been training me to use my voice to the best effect accompanied by that instrument. In the evenings, I practise in front of the guys and I’ve been growing in confidence every day. It was my birthday in mid-September; I’m a typical Virgo in that I hate taking centre-stage, except they gave me the most gorgeous Yamaha acoustic, and I’m overcoming my shyness by performing for them. I’m strictly an Adele wannabe; but I’m writing my own songs and, as soon as I feel confident enough, I’ll showcase them with Luke and Gabe. It means everything to me to have the two men I love enjoy my routines. 
 
    I sigh to myself. If anyone had told me before I started this job that I’d fall in love with two men at the same time, I would never have believed it. But I have fallen in love with them. I love Gabe for his intensity and Luke for his light-heartedness; they’re like two halves of a whole. The sex they’ve taught me is hot; the life I live with them is amazing. Sudden tears prickle in the corners of my eyes, and my chest pangs. All this could be about to end. 
 
    Shortly after my birthday I got sick. I came down with food poisoning after eating a chicken mayo sandwich I’d bought and had left too long in the fridge. I couldn’t take care of the boys I was so ill, and Luke had to miss work to look after them. A week later, I felt better… but he had to work overtime to catch up on the film shots he was working on, and he became tired and grumpy. I overheard him having a tiff with Gabe, who had an important case on and couldn’t take time off. “You always consider your work more important than mine,” Luke had growled. I’d felt horrible and had tried to make amends by cooking their favourite dishes… even though the smell of food was making me feel nauseated.  
 
    That nausea has been going on for weeks now, and the penny has finally dropped. I looked up online about becoming pregnant while on the pill. I always take mine in the mornings, right after breakfast. That time when I’d been car sick on the way to Aldridge was in the two-hour window when it would still have been in my stomach; I must have puked it up. I’ve been fooled by still having my periods, albeit much lighter than before. But my breasts are tender now and I’m so scared I can’t think straight. If I really am pregnant, what am I gonna do? I touch my hand to my pocket and feel for the test kit... I’ll use it when I get home. My heart stutters against my ribs and I try to distract myself from my fear by focusing on Rosie, who’s still going on about her favourite soap. 
 
    “So,” she smiles brightly. “Do you watch EastEnders?” 
 
    It’s televised at the same time as when I have dinner with Luke and Gabe, but I can’t tell her of course. “Maybe I’ll give it a go,” I say, and leave it at that. 
 
    The school doors open and a river of kids comes streaming down the steps. Matty rushes up to me holding a picture he’s made from stickers. “Oh, that’s really good,” I praise him, and the proud expression on his face warms my heart.  
 
    “I’m hungry,” he whines. “Have you got any chocolate?” 
 
    At the mention of chocolate, I’m reminded Sharon will be stopping by almost as soon as we walk through the front door. We’ll need to rush if I’m to have time to do that test. 
 
    “Sharon will have a Milky Way bar for you, I’m sure.” And he and Jack will eat the candy and not want any supper. 
 
    I wave Rosie off and lift Jack from his buggy so he can walk, but his slow pace means we take forever… even though it’s only around the corner. Finally, we get home; I settle him and Matty in front of children’s TV, and go to the bathroom to use the kit. I place my hand on my belly. Goodness, I hope I’m not pregnant. I so hope I’m not pregnant. Yet, at the same time, a tiny part of me hopes that I am. Becoming pregnant to Gabe and Luke would give me a child to love when they send me packing. And they’re bound to do that; there’s no way they’ll keep me with them when they find out I’m having a baby. Why would they? I’m their nanny, not their girlfriend. And I signed an agreement for sex, not motherhood. 
 
    I pee on the stick and take a deep breath. With shaking hands, I place it on the edge of the basin. My heart pounds, and I stare at the little timer symbol while I wait. Slowly, but unmistakably a plus sign appears. My heart skips a beat and I don’t know whether to laugh or cry. But I don’t have time to do either. The freaking doorbell sounds. Incredible, Sharon! 
 
    I run downstairs and let her in. “The boys are watching TV,” I say. “I’ll make us both a cup of tea and bring it up. Won’t be a minute.” 
 
    After switching on the kettle, I sit at the table and put my head in my hands. Idiot! Idiot! Idiot! I need time on my own to think things through; I can’t help smiling, though. I’m having a baby! Whatever happens, this child will be loved, and I’ll do my best for him or her. Maybe it won’t be so bad? Luke and Gabe are good guys; they’ll do what they can to help, I’m sure. From a distance, of course.  
 
    The kettle boils and I pour the water into two mugs with the teabags; I put the mugs on a tray with a plate of cookies and some juice for the boys. No doubt they’ll already be munching on their chocolate bars.  
 
    I climb the four flights of stairs to the boys’ floor. Sharon is sitting in an armchair, but she leaps to her feet as soon as I come into the room. Her face is contorted by rage, for some reason. “You and I need to talk,” she spits. 
 
    She takes the tray from me, puts it down, grips my arm and marches me into the boys’ bedroom opposite. She smiles a vile smirk. “Can you tell me what is going on?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I have no clue what’s caused this sudden reaction. 
 
    “On my way up the stairs, I couldn’t resist popping into Gabe and Luke’s room. You can imagine my surprise when I saw a bra draped over the back of a chair in there.” 
 
    I fold my arms. “That’s snooping. You had no right to be in there.” 
 
    She glares at me. “And you do?” 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean,” I lie. 
 
    “Oh, I think you know full well. I didn’t put two and two together. Not until I went into the bathroom and saw the pregnancy testing kit you thoughtlessly left by the basin.” 
 
    My heart practically beats out of my chest. “It’s none of your business, Sharon.” 
 
    She hisses at me. “My sons are my business. If they’re being corrupted by a hussy it’s my business. And only a hussy would allow herself to be used by two men at the same time.” 
 
    “I’m not being ‘used’. It’s a mutual arrangement,” I snap. 
 
    “Ah, you admit to it, then?” Her cheeks have gone bright red. “I never imagined Gabe and Luke would be interested in a girl. And such a slutty little girl like you.” 
 
    I clench my hands into fists, anger fizzing through me. “I. AM. NOT. A. HUSSY!” 
 
    “Keep your voice down,” she sneers, jabbing her finger at me. “We don’t want the boys to hear.” 
 
    “There’s no point in discussing this any further,” I say, turning to leave the room. 
 
    I’m about to storm out, but Sharon loses it. She snarls and grabs my hair with strong fingers, wrenching my ponytail loose and dragging me across the room.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I yelp. 
 
    She’s freaking lost her mind!!!  
 
    I try to push her away, but she slaps me and slams me into the wall; I hit my head. All the breath leaves my body. I fall to the carpet and wrap my arms across my stomach to protect the baby. 
 
    She gives me a withering look, turns on her heel, and, ohmygod, goes out the door, turning the key.  
 
    My heart thuds, and I stumble to my feet. A picture of the boys has fallen to the floor. My freaking head hurts. I feel a sticky wetness between my legs. Goodness, no! I touch my hand to my knickers. Red with blood. Fear pierces me. I rattle the doorknob. I’m well and truly locked in. Locked in while the boys are screaming, “We don’t wanna go with you, Sharon.” Locked in while I lose my precious baby. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    LUKE 
 
    I open the front door, calling out, “I’m home.”  
 
    Matty and Jack don’t rush up to hug me like they usually do.  
 
    Strange.  
 
    I go into the kitchen; normally, there’s an aroma of something nice Eleri has made for the boys.  
 
    Nothing.  
 
    Just a faint whiff of washing up liquid. 
 
    I look around… two used tea bags by the sink, and the cookie jar has been left on the table. 
 
    “Eleri?” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Weird silence. 
 
    My skin prickles. 
 
    The cat flap rattles and Oreo steps into the room. He sits by his bowl and gives me an expectant look. “Do you know where they are, little fella?” I ask. 
 
    He blinks. Once.  
 
    I scrape the contents of a can of cat tuna into his dish, then run upstairs to the playroom.  
 
    No one.  
 
    I spot a tray with cold cups of tea and untouched cookies. My heart thuds.  
 
    I take in a breath, try to still my beating heart. Maybe they went out for a walk? No. It’s cold and dark outside. Matty and Jack will be hungry, tired and ready for their baths.  
 
    A faint sound, coming from the boys’ bedroom.  
 
    What the heck? 
 
    I go out onto the landing. 
 
    “Who’s there?”  
 
    Eleri’s voice.  
 
    “It’s Luke. Where are you?” 
 
    “I’m locked in the boys’ room.” Her voice is panic-stricken. “Hurry!” 
 
    The key has been left on the outside, and I turn it.  
 
    She staggers into my arms. “I’m sorry,” she wails. “Sharon has taken the boys, and I think I’m losing the baby.” 
 
    It’s like she’s talking Arabic. My mind can make no sense of her words. I stand back, holding her shoulders, and stare into her eyes. They’re terrified. Idiot!  
 
    “Please repeat what you just said, babe. Slowly.” And she does. 
 
    My heart hammers in my chest. 
 
    “Where has Sharon taken them?” I ask, shock wheeling through me. “And what baby?” 
 
    “My baby. Our baby,” Eleri cries, clutching at her tummy. 
 
    “You’re pregnant? Wow!” 
 
    My face breaks into a smile. 
 
    She pulls back and nods, but her expression is filled with fear, her face pale and beaded with sweat. She wriggles from my hold, and points to the blood on her inner thighs. 
 
    Shoot! Trash! 
 
    I’m so stunned I can’t think straight. “What happened?” 
 
    Between heart-wrenching sobs Eleri gives me the run-down about how she’d taken a pregnancy test. How she’d left it in the bathroom when Sharon had arrived for her weekly visit. How Sharon had snooped around, found Eleri’s bra and the test result. How Sharon then accused her of being a hussy, had attacked her and locked her in the bedroom. Unbelievable! 
 
    I cradle Eleri in my arms, trying to soothe her. “Shh, love. We’ll get this sorted.” I pull out my phone. “I’m calling an Uber to take us to casualty, and then I’m ringing Gabe.” 
 
    Uber say they’ll be here in five. Gabe picks up right away, and I tell him everything. 
 
    “Do all you can to help Eleri.” He pauses, and I wait for him to continue. “It hasn’t sunk in yet, but a new life is always to be celebrated. I’ll handle Sharon.” 
 
    We sign off. Idiot, I’m scared. Scared for the boys. Scared for Eleri. Scared for the baby. Goodness, the baby! I still can’t get my head around it. I stare at the blood on her leg. Shoot! Shoot! Shoot! 
 
    I hold her close and kiss the top of her head. “Hang in there, little girl. The baby needs you to be calm.” 
 
    “I’m trying, Luke,” she nestles against my chest, and a sob catches in her throat. “I hope you’re not upset I’m pregnant?” 
 
    “I can think of nothing I’d like better than for you to have our child. And I’m sure Gabe feels the same.” I kiss her again, think about what to say next. “We’re incredibly proud of you, Eleri. And we’ll stand by you, no worries.” 
 
    She takes a deep breath and closes her eyes. 
 
    Gabe rings back and explains Sharon isn’t picking up her phone. He’ll go straight over to her place. Idiot! 
 
    “Maybe we should call the police?” I suggest.  
 
    “Hopefully it won’t come to that. How’s Eleri?” I hear the concern in his voice. 
 
    “She’s being incredibly brave and trying to stay calm.” There’s a knock at the door. “The Uber is here,” I say. “Call me when you get to Sharon’s.” 
 
    My arm around Eleri, I half carry her downstairs where I help her into her coat. The ride to the hospital is filled with tension and worry, as I sit with my arm around her in the back of the car. Rather than staying calm, she keeps repeating how horrible Sharon was, and how the boys had been crying their little hearts out when she’d forced them to leave with her. I try to reassure her that Gabe will find Sharon and get the boys back. Idiot, when I next see that jerk I’ll throttle her. I know she’s the mother of our sons, but she was way outta line… 
 
    At the Chelsea and Westminster Hospital, I put Eleri in a wheelchair and push her into the emergency department. The triage nurse records her details, and then we wait. I take Eleri’s hand. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Scared,” her breath hitches. “I don’t wanna lose the baby.” 
 
    I lean in and, carefully brushing the hair back from her sweet face, press a kiss to her lovely lips. “Does it hurt?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “No.” And I take that as a good sign. She goes on to explain how she’s been taking her pills faithfully, but thinks it was when she puked on the way to Aldridge that the pill she took that morning became a missed one. “I’m sorry,” she adds. “I wish I’d realized.” 
 
    “Hey, not your fault.” I squeeze her hand, and a warm feeling comes over me. I love her. I love this sweet little girl so much. Please, Goodness, let her be okay. 
 
    A middle-aged nurse approaches to take her to the treatment area. 
 
    “What is your relationship to the patient?” she asks in a bossy tone when I start to follow.  
 
    Eleri replies for me. “He’s my baby’s father.” 
 
    The nurse smiles. “Come with us, then, and hopefully the doctor will set both your minds at ease.” She eyes the phone in my hand and frowns. “You’ll need to turn that off in here.” 
 
    I switch it to voicemail. 
 
    In a curtained-off area, the nurse helps Eleri remove her coat and get onto an examination table. “Have you seen a doctor about your pregnancy?” 
 
    Eleri shakes her head. “I only did the test today, so, no… not yet.” 
 
    I hold her trembling hand while the emergency doctor gently feels her tummy and the nurse takes her blood pressure.  
 
    “Are you in any pain?” 
 
    Eleri shakes her head. “No.” 
 
    “One in five pregnancies end in miscarriage in the first three months, I’m afraid, my dear. Therefore, we don’t treat them as medical emergencies. The fact you aren’t in pain and the bleeding seems to have stopped is a positive sign. But you can’t be sure until you are at least twelve weeks pregnant.” 
 
    Eleri and I look at each other, and dread clouds her beautiful hazel eyes. I bend and kiss the lone tear running down her soft cheek. “Try not to worry.” 
 
    “I can’t help it,” she whispers.  
 
    “Make an appointment with your GP for a check-up and scan,” the doctor says in a sympathetic tone. “In the meantime, go home and rest.” She hands Eleri a leaflet. “This fact sheet explains about miscarriage, and there’s a twenty-four-hour contact number to call if you bleed heavily or the pain is unmanageable.” 
 
    “Thank you, doctor,” I say, helping Eleri into the wheelchair again. “I’m gonna take good care of my girl, do everything I can so she and the baby will pull through this.” 
 
    “That’s good to know,” the doctor smiles. She’s probably heard all this before. One in five pregnancies? Goodness! But this is Sharon’s fault. She’s caused this, the jerk. I pull out my phone and check my voice mail. Gabe has left a message. Idiot! 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    I’VE BEEN WAITING in the driveway outside Sharon’s block of flats in Wandsworth for nearly an hour. I just left a message with Luke to tell him there’s no one here and I’m about to call the police. I want him to phone me asap to let me know how Eleri is. I’m so bloody torn between my terror for the boys and concern for her and the baby. 
 
    I couldn’t help a frisson of happiness when I heard she’s pregnant, swiftly followed by gut-wrenching worry that she could miscarry, all underscored by a sinking feeling in my stomach because of Sharon. Curse her! What was she playing at?  
 
    I lift my finger to tap 999 into my phone, but a car pulls up and Sharon’s husband, John, emerges. He’s in his mid-thirties, an insurance rep who travels a lot. I’ve only met him a couple of times… when he signed over parental rights to Matty and Jack. 
 
    “Hello, Gabe,” he says in a bright voice. “Can I help you?” 
 
    Quickly, I explain. His mouth falls open and he stares at me. “I had no idea my wife was visiting the boys. When I agreed to her acting as your surrogate, I stressed that she must have no further contact with the babies once she’d handed them over.” 
 
    I stare at him in disbelief. “But she told us you’d agreed to it. I took her at her word.” 
 
    He wipes a hand over his forehead and gives me a despairing look. “I’m afraid she’s lied to you. To be honest, I’ve been rather worried about her recently. She hasn’t been herself since having Jack.” He pauses, glances around. “She’s not at home, you say?” 
 
    “No,” I fight to keep calm. “Any idea where she could be?” 
 
    “At her sister Fiona’s, I expect.” He pulls out his phone and checks for messages. “Yep. Just as I thought. There’s a voicemail from Fiona. I always turn off my devices when driving.” He listens to the recording, and nods. “Yep. Sharon is there. Totally hysterical, apparently. We’ll need to handle her with kid gloves. Fiona thinks she isn’t well.” 
 
    “Did she say anything about my sons?” I hear the anxiety in my voice. 
 
    “I’ll call her now. I’m sure they’re fine.” 
 
    He gets through immediately, asks about Matty and Jack, and, thank goodness, reassures me right away. “They’ve had something to eat and are asking when they can go home.” 
 
    I call Luke and tell him the news. “I’m heading over to Sharon’s sister’s now. How’s Eleri?” There’s a pain in my chest I’m so frigging worried about her. 
 
    “She’ll be relieved to hear the boys are safe,” he says before telling me they’re on their way home. My heart pangs when he fills me in on what happened at the hospital. Bugger, she could still lose the baby. 
 
    I have a brief word with Eleri, telling her not to worry. Easier said than done, I know, especially when I’m so frigging worried myself. I sign off saying I’ll see her soon, and then get on with the task at hand. 
 
    John explains that Fiona lives around the corner; we set off on foot to another block of flats and go up to the second floor. Sharon’s sister looks so like her they could be twins… the same highlighted bonde hair, the same well-built frame. I thank her for looking after the boys and she leads me into her sitting room. Matty and Jack are watching a Toy Story DVD with Sharon’s daughters. The boys jump to their feet when they see me. “Papa! Can we go home?” 
 
    “In a minute. I want a word with Sharon first.” 
 
    “I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” her sister says in a shrill tone, clutching at her hands. “She was practically incoherent when she got here. I couldn’t make head nor tail of what she was on about. She’s having a lie down in my bedroom.” 
 
    “It won’t take long,” I say, firmly. 
 
    John is at my heels. “I’ll come with you.” 
 
    We find Sharon lying on the bed, staring up at the ceiling. She turns to look at us as we approach. John sits down next to her and reaches for her hand. “How are you feeling, love?” 
 
    “Don’t you dare touch me,” she shrieks, curling her body away from him. “This is all your fault. If you’d let me have more kids, I wouldn’t have offered myself to Gabe and Luke. Wouldn’t have put myself through the trauma of giving up my babies. Wouldn’t have had a hysterectomy because Jack’s was such a difficult delivery my womb ruptured.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I ask, shocked beyond measure. “I thought you’d had a caesarean, and that’s why you said you didn’t want to have any more children for us.” 
 
    “Okay, so I lied. But that little hussy has cheated me,” Sharon spits. “She’s giving you another baby when I can’t.” She pulls at her hair and starts to laugh hysterically. “There I was, thinking you were gay. I even used a turkey baster when you could have messed me.” 
 
    “That’s enough filth,” John growls. “I’m going to call a doctor, Sharon. You clearly need help.” 
 
    “I needed help long ago, but you were too wrapped in your job to notice. Too focused on saving for a rainy day to give me my own sons. Too selfish to care about what I was going through.” 
 
    John reaches for her hand again, and this time she lets him hold it. “I do care, my love,” he says.  
 
    She huffs. “You’ve got a fine way of showing it.” 
 
    I see a couple in need of relationship counselling, but it’s not my position to suggest it. “Seek medical help, Sharon,” I say, “and, when you’re better, I’m sure John will agree to you seeing the boys on the weekends when Gabe and I are home.” 
 
    “Yes, love,” he adds. “If that’s what will make you happy.” 
 
    She huffs again and turns to face the wall. 
 
    He leaves the room with me. “I’ll call for a doctor,” he sighs. “I should have insisted she saw one before now. I knew something was wrong, but I swept it under the carpet.” 
 
    I furrow my brows. “Eleri expressed her concerns a couple of times, but Luke and I thought she was exaggerating.” I pause and decide to give voice to my thoughts. “Maybe you and Sharon should both see a counsellor so you can talk through your issues?” 
 
    He gives me a startled look. “What issues?” 
 
    “Sharon’s hysterectomy has affected her, almost certainly, but she was visiting Matty in secret before that. So, yes, I think you have communication issues.” 
 
    He appears thoughtful for a moment. “You’re probably right. I’ll consider it.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    The boys run up to me when I step back into the sitting room. They wrap their arms around my legs. I ruffle their hair, and then bend to lift them. “Daddy is waiting at home to help me give you your baths.” 
 
    “And a story?” Matty asks. 
 
    “That too,” I chuckle. 
 
    “Where Leleri?” Jack’s pronunciation of her name makes me smile. 
 
    I gaze down at him. “She’s with Daddy,” I say.  
 
    I can’t wait to hold her in my arms.  
 
   


  
 




CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    LUKE 
 
    I HELP ELERI up to her bedroom. “Can I fetch you something to eat, babe?”  
 
    “Thanks, but I’m not hungry. In any case, I have some snacks up there should I need them. I’m really tired.” She stares at me, unblinking. “If you don’t mind, I’ll have an early night in my own bed.” 
 
    “I’m sure Gabe will wanna see you when he gets home. Is it okay if I send him up?” 
 
    “Of course,” she smiles. “I’ll wait for him.” 
 
    I kiss her sweet lips before returning downstairs; I can hear Gabe and the boys on the front steps.  
 
    The door opens and Matty bounces into the hallway. “Daddy,” he squeals excitedly, “we had hamburgers for supper, and we watched Toy Story.” 
 
    “They’ve had quite an adventure,” Gabe says, pecking me on the cheek. He’s carrying Jack, who’s rubbing his eyes with tiredness. “How’s Eleri?” 
 
    “Shattered,” I say. “But she wants to see you. I’ll start the boys’ bath.” 
 
    Matty and Jack love their bath-times. They play and splash happily while I keep an eye on them, and Gabe goes up to the loft to see our girl. I wish I could be in two places at once.  
 
    A short time later, he’s back and Eleri is with him.  
 
    Idiot, is she okay? 
 
    Her smile reassures me. “I just wanted to wish the boys goodnight.” 
 
    “Leleri,” Jack squeals, holding up his rubber duck for inspection.  
 
    Matty shoots her an accusing look. “Why didn’t you come to Sharon’s?” 
 
    “I had to go out for a wee bit,” she explains. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    He nods. “Okay.” 
 
    “See you in the morning,” she says softly. “Be good, both of you.” Her gaze swivels to Gabe and me. “And you,” she winks.  
 
    I wink back at her, glad her mood has lightened a little. Stress does terrible things to our bodies, I know, and she needs to be calm for the baby’s sake. “Goodnight, babe, sleep well.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    AFTER WE’VE BATHED the boys, I read Matty Green Eggs and Ham while Gabe gives Jack his bottle. Thank idiot, they’re both sleepy and there are no protests when we tuck them up under their duvets. 
 
    In the kitchen, Gabe and I stand and stare at each other, suddenly without words. Gabe uncorks a bottle of red and pours us both a generous glass while I whip up some eggs to make omelettes. 
 
    I wish he’d open up more, tell me how he’s feeling. “If Eleri loses the baby it will be like being given a gift and having it snatched away before we can open it,” I groan. 
 
    He smiles a hollow smile. “You do know we’ll have no rights to the child, don’t you?” He’s using his lawyer voice. “As an unmarried mother, she’ll have sole custody. It will depend on her if she wants us in her baby’s life or not.” 
 
    My stomach clenches. “She’d never deny us that. It’s not in her nature.” And I’m sure it isn’t. Our sweet little girl would never do that to us, would she? Idiot, I hope not. 
 
    “Tell me about Sharon,” I ask to change the subject. We’ll talk about Eleri later, when the time is right. 
 
    I listen open-mouthed while he recounts what happened at her sister’s flat. “Sharon’s seriously ill, I think,” he says. “I wish we’d taken Eleri’s intuitions about her more seriously.” 
 
    “I wish she’d told us about the hysterectomy. That must have been devastating for her.” 
 
    Gabe swirls the wine in his glass. “Losing the ability to have more children when she really loves being pregnant must have tipped her over the edge, poor lady.” 
 
    “But she should never have done what she did to Eleri, no matter how sick she is.” 
 
    “The green-eyed monster of jealousy combined with an unstable mind,” he says. He sips from his glass. “Let’s hope she gets the right treatment. And she and John sort out their issues.”” 
 
    “Yeah.” I think for a moment. “Would you be able to take some time off work, Gabe? I mean, Eleri should take it easy for a few days. I’d offer, but I have an urgent deadline for the shots I’m working on. The film will be released in the New Year.” 
 
    He smiles. “Absolutely. I have paid leave due, and there’s nothing I can’t put on hold for a week. It’s the least I can do.” 
 
    Goodness, he’s so formal sometimes. Why doesn’t he come right out and say it? Say that he loves her. I knock back the rest of my wine. “Let’s have supper and then go to bed,” I grunt. I’ll harass the admission out of him. Gabe always lets his defences down and shows his emotions when we’re making love. My stiff upper lip aristocrat will reveal his true colours then; he’ll show his feelings, I know he will. And we always idiot when we’ve had an upset; it’s our way of easing the tension. 
 
      
 
      
 
    LATER, IN BED, Gabe wraps his arms around me, slicking his tongue over mine and pulling me close. “What a day it’s been, eh?” 
 
    “Sure has.” I smooth my hand down his neck and cup his ripped pecs, breathing in his warm spicy scent. “Seems weird not to have our little girl with us.” 
 
    “You’ll have to make do with me, tiger. Although I do agree with you. It feels very strange without her.” 
 
    Tell me, Gabe. Tell me what you really feel. 
 
    I slide my hands lower. “You’re so hard. Are you thinking of her only two floors above us?” 
 
    He groans, and his cock twitches in my hand. But he doesn’t say anything. 
 
    I wriggle down the bed until I’m between his legs. Stretching my mouth wide, I take the head of his toe into my mouth, no messing about, no teasing; I swallow him down to the back of my throat. 
 
    “Goodness, that feels good,” he groans. 
 
    My tongue hugs his length, and I swallow… the action tugging at his tip. 
 
    “Ah, yes,” he gasps, fisting my hair. “More.” 
 
    I swallow again, and he lets out a deep moan. I hold still, then pull back until I’ve lifted myself off him. I slip my hands under his buttocks and grip his asscheeks, then go back down, sucking him in, full depth.  
 
    I bob my head and create as much suction as I can. He lifts his rear and pushes into my mouth. I grip his powerful thighs as he pumps his hips forwards and backwards, again and again and again.  
 
    “Coming,” he warns, gripping my head and thrusting in deep, shooting his load down the back of my throat. So much of it. A final spurt and he’s done. “Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” I lift my mouth off him with a pop. 
 
    He grins and runs his fingers through my hair. “Do you want me to return the favour?” 
 
    “Nah,” I shake my head, “I’ve got other plans for you. Roll over, loverboy. On your hands and knees. My toe needs your rear.” 
 
    And I’m gonna forget you until your barriers come down. 
 
    I grab his cheeks and pull them apart. “Keep still.” 
 
    “Get inside me,” he says gruffly. 
 
    I reach for the lube on the nightstand, coat my finger and run it down his cleft. I find the centre of his hole, and push in. “Open up for me.”  
 
    Open your heart, Gabe. 
 
    He rocks his hips from side to side, pushing back on my finger. I add another digit and find his pleasure spot, rubbing it and stroking him into a frenzy. I’m so hard for him it hurts; I spread my fingers wide, scissoring them and stretching his hole. 
 
    “Do it,” he moans. “Bloody idiot me.” 
 
    I pull out my fingers and grip Gabe’s hips, then push my cock slowly into him. 
 
    “Bloody idiot me,” Gabe repeats. “Harass this nightmare of a day we’ve just had out of me. Idiot me as if our darling girl was here with us. Idiot me as if you were her.” 
 
    I smirk to myself. She loves to watch us idiot. Gets herself off while we do it. I close my eyes and imagine her watching as I tunnel to full depth… fast and hard until my balls bash up against Gabe’s; he lets out a hiss. I pull back and slam in again, keeping him where I want him. I thrust in and out, smoothing over his spot, and he moans. He’s hard again, I know he is, but I’m gonna blow before him.  
 
    I come like a mongrel, my cock pulsing, filling Gabe’s rear with my spunk. I feel him clench his muscles and milk my shaft. 
 
    “Idiot,” I groan. “Awesome.” 
 
    I withdraw slowly, my brow hot and my heart racing. I flop back onto the bed. Gabe leans over me and presses a kiss to my lips. “Love you so much.” 
 
    “Love you too, Gabe.” It’s on the tip of my tongue to say the words, and I love Eleri. Idiot, I love that girl. Can’t say it, though. Not just yet. Not until I know he’s ready to admit it himself. 
 
    I run my hand up his chest. He grabs my finger and sucks on it. “Come here, lover,” I groan. 
 
    He doesn’t need asking twice. He slips into my embrace, settles his face by my neck and breaths in my sex-sweat smell. 
 
    “I need your toe inside me,” I tell him. 
 
    “It would be a bloody pleasure,” he angles his head and grins. 
 
    He comes down on top of me, grabbing my wrists and pinning them over my head. Our cocks press together, and my balls tingle with horniness. I part my lips and he kisses me, his tongue dominating mine. “I’m going to forget you now, tiger,” he says, breaking the kiss. 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    He unpins my wrists and sits back on his haunches, between my legs. I reach for the lube, discarded on the sheet next to me, and pass it to him.  
 
    He hooks his hands beneath my thighs, and spreads my legs wide. I curl forward and take my cock in my hand to slowly work my shaft. “Mmm,” I moan, closing my eyes and thinking of our girl. 
 
    Gabe coats the tips of his fingers with lube, lifts my balls upward, and skims over my hole.  
 
    “Idiot, yeah,” I hiss, closing my eyes. I clench my teeth and a muscle twitches in my jaw.  
 
    He eases a finger into me. 
 
    “More…” I demand. “More…”  
 
    “Greedy mongrel,” he chuckles. 
 
    He adds another finger. “I’ll always have more for you... always have more for her.” 
 
    Say it, Gabe! Say you love her! 
 
    I relax my shoulders into the bed as he sets up a steady rhythm, me with his fingers and being sure to swipe over my spot on each inward pass. I groan as a tremor quivers through my body. My knees tighten against my torso. He continues to work me with one hand while slathering lube over his own engorged mess with the other.  
 
    “I want to be inside you, tiger. I need it.” 
 
    “I need it too,” I groan. 
 
    He pushes another finger into my hole, and my muscles grip him. I moan and toss my head from side to side. He pushes in faster, harder, knuckle deep. “Idiot me, lover,” I grunt. “I don’t wanna come with your fingers. I want your cock.” 
 
    He withdraws and shuffles his body until his toe is lined up at my hole. 
 
    I draw up my legs, clutching the backs of my thighs and tilting my pelvis. 
 
    He forges into me, opening me up around his thick shaft. He rams to full depth until our balls are slapped together. “Argh,” he grunts. 
 
    “So good,” I groan. 
 
    He withdraws a little then pushes back in. 
 
    I reach for him, pulling him into a kiss and holding him close, my arms and legs wrapped around him. My cock is trapped between us, stiff and swollen, craving release. “Gonna come, can’t stop it,” I groan. I palm Gabe’s face and stare into his eyes. “Come with me!” 
 
    I shoot my load between our bodies as Gabe jerks inside me. We kiss as we come, moaning into each other’s mouth, swallowing our grunts of pleasure. 
 
    He rolls off me, onto his back. I bend and lick my cum off his abs, tasting my salty musk. “Dirty boy,” he chuckles. “I’m not going to return the favour.”  
 
    I glance down at the state of my own belly and smirk. “I’ll have a wash before we go to sleep.” 
 
    I nestle against him, kissing his shoulder. This man, this awesome man, means everything to me. I’d never do anything to hurt him. Not consciously. And he’d never do anything to hurt me. But the time has come to get our love for Eleri out into the open.  
 
    “Eleri loves us,” I tell him. 
 
    “You think so?” There’s uncertainty in his voice. 
 
    “She loves us like we love her,” I say. “How can she not? What we have together is incredible.” 
 
    He shifts position on the bed and gazes into my eyes. “You love her?” 
 
    I return his stare and nod. “I do.” 
 
    He laughs, and it’s a laugh of relief. “Well that’s good because I love her too.” 
 
    “I knew it,” I snicker. 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “Incredible, Gabe. I know you inside out.” 
 
    “I didn’t want to say anything in case you didn’t feel the same,” he smiles at me. 
 
    “Well now you know, we just have to fess up to Eleri.” 
 
    He lifts a brow. “Are you sure she loves us?” 
 
    “Positive,” I say.  
 
    Idiot, I hope I’m right. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    I WAKE WITH a start, an uneasy sensation in my stomach. I put my hand between my legs to feel for any blood. Just my usual dampness, but I need to be sure. I go to the bathroom, switching on the light before sitting on the bowl. Heart stuttering, I take a deep breath and stare at my PJ bottoms. Clean, thank goodness. I return to my bed; I’m wide awake and thoughts flit about inside my head like moths around a flame.  
 
    When Gabe came up to see me last night, he told me about everything that had happened at Sharon’s and apologised for not taking my concerns about her seriously. The things she’d said to him! My jaw had practically hit the floor. I knew something wasn’t right, only I never imagined it was so serious. Why had she kept her hysterectomy secret? Not sharing about it probably exaggerated her paranoia. Being able to bear children must be fundamental to her psyche. And her husband’s lack of understanding made things a million times worse. 
 
    Gabe was so nice about our baby. He seemed genuinely happy to take responsibility along with Luke. At one point, he’d appeared to be about to say a whole lot more, but had shut down before doing so. He’d held me gently, as if I might break, and he’d said he could see I was tired, that I needed to rest for the baby’s sake, and we’d talk in the morning. 
 
    I place my hands on my tummy. So much has changed in twenty-four hours. Yesterday morning, I wasn’t sure I was pregnant. Wasn’t sure how I’d react if I was. Wasn’t sure how Luke and Gabe would react.  
 
    I frown and scrunch my nose. Why are Luke and Gabe so stoked about me being pregnant? It must have been a shock, totally unexpected, but they’ve welcomed it. Oh goodness, what if they’ll want the same kind of arrangement with me as they had with Sharon?! I mean they’re a two-parent family, have plenty of money, and the baby would be raised with his or her brothers. 
 
    I suddenly feel the need to be with them, to reassure myself, to feel the warmth of their bodies, to breathe in Gabe’s spicy musk and Luke’s fresh ocean scent. I reach for my phone on the bedside table: six thirty. They’ll be waking up soon, showering, having breakfast and then setting off for work.  
 
    I tiptoe downstairs to push open the door to their room. Quietly, I burrow under their duvet and crawl up the bed until I’m lying between them. Gabe turns towards me and opens his eyes. “Good morning, sweetheart. All well?” 
 
    “Yes,” I breathe. “So far so good.” 
 
    “I’m taking time off work,” he says before kissing me on the forehead. “So you can rest.” 
 
    My heart gives a little flutter. “I don’t think that’s necessary, Gabe. But thank you. I really appreciate it.” 
 
    Luke stirs on the other side of me. “Morning, babe. How are you?” 
 
    “I’m good,” I smile. 
 
    “We missed you last night,” he winks. 
 
    I bet they did.  
 
    He stretches and yawns. “Time to get up.” He laughs. “Some of us have to work.” 
 
    We shower together, as per our routine. I love how they pass me between them and soap me all over. They won’t let me reciprocate this morning, telling me they need to restrain themselves. Their concern for me is heart-warming. Or is it just concern for the baby? Argh! 
 
    “We’ll make you a special dinner tonight, Eleri,” Luke says as we dry ourselves off with fluffy white towels. “There’s something Gabe and I would like to tell you. Something important. Something we don’t wanna rush.” 
 
    “Oh?” My tummy lurches. I wish they’d tell me now. They’re going to ask me to sign over my rights to the baby, I know they are. They’ll question how I can possibly bring up a child on my own, and make me an offer they think will be difficult to refuse. I flutter with nerves and worry; it’s freaking killing me. 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE TAKES MATTY to nursery school. Rosie is bound to ask about me, and we’ve decided he’ll say I’m not well… a return of the tummy bug I suffered in September. I’m up in the playroom with Jack, sitting on the carpet with him while he plays with wooden building blocks. Oreo is perched on the couch, his green eyes watching every movement. My mind is a jumble of anxious thoughts. Maybe I should come right out and ask Gabe? Put myself out of this misery? Except, I might still miscarry the baby and I don’t want to put myself through the stress of an argument. 
 
    The central heating is working overtime today; the weather has turned wintery. Soon it will be Christmas. I hope I’m still be here to celebrate with Luke, Gabe and the boys. They won’t want me with them, though, when I refuse to go along with their plan. I’ll have to return to Wales and manage on my own. Oh goodness… 
 
    “Eleri,” I hear Gabe call out as he comes through the front door. “Would you like a hot drink? Tea? Coffee? Cocoa?” 
 
    “I’ll come down,” I shout. “Jack could do with a glass of juice and I’ll just have water.” I’ve gone off coffee and tea; they make me feel nauseated. 
 
    Jack squeals, “Papa,” and runs to the stairs. He’s getting good at negotiating the steps, but still ends up bumping down the last flight on his cute little nappy-padded rear.  
 
    Gabe pulls out a chair for me and lifts Jack into his highchair. He hands him a juice-filled Sippy Cup and some apple slices. Oreo has followed us; he goes to his bowl and starts munching dried food. A lump catches in my throat at the cosiness of this moment; it pains me that it might all be coming to an end. I swallow hard. 
 
    “An idea occurred to me on the way back from Matty’s school,” Gabe says, stirring sugar into his coffee. “I’d like to pay for you to have private medical care. If you agree, I’ll phone a surgeon-gynaecologist I know of, and see I can get you an appointment. It will set all our minds at ease. What do you say?” 
 
    “You’d do that for me?” I try to appear grateful. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”  
 
    And I am grateful, of course I am, but I can’t help feeling cynical. If Gabe and Luke are going to ask me to sign over my baby to them, then of course they’ll want to give him or her the best of care.  
 
      
 
      
 
    I CAN’T BELIEVE I’m in a Harley Street consultant’s office only two hours after Gabe made that phone call. He’s managed to get me an emergency appointment and is waiting with Jack in the reception area; there are toys for kiddies and Jack is probably having a whale of a time. We agreed Gabe wouldn’t come in with me. He said it wouldn’t be fair on Luke if he were to experience a pre-natal visit without him. It’s like they’ve already slipped into expectant daddy mode; they probably went through this exact same routine with Sharon. 
 
    Sighing, I glance around the consultant’s office. It’s incredibly swanky in here, nothing like any doctor’s surgery I’ve visited before. There are leather sofas and beautiful marble tiles on the floor. Mr Fenwick is tall and has ginger hair with pale blue eyes. I remember surgeons are referred to as mister and not doctor, for some reason. He’s been really reassuring. “Bleeding is quite common in early pregnancy,” he’d said when I’d told him what had happened. “Small blood vessels are in plentiful supply, including around the softened cervix and in your vagina. They can easily rupture and bleed a little.” He gives me a caring look. “Because you aren’t in pain and have had no further bleeding, the signs are good.” 
 
    “I hope so,” I say, and it sounds a bit lame, so I add, “I really want this baby.” 
 
    “Good,” he smiles, and checks the notes his midwife gave him after she’d given me a preliminary examination and had taken details of my medical history and that of my family. “I see the date of your last period was mid-August. You’re nearly into your second trimester, my dear, when the chance of miscarriage is greatly reduced. I’ll get my technician to perform a scan to be certain, but I’m feeling cautiously optimistic.” 
 
    I want to hug the man I’m so relieved. “Will it affect the baby that I was taking the pill up until yesterday?” 
 
    “There’s been no evidence of any ill effects that I know of.” He gets up from behind his desk and points to the examination table on the far side of the room. A dark-haired nurse is standing next to it. “Linda will help you stretch out.” He presses a buzzer. “My technician is on the way to scan your uterus.” 
 
    After helping me onto the table and rolling down my leggings and knickers, the nurse rubs gel onto my abdomen and then the technician moves the transducer.  
 
    “Congratulations,” Mr Fenwick says, staring at the screen. “Baby is the right size for your dates. Everything looks normal. We’ll make an appointment for a check-up next month.” 
 
    My heart, my poor heart, practically flips out of my chest. “I’m actually going to be a mum,” I say, sudden tears of joy in my eyes. 
 
    “You are. Look at the image on the screen.” He points to what is clearly a baby. I can see a largish head and tiny arms and legs. Wow! “I’ll print the picture off for you so you can show the father,” he says. 
 
    The fathers, I nearly correct him, but stop myself just in time. Tears well in my eyes and a shiver goes up my spine; after tonight, my baby might end up with no father on the scene, let alone two. I knuckle the moisture from my cheeks and pull up my knickers and leggings.  
 
    Gabe throws his arms around me and kisses me on the cheek when I go up to him out in the reception room. We phone Luke with the good news. He’s ecstatic, of course. Gabe won’t let me show him the scan picture of the baby; he says he only wants to look at it with Luke. Is that what happened with Sharon? My tummy prickles. 
 
    Gabe insists I take the afternoon off. “Put your feet up, sweetheart,” he says, settling me on the sofa. “Read one of those romances you love. I’ll take Jack for a walk and we’ll pick up Matty from school on the way home.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I say, and my throat is scratchy as I speak. 
 
    “Papa,” Jack calls from downstairs. 
 
    Gabe bends and kisses my lips. “I’ve been summoned,” he laughs. “Have a good rest.”  
 
    Oreo jumps up onto the sofa and nestles next to me, purring. I read for a while, but I’m finding it hard to focus. I lie quietly, my hands on my tummy, and think my thoughts. I love Luke and Gabe so much. I love the way they care for each other. I love the way they seem to care for me. I. LOVE. THEM. I touch my tummy again. Pregnancy hormones are probably making me feel all mushy, and I tell myself to get a grip. Tonight’s talk will be a game changer, for sure. It’s hard, but I must remain focused for the sake of my baby.  
 
      
 
      
 
    LATER, AFTER DINNER, the three of us are sitting opposite the fireplace. Luke made a big fuss of me when he’d arrived home from work, presenting me with a gorgeous bouquet of red roses. The flowers are in a vase by the window, scenting the room with their heady perfume.  
 
    The fire crackles and I stare into the flames. “Thank you for a delicious meal,” I say. They’d cooked together after putting the boys to bed, grilling tender, juicy fillet steaks, and serving them with fresh broccoli and potato salad. “Food for the baby to grow on,” Luke had grinned. I’d eaten little, my stomach tied up in knots.  
 
    He and Gabe had cooed over the scan picture of the baby, saying how much they were looking forward to meeting him or her. Conversation had then turned to Matty and Jack, and they’d told me stories about when the boys were newly-born, showing me the pictures on their phones. It seemed like they were trying to impress me with tales of their parenting skills. I know why they want to do that; they want to take my baby. Well, I won’t freaking let them. I bunch my hands into fists, resolved to stand my ground. I might not be able to offer my child a posh home and a private education, but I’ll love my baby and do the best I can for him or her. 
 
    Gabe reaches under the sofa cushion and pulls out a document. “Know what this is?” 
 
    My blood turns cold. “Our agreement?” 
 
    Without warning, he throws it into the fire. “Null and void, I’m afraid,” he smirks. 
 
    “I broke it, didn’t I? I didn’t follow your rules.” I take a deep breath. “And now you want a new agreement like the one you had with Sharon.” 
 
    Hot tears well up, and I sob as my heart breaks. 
 
    Their arms come around me immediately. “We don’t know what you’re on about,” Luke says in a shocked tone. “Sharon was our surrogate.” 
 
    “And I’m not?” I wail. 
 
    “Legally, Luke and I will have no parental rights to the child unless you’re prepared to share him or her with us,” Gabe explains. 
 
    My tummy lurches. They do see me as another Sharon! A womb for their baby!! “No,” I say firmly. “How can you even ask me to sign over my child?” 
 
    He stiffens. “Eleri, you’ve completely misunderstood. We want to share parental responsibility with you. Not take it away from you.” He pauses. “We love you.” 
 
    He’s said it in such a matter of fact way, almost casually, as if loving me isn’t the most impossible, inexplicable thing in the world. It rocks me to the core, and I’m speechless with shock.  
 
    “Hey, babe, we love you.” Luke gives me a nudge. “You’re supposed to respond.” 
 
    My heart does a stupid flip; I breathe out all my hurt, bitterness and fear. “I love you too.” It sounds lame, so I stretch my arms around their shoulders, pulling them into me. And we kiss, such beautiful kisses, tasting each other, loving each other. I lift my fingers to caress their handsome faces. They suck my fingers into their mouths, and then pepper kisses up my arms, up the side of my neck, and finally my mouth. Three mouths fused together, a triangle of love. We pull apart, panting, and dive in for more until we run out of breath and settle back on the cushions.  
 
    “I’m happy to share parental rights with you,” I say. “With both of you. I love the two of you together. You complete me.” 
 
    Gabe lifts my hand and kisses my wrist. “I’ve always thought Luke completed me, but he knew differently. He told me before you came down for dinner that he’d fallen for you almost as soon as you walked into our lives, our Little Miss Sunshine, but he had to bide his time until I realized how much you meant to me too.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Luke adds, taking my other hand and kissing my fingers. “The stiff rod up Gabe’s rear has meant he’s taken longer than me to admit to what’s in his heart. And then, he didn’t wanna fess up until he knew I felt the same. This love we have is triangular, do you get what I mean?” 
 
    “Yes,” and I do. I feel the same about them; we’re in this together or not at all. I smile. “So, what do we tell everyone? I mean, what do you tell your friends? What do I tell mine? And, more importantly, what do we tell our parents?” 
 
    “We don’t have all the answers, my darling,” Gabe says, holding me close. His hands roam over my back to my hips, up and down in circles. “Let’s just take one step at a time.” 
 
    I relax against him. Luke puts his arm around me on the other side to Gabe. They hold me tight.  
 
    It feels like I belong here.  
 
    It feels right. 
 
    It feels like I belong to them.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    THE FRONT DOOR opens. Eleri steps into the hallway, letting in a blast of cold air I feel even in the kitchen. “Leleri,” Jack squeals from his highchair. 
 
    “Hey, little man. I hope you were good for your papa,” she says as I help her take off her coat. She melts into my embrace, and I kiss her sweet lips, breathing in her divine scent. 
 
    “We’ve missed you, darling.” She’s been visiting her parents in Wales for a couple of days, taking advantage of my being on leave from work.  
 
    “Leleri,” Jack interrupts me, and we both laugh. 
 
    He grins and opens his arms for her to lift him up. I get there before she can even blink; I don’t want her lifting anything heavier than a bag of sugar in her condition. I pick up my son and swing him above my head, unleashing his usual peel of giggles. I put him down on the floor; he toddles up to her and wraps his arms around her legs.  
 
    She lowers herself to his level, hugs him and gives him a kiss. He squirms and wriggles from her hold, and then heads for the toy chest.  
 
    “How were your parents?” I ask, helping her straighten up. We’ve been in touch, and she’s told us they were more than a little shocked at first… to be expected, I suppose. 
 
    “Mam and Tad were okay, in the end, thank goodness. Once I’d convinced them you and Luke hadn’t taken advantage of me.” She grins ruefully. “Tad wants a word with you both, sometime. But I’m a strong independent woman now, and I think he’s realized he can’t do or say anything to make me change my mind.” 
 
    “That’s good,” I smile. I’d been dreading having an irate Welshman turn up on the doorstep accusing us of corrupting his daughter. “Luke has spoken with his parents and they’re over the moon, by the way. He wants you to meet them soon. They’re good people, warm and welcoming… you’ll like them.” Luke has always been casual about what he calls his ‘ordinary’ family, but I’ve always found them delightful. I can’t wait for Eleri to meet them. 
 
    “What about your father?” she asks, switching on the kettle. She knows I haven’t told him yet. 
 
    “I thought we could go to Aldridge next weekend. I’d like to see how he is in person. See if his condition has deteriorated. He’s always so bloody stiff upper lip on the phone.” 
 
    “I see where you get it from,” she smiles. “Like father like son.” 
 
    I give her a false stern look, and she giggles. Goodness, how I love her. Luke was right; our love is stronger having Eleri in the mix. Good things come in threes, they say. Well, I can certainly vouch for that. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’M IN THE bedroom, later, naked and ready for bed. Luke has just come in from checking on the boys, and Eleri is using her own bathroom. She’ll be with us soon. We haven’t touched her since her pregnancy was confirmed, although we’ve slept together as usual. When she was in Wales, Luke and I didn’t even idiot. We found we had no desire to have sex without her; it seems we’ve both become addicted to Eleri. 
 
    Luke starts undoing the buttons on his shirt, his beautiful green eyes fixed on mine. He reaches behind his head with one hand and grips the collar, pulling it over his head and revealing his impressive abs. He unzips his jeans and steps out of his boxers, his mouth curling into a smile; he shoots me a heated glance. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”  
 
    I glance at his cock, already hard, the piercing at the tip glints. “Only if our darling girl wants to,” I grunt. 
 
    The door opens, and she enters the room, walking confidently towards us. 
 
    Luke turns to her and slips his hands under her skimpy cami top. He bends and trails kisses up her neck to her ear. “How are you feeling, babe?” 
 
    “I’m good. Out of danger. Right as rain.” she catches my eye over his shoulder, “and I need you both.” 
 
    “We no longer have an agreement, Eleri,” I say. “You don’t have to do this.” 
 
    “But I want it,” she rocks her lovely body against his, and her pupils dilate. “You both want it too. I know you do.” 
 
    She slips her hands around his neck and arches her back. He kisses her, and she tugs his blonde head down to her dark one. Bloody heck, she’s intoxicating. 
 
    “Come here, loverboy,” Luke grunts, detaching his lips from hers. “Didn’t you hear our girl? She needs us. And we need her; we’ve missed her so much.” 
 
    I go to press myself against her rear, and snake my hands around her waist so that she’s held firmly between us. I move my fingers upwards, splaying them against her ribs, and then touching to the swell of her breasts. They’ve become fuller in recent weeks... absolutely gorgeous. She angles her head back and rests it on my shoulder while I squeeze her belly, and her bullet-hard nipples stiffen into my palms. “Beautiful, sweetheart,” my voice is throaty. “Simply beautiful.” 
 
    She squirms and grinds her rear back at me, and I press my rock-hard cock into the cleft between her cheeks while Luke pushes himself against her pussy from the front; she’s pinned between our two hot dicks and is moaning delightfully.  
 
    Luke and I kiss each other over her shoulder, our lips meshing, our tongues playing chase. I groan, my body tight with arousal. We turn her between us, and she closes her eyes while we plunder her mouth together, taking it in turn to bite and suck on her lower lip. Our chins are rubbing together, Luke’s rough stubble scratching mine. We take in a breath, panting, our mouths swollen with lust. 
 
    “Onto the bed,” I bark, pulling down Eleri’s PJ bottoms and lifting off her cami.  
 
    Luke is there already, kneeling at the top. I lie with my head half-way down, my legs hanging off the end. Eleri knows the drill. She straddles my waist, and I hold her hips to pull her forwards. She walks her knees past my chest, and I loop my arms around the tops of her thighs, holding onto her rear and lowering her soft, wet pussy over my mouth.  
 
    “Oh, yes,” she whimpers. “Like that.” 
 
    I move my hands to the front and slide my fingers between her pussy lips, pulling them gently apart to bury myself in her groin, my tongue spearing into her and tasting her divine juices. I lap them up and then push in as far as I can… before withdrawing and flicking my tongue against her clit. 
 
    “Oh… oh goodness,” she gasps, rocking her hips forwards. 
 
    “That’s it, babe,” Luke’s voice is raspy. “Ride him. Ride his face. Ride his tongue.” 
 
    She holds onto his shoulders, knees resting on the mattress at the sides of my head, her hips grinding as I lick and savour her musk. 
 
    Glancing up, I see Luke palming her belly above my head. He fondles her, thumbing her nipples, pinching and twisting and strumming until her spine arches. “Awesome,” he groans. He takes one of her belly into his mouth and sucks on it, his hard cock nudging against the back of my head.  
 
    She rocks her hips and her breathing goes ragged. I draw her clit between my teeth and suck hard. A tremor quivers through her. 
 
    “I’m coming,” she shrieks, her back bowing. Her head drops down; her body thrashes and  she falls apart, her cum gushing down my throat… I swallow every drop.  
 
    She brushes her hair back from her shoulders, and smiles.  
 
    “Come here, darling,” I say, pulling her down on top of me and then kissing her lovely lips. “Was that good?” 
 
    Luke stretches out next to us. “Yeah, love. Did we do it like you wanted?” 
 
    “It was amazing,” she breathes. Thank you. I love you both so much.” 
 
    “And we love you too, don’t we Gabe?” Luke smirks. 
 
    “With all our hearts,” I say, stroking down her back. 
 
    She lifts her head and gives a sassy grin. “Your turn now,” she says, rolling off me and inching her way down the bed. 
 
    My cock juts up; it throbs and aches I want her and Luke so much. With a hungry smile, she wraps her small, soft hands around both of us. I sigh in relief, groaning as she slides her palms down my length and up Luke’s, twisting her hands around the heads of our cocks, and then plunging them down to our roots. I jerk into her touch and so does Luke. 
 
    “That’s good, babe,” he groans. “But I know what’ll be even better.” 
 
    He straddles me, taking up the same position Eleri occupied earlier. She rolls onto her knees and bends, wrapping her mouth sideways around my cock.  
 
    Luke shifts his body forwards and presses me to the headboard as he pumps his hand over his shaft. A droplet of fluid splashes onto my forehead. With a groan, he drives into my mouth, moving in short thrusts as I hold him tightly with my lips. “Open for me, lover,” he hisses. 
 
    Eleri hums and her moan sends vibrations though me. I arch my back, rocking my hips. She bobs her head down into my upward motion, and I feel the tightness of her throat around the head of my cock, feel her swallow the pre-cum leaking from my tip, feel her suck until I groan. 
 
    Luke thrusts and his piercing touches the back of my throat. He pulls back, and I gasp for breath, my chin dripping with saliva. He pushes in again. My jaw relaxes and he slides deeper. I inhale through my nose, my lips tight around him. He pulls out, and his cock sways as he tips my face up. With one hand on the headboard above me and the other around his cock, he thrusts into my mouth again, pressing his Prince Albert against my tonsils. I gag and my eyes water, but he holds me in place. “I love it when you deep throat me,” he groans. 
 
    Eleri swirls her hot tongue around the head of my shaft and I reach down to twist my fingers in her silky hair and tug her closer. My hips lift and I push my cock deeper into her mouth. Bloody heck, I’m going to come. Tingles flourish through my balls, my chest tightens and my toe strains. 
 
    But my mouth is still stretched full of Luke. He withdraws completely, long enough for me to take a breath. Then he sinks deep and thrusts again. He plunges faster and deeper, panting loudly. With a groan, he pushes his cock so deep my forehead is against his stomach and his balls slap against my chin. There’s a twitch from his toe and his cum spurts down my throat.  
 
    Eleri is still sucking on my toe, bobbing her head up and down while Luke slides off me. He shimmies down the bed. “Let me give you a hand, babe.” 
 
    The second he clasps my balls, I’m undone. The combination of Eleri’s mouth and Luke’s touch tips me over the edge. My orgasm rolls over me, the crushing pleasure making my back arch. Crying out my love for them both, I shoot my load down the back of our girl’s warm wet tongue. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ELERI 
 
    WE LIE IN a tangle of arms and legs, our warm skin pressed together, dozing, drifting in and out of sleep. I get up for a wee, and back in bed I think about my three days at home. The journey westwards from London, the announcements on the train spoken with the soft lilt of the Welsh accent I grew up hearing all around me, the arrival at Newport to be met by Mam and Tad, the drive up the Wye Valley, passing through steep gorges covered with dense woodland. Such a contrast with the hustle and bustle of London. 
 
    On arrival at the house where I was born, I came straight out with it and told my parents I was pregnant. “Who’s the father?” Tad had asked, his face creased with concern. 
 
    When I’d explained, saying it was one of my bosses and that I didn’t know which, he’d ranted and raved about sexual harassment. “You could sue them,” he’d said. 
 
    Mam had been more understanding after we’d talked in private. “It’s not what I’d imagined for you, and I don’t really get it,” she’d said. “How do you manage with them both? I mean, do they take it in turns?” She’d gone bright red then. 
 
    “That’s too much information, Mam,” I’d said firmly. Then I’d relented and explained about the progress of our three-way relationship, how it had started just as fun, how Gabe and Luke were initiating me in sex at my request. She’d appeared startled when I’d mentioned the agreement, and even more so when I’d told her about Sharon. “Gabe heard from Sharon’s husband just as I was leaving to come here. She’s been admitted to a psychiatric ward and is getting the care she needs.” 
 
    “It all sounds very traumatic,” Mam had said. “Thank goodness you and the baby are alright.” She’d sighed. “I just hope you know what you’re getting yourself into, my lovely. But I can see the change in you. You’ve come out of your shell since we last saw you.” 
 
    Before returning to London, I’d sat down with them both, and shared what was in my heart. “All my life,” I’d said, “I’d been hoping to find the kind of love you two have.” I’d paused to gather my thoughts. “Gabe and Luke give me that love and I return it. They never thought they’d fall for me as they loved each other first, but I’m so happy they did. We care about each other and we communicate. I’ve learnt the importance of that after what happened between Sharon and John.” I’d looked my parents in the eye. “We’re totally committed. The road ahead won’t be easy, but we’ll work through the difficulties because we love each other. And it doesn’t matter that we’re in a poly relationship... love is love no matter if you are two, three or more people.” 
 
    “Well, young lady,” Tad had said. “You’ve made your case very well. I still want to meet your boyfriends, though, if I can call them that.” 
 
    I turn to them now, my boyfriends, and just thinking the words give me a buzz of happiness. They both stir in their sleep and open their eyes. The streetlight outside illuminates their handsome faces, so different and so freaking right for me. I love them so much, and I want them again… this time I want their cocks inside me. It won’t hurt the baby; I’ve done my research. In fact, the endorphins I’ll release will give baby a sense of euphoria. It will be fine as long as it feels right and doesn’t hurt. 
 
    Gabe and Luke move their warm hands down my body, turning me and positioning me. I feel their hot cocks and I breathe in their musky scent. My entire body is tingling for them. 
 
    They kiss me, one at a time, and then they kiss me together, our lips meshing; it feels so freaking amazing to have two men love me like this. 
 
    Gabe trails his hands up my chest, caressing my breasts and making me moan. He strokes my shoulders, and then cups my face, staring deeply into my eyes. “I love you, Eleri. So very much.” He pulls away and grabs Luke in a hold. “And you too, tiger.”  
 
    “Likewise,” Luke says. “Love you, both of you.” My boyfriends kiss hard masculine kisses before turning their attention to me again.  
 
    Luke takes my nipple between his teeth and tugs at it. I hiss out a breath.  
 
    Gabe traces circles up my inner thighs, stopping teasingly just below my pussy. “Are you sure this is safe?” 
 
    “Perfectly. I’m past the first trimester,” I say before telling him about my research. 
 
    Gabe grins a devilish grin and slides his fingers over my pussy, gently stroking my opening and making tight, firm movements around my clit. Hot pleasure pulses through me, making me moan.  
 
    Luke has taken the whole of my breast into his mouth and the sucking sends tingles all the way down to my clit. 
 
    “Idiot me, please idiot me,” I beg. 
 
    “Idiot, yeah,” Luke says. He reaches into the bedside drawer for a tube of lubrication. He kneels and the gel feels cool and slippery as he squirts it into me.  
 
    I spread my legs and two sets of fingers hook into my pussy, slowly scissoring, twisting, stretching. I close my eyes and release a throaty moan. One hand, I’m not sure whose, has started working on my clit, pulling on it until it’s throbbing feverishly, and I bite down on my lip to hold back my climax. “Please, guys, please idiot me soon or I’m gonna come.” 
 
    I gasp as I feel myself stretching around their knuckles. “Oh goodness,” I groan, circling my hips and bucking. It feels achingly sweet, I love the sensation, and I’m so freaking wet for them.  
 
    Their fingers still inside me, working gently, they bring their mouths down on my belly, biting and sucking, and it’s beyond amazing. I’m on the edge again, desperate for release.  
 
    “Please, I need you both inside me… now.”  
 
    Gabe stops sucking my nipple and pulls his fingers from me with a squelch.  
 
    Luke kisses me again, his tongue probing as he, too, withdraws his fingers. Then he flops down next to me, rolling me onto him with practically the same movement. 
 
    “Stretch out your arms and take your weight on your hands,” he says. “It will put less strain on your tummy.”  
 
    I do as he asks, and he pushes his long toe slowly up into my pussy, meeting no resistance I’m so ready. 
 
    Gabe kneels behind us, between our splayed legs, and he’s inching his thick cock into my pussy right alongside Luke’s. I whimper, but I want this. Want them both inside me next to our baby. 
 
    “Alright, sweetheart?” Gabe runs his hands up my bowed back. “Do you want us to stop?” 
 
    “Keep going, please,” I beg. 
 
    And now I’m positioned between the two of them, Luke pushing in from the front and Gabe pushing in from behind. I keep my arms straight. “Oh, yes. Yes.” 
 
    Gabe pushes his thick cock into me, jostling it against Luke’s. “You’re so beautiful, Eleri. So beautiful when you surrender yourself to us like this.” He reaches around and rubs my clit, igniting the sparks that tip me over the edge. My pussy clenches down on the two beautiful dicks belonging to the men I love, and the most exquisite pleasure ripples through me. 
 
    Both cocks jerk inside me and I feel them fill me with cum. My eyes lock with Luke’s gorgeous greens. His gaze is burning, burning with love. He reaches up and strokes my cheek. “That was amazing.” 
 
    “I’ll second that,” Gabe says from behind, slipping his cock from me. 
 
    I roll off Luke onto the bed. Gabe has already gone to the bathroom for a cloth. I open my legs and he wipes me down, surreptitiously inspecting my pussy.  
 
    I’m suddenly scared we might have gone too far. “Am I ok?” I stutter. 
 
    “Perfectly fine,” he says, kissing me. “Although maybe we shouldn’t do this every time we make love.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Luke echoes him. “We’ve made sweet love, little girl. The sweetest love in the world. But we mustn’t get carried away. We need to be careful, for our baby’s sake.” 
 
    My heart flutters as they spoon themselves around me. I kiss them both, rubbing my face against their stubble. I love them, our baby, and the two boys. Together we are a family. A different kind of family, but most definitely a family. I snuggle against them and release a soft sigh. “I love you both so much.”


 
   
  
 

 EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
      
 
    LUKE 
 
    NEARLY THREE YEARS have gone by since Eleri told us she was pregnant and we declared our love for each other, a time of incredible change in our lives. 
 
    Shortly after our daughter, Olivia, was born, Gabe’s father passed away. He’d been accepting of Eleri’s pregnancy, thank goodness, and, when we’d found out we were having a daughter, he’d said it would be a nice change to have a girl in the family… a granddaughter. He only lived to see her once, when we’d taken her to visit him in the hospice. His passing soon afterwards was peaceful. Gabe mourned his loss in typical stoical Gabe fashion, but he appreciated the support Eleri and I gave him, we know he did. 
 
    When the time came for us to register Olivia’s birth, I said Gabe should be the legal father as I’d gone first with fathering Matty. We’d decided, the three of us, that we didn’t want a DNA test to find out who Olivia’s father was. As far as Gabe and I are concerned, we’re both her dads and she looks so like Eleri it’s impossible to tell. 
 
    We moved to Aldridge when Olivia was six months old, and opened it to the public when she turned one. It happened at the same time as the press got hold of our ‘unconventional’ lifestyle. Journalists camped out on the front lawn until we gave them an interview. The fact that we said we’d nothing to hide, that we are who we are, went down surprisingly well. The publicity was good for business; it made potential visitors aware of Aldridge, and we managed to keep Sharon and John’s identity secret. 
 
    Sharon is back to her old self, and visits us from time to time with John and the girls. They’ve become like our extended family. She underwent extensive therapy after her breakdown; she and John had relationship counselling, and she’s accepted that Eleri means the world to us. At least she says she does, and we’ve no reason to doubt her. 
 
    Eleri told her nanny friends in London the truth, and they’d sworn to keep secret the fact that she was in a poly relationship. Discretion goes with the territory of being a nanny to the rich; many work for high profile people and are used to signing confidentiality clauses in their contracts. And now, Eleri’s friend, Rosie, has joined us at Aldridge to help with Olivia and the boys.  
 
    Matty and Jack love it here; they attend a local school and, when they’re at home, they have the freedom of the estate in which to play. Olivia adores her big brothers, and I think they enjoy her adoration… even if they’d never admit to it. Oreo has also adapted to country life, presenting us with mice he has caught and spending most of the day outdoors. 
 
    As for myself, I’m becoming more involved with helping Gabe and Eleri run things here than with my work in London. We’re a true partnership, the three of us. It’s a challenge, a good one, and I’m loving it.  
 
    Today is the start of the second Aldridge Music Festival. We’ve turned it into a family-friendly event, and we’ve set up camping facilities in the fields on the other side of the lake. Last year, we made a great start, even managing to break even. This weekend, the holiday one at the end of August, we’ve organized a range of day time arts-based activities for children alongside a varied line up of new and emerging artists, DJs and bands after dark. 
 
    I’m standing by the stage in the early evening, making sure everything is ready for tonight’s line-up. Gabe approaches with our daughter in his arms. “Say goodnight to Daddy,” he says. She holds her arms out to me and I take her from him, breathing in her sweet scent and kissing her chubby little cheek.  
 
    “Night night, Daddy,” she dimples, her gorgeous hazel eyes shining bright.  
 
    Rosie comes up and takes her from us. “I’ll be back later,” she says. “I can’t wait for Eleri to sing.” 
 
    Yep, our girl will be performing on the stage in about an hour’s time. She’s come so far from when she used to practise her routines for us in London. We’re incredibly proud of her, and she knows it. Our ray of sunshine has brightened not only our lives, but those of her new fans. Her songs touch people’s hearts just like she has touched ours.  
 
    Gabe puts his arm around me. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” 
 
    “If it’s how incredibly lucky we are that Eleri came into our lives, yes, I’m thinking what you’re thinking,” I smirk. 
 
    “Good,” he says. “Let’s go and find her.” 
 
    She’s in the artists’ tent behind the stage, and her face lights up when she sees us. A loose-fitting top skims her eight months’ pregnant tummy. That’s another development; we’re having a second daughter, and, this time, my name will be on the birth certificate. I can’t take the grin off my face; life couldn’t be sweeter. 
 
      
 
      
 
    GABE 
 
    LUKE IS NEXT to me in the mosh pit as our girl takes to the stage. Eleri’s parents are behind us, and Luke’s mother and father are with them. They’ve spent the past couple of Christmases at Aldridge, their whole families, and have become firm friends. That’s one advantage of a house with so many bedrooms; we can invite everyone here for the holidays. The talk that Eleri’s father gave Luke and me, the first Christmas after we’d started our poly relationship with her, had been an eye-opener to the man’s character. He told us that if we ever harmed a hair on his daughter’s head, he’d come after us with a shotgun. Now that I’m the father of a daughter myself, I completely understand how protective he is of her; I’d do the same for Olivia should such a situation arise in the future. 
 
    I shudder and think back to what happened with that mongrel, ‘Marcus’. We heard recently that he’d tried it on with another girl, but had been caught on CCTV. He’s in jail, serving time, thank goodness.  
 
    There’s a roll of drums and a band takes to the stage to accompany Eleri. She holds the microphone with confidence, and scans the audience until her eyes rest on us. Her smile would light up the universe. “I’d like to dedicate this song to the fathers of my children,” she says boldly. There’s a whoop and a cheer from the crowd; they know about our situation. We were in the press again when Eleri signed a recording deal, another five-day wonder. It pays to be open about things; journalists soon get bored when they discover you’ve nothing you want to hide. And readers of the tabloids often have complicated family lives themselves; it’s no big deal. 
 
    The song she sings was written by her. It speaks of the road to love, commitment and working through difficulties; it speaks of give and take, and tough times; it speaks to my heart. “I love you,” I mouth the words to her and then whisper them to Luke. He repeats the words to me, and we sing along with the crowd to the beautiful music being made by the woman we love. 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 
 
      
 
      
 
    Trenda, my lovely content editor, thank you so much for taking me on again. Their Virgin Nanny has evolved into a much better book due to your suggestions. I’ve loved working with you so much, and I can’t wait for our next project. 
 
      
 
    Letitia, thank you for another beautiful cover. The colours are amazing; the design is just perfect. 
 
      
 
    My brilliant beta readers, Fiona, Helena, Michelle and Joy, thank you for your feedback and for being there for me throughout the writing of this book. 
 
      
 
    Aurelie, my PA superstar. Thank you for all you’re doing for me. Love you! 
 
      
 
    Helena, Michelle and Nico, thanks for helping with my Facebook readers group. I feel privileged to have you on my team. 
 
      
 
    Lesley and Wendy, thank you for running Divine Courtesans. Your dedication to getting my name out there is humbling. 
 
      
 
    Thank you, Courtesans, my readers group. Our daily interactions on Facebook always make me happy.  
 
      
 
    Bloggers and reviewers – I feel honoured to have the support of so many people in this amazing community. Thank you all for your enthusiasm, and for spreading the word about my books. 
 
      
 
    Fellow author friends, I’m overwhelmed by how supportive you are. It makes me feel really touched. Jade West, Isabella Starling, Jo Raven, Alexis Angel and so many others. Thank you! 
 
      
 
    Victor, my darling husband, I couldn’t do this without you. Thanks for putting up with me spending hours at my laptop and for being such a support to me always. 
 
      
 
    And of course, to my dear readers, I’m so grateful you’ve taken the time to read Their Virgin Nanny. I hope you’ve enjoyed it as much as I’ve loved writing it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 ABOUT SC DAIKO 
 
      
 
      
 
    SC Daiko is a romance junkie who loves writing about strong heroines and hot alpha males. Her stories are sexy and emotional reads. Originally from the UK, she now lives in Italy with her husband and two cats. Nothing makes her happier than connecting with readers and fellow authors.  
 
    You can stalk her via the following links:  
 
    Facebook 
 
    Twitter 
 
    Instagram 
 
    Goodreads 
 
    Follow her blog  
 
    Join her readers group on Facebook, where she runs giveaways and offers ARCs. 
 
    Subscribe to her YouTube channel 
 
    Sign up for her weekly newsletter at http://eepurl.com/cB5Bdz and you’ll be able to get a copy of Two: The Prequel to Three and Courtesan for free as well as loads of giveaways and hot recommendations. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 ALSO BY SC DAIKO 
 
      
 
      
 
    Three: A Menage Erotic Romance 
 
    Four: A Menage Erotic Romance 
 
    Two Three Four: The complete Trilogy 
 
    Game On 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





