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          Sharing Beauty

        

      

    
    
      Twice the Prince Charming, twice the happy ever after. Right?

      They’re rich, gorgeous, and dominantly possessive. Their name is Charming, and they’re actual, honest-to-goodness royal princes.

      Oh, and they’re twins.

      It’s every princess’s fantasy to think about finding her prince charming, but what happens when she finds two of them? Literally.

      They both want me. And they’ve made it perfectly clear that they come as a package deal. Two mouths. Four demanding, powerful hands. Two huge -uh- crown jewels?

      “Scandalous” doesn’t even begin to cover what the tabloids would say about this.

      I was burned one time before, but maybe “one” is my problem. Maybe it takes twice the man, or men, to make this fairytale complete?

      Maybe I’m about to take on more trouble than I know what to do with, and maybe I’ll just end up getting royally screwed.

      No, scratch that. I’m definitely about to get royally screwed…

      

      *Please note that each of the Possessing Beauty books are completely standalone stories centered around one couple, with no cliffhangers.

      

      Sharing Beauty is a quicky modern fairytale involving two utterly obsessed alpha heroes and enough insta-love, kindle-melting steam, and sugary-sweetness to keep you up far past your bedtime. This mfm romance is all about her – no m/m. If you love over-the-top, slightly unrealistic, and wildly dirty stories, this one’s for you! HEA with NO CHEATING!
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          Chapter 1

        

        Ilana

      

    
    
      Isla gasped sharply as my hands pulled tight on the ties at the back of her dress.

      “You did that on purpose!”

      I smirked, wagging my brows at her.

      “A little.”

      Call it payback for the rough love she’d shown my hair twenty minutes before. Now, granted, I had a lot of hair, but she’d downright manhandled it into the elaborate twists and piles currently sitting atop my hair. My scalp was still smarting, but I had to admit, the long, golden locks held in place by an army of bobby pins, and of course my tiara, did look gorgeous.

      My littlest sister stuck her tongue out at me in the mirror as I finished lacing up the back of her gown and stood back.

      “Well, you can thank me now, because you look hot.”

      I stood next to her in the big, gilded mirror, both of us decked out to the nines for the evening — for the suitor’s ball, of course. Our father, King Lucian, regent of Avlion, had finally decided it was high time for his three daughters to start finding proper suitors. In keeping with tradition, he’d set up a “suitor’s ball,” inviting single and eligible princes and princesses from all around the various kingdoms and countries together for a night of gowns, tuxedos, string quartets, and ballroom dancing.

      Think of it like a themed prom, I guess.

      The whole thing was “so incredibly dated and old fashioned!” as Isla kept reminding me. She wasn’t wrong, either. I mean, considering we lived in the twenty-first century, with iPhones, and social media, and Instagram and all that, it was pretty old-fashioned to throw a ball in order for younger royalty to dress up and mingle.

      I think part of us knew it’d be fun to dress up and dance the night away with some handsome princes. But that hadn’t stopped all three of us from grumbling about this whole ball thing for weeks. Isla and Imogen complained about it because it was old fashioned and antiquated. I just knew it was going to be dumb and pointless.

      The thing was, I kind of liked old-fashioned. Our mother, Queen Jessica, had always told me I’d been born in the wrong century — that I was an old soul meant for another time. She said this out of love, smiling at me when I was younger and nuzzling my cheek as I demanded to know why we couldn’t travel by carriage to various functions like princesses in the movies did, rather than a helicopter.

      It was why I think I’d had less of a problem with our father’s whole “no dating” thing than my younger sisters. Yes, it was maybe a little silly that now was the first time we were going to be allowed to actively seek out members of the opposite sex, with my being twenty-one, Imogen twenty, and Isla recently eighteen. And yes, maybe Dad was a little old-fashioned too, but I knew it came from a place of love, and that he just wanted the best for us.

      Trust me, I knew this a bit more than both Isla and Imogen.

      You see, two years before, when I was nineteen, I’d decided I was done playing by my parent’s rules concerning boys. At a dinner party thrown by our Uncle Lorne in Berne, I started chatting with a handsome young prince named Henry from another, neighboring kingdom. He was charming, and witty, and gorgeous, and his eyes had never left mine the whole night.

      He’d even persuaded me to take a walk with him after dinner through the gardens — chaperoned, of course. But he’d whispered all sorts of wonderful things to me nonetheless. He’d promised me the moon, basically, telling me it was love at first sight, and that he’d been waiting for a girl like me.

      You know, all sorts of things that now sound like complete and total lines. Because they were.

      Days later, heart pounding, for the first time ever, I’d snuck out of my father’s palace and into the old carriage house to meet Prince Henry. My whole body had tingled when he kissed me, and even if I wasn’t entirely sure I actually wanted to, I let him put his hands under my dress. His fingers had been rough, and cold, and not that nice actually. But, the movies I watched and all the books I’d read said this is what princesses did. Awkward and uncomfortable or not, giving in to the ravishes of the handsome prince under the moon in a royal garden seemed exactly like what I should be doing.

      So I’d let it happen.

      It was fast, and awkward, and there hadn’t been one bit of the passion you read about in books as he’d climbed on top of me and just sort of pushed it in. It hadn’t hurt, so that was a plus I guess. But after around a minute of frantic thrusting, Henry had grunted and gasped before rolling off of me and telling me I’d “done great.” Two minutes later, he’d left with a brief goodnight.

      A week later, at another dinner party thrown by another king, I walked in on him in a side hallway with some other princess on her knees in front of him.

      And that was when I decided my mother had been right. I had been born in the wrong century. Sure, I loved having a cell phone, and Netflix, and all of that as much as the next girl. But when it came to love, and giving my heart away, I longed for a time when princes were noble, and when love was something true.

      My sisters thought that ball that night was going to be dumb because they thought it was old-fashioned. I thought it was dumb because I knew it was only pretending to be old-fashioned. Even with the gowns and the ballroom dancing, it was still going to be full of crude, spoiled, arrogant princes who only wanted one thing from princesses like me.

      “You two ready to go yet?”

      Imogen poked her head into the room and stepped in, her chartreuse green and gold dress shimmering and bringing out the green of her eyes and the red-gold of her hair. Somehow, the three of us had managed to look totally different, and yet unquestionably like sisters when we were all lined up together. Isla with her dark hair, dark eyes, and enviable curves, Imogen with her long legs, fiery red hair, and green eyes. And me, with my crystal blue eyes, slender, petite form, and long blonde hair. And by “long”, I mean I hadn't cut it since I was seven.

      “Can’t we just skip this, go lock ourselves in the media room, and watch movies and stuff our faces with ice cream all night?”

      Imogen and I burst out laughing at Isla’s pouting words.

      “I am so down for that,” Imogen groaned, sinking onto the corner of our youngest sister’s bed. “Tonight is going to blow.”

      “Don’t tempt me,” I rolled my eyes at Isla with a groan. “I would totally blow this off if I didn’t think Mom and Dad would kill us if we did.”

      “I won’t tell if you don’t.”

      Imogen snorted. “Isla, I think Dad would notice if we weren’t there tonight. Besides, on the bright side, this is Dad actually letting us date.”

      “As if it’s the seventeen hundreds, sure.”

      I snorted out a laugh. See? Like I said, old-fashioned.

      “It could actually be fun, you know,” I said, not really believing my own words. “Yeah, there are some douchey princes out there—”

      “Some?”

      I grinned. Oh did I know that.

      In the end, of course, we finished primping in the mirror, took a final moment to grumble about the ball, and then headed down to the festivities.

      In movies, and books, and in my dreams, the Prince Charming who swooped in and swept the princess of her feet was perfect. And it wasn’t like I was jaded or something. I mean, I’d been burned once, sure, but it wasn’t like I’d sworn off men or sworn off the feelings that came with it. I just hadn’t found one yet that did anything for me.

      I just had no idea how much that night was going to change that for me. In so many ways…

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Cade

      

    
    
      “You ready for this?”

      I rolled my eyes at Caspian as we stepped through the formal front entry-way into the palace.

      “Sure,” I sighed, heading immediately to a bar set up by one of the immense windows overlooking the countryside of Avlion around King Lucian’s castle. My brother followed, wordlessly nodding as I ordered us both a bourbon, neat, from the middle-aged bartender.

      “Thanks.”

      I tossed two $100 bills on the bar and turned to give Caspian his drink.

      “Oh, sir, the bars are open for the ball.”

      I glanced back at the man.

      “That’s fine, consider it a tip then.”

      I liked being generous with money. And not in an obnoxious flaunting way, but in meaningful ways. Both of us were, actually. Twins think alike like that. I liked rewarding hard work, especially when it probably wasn’t being appreciated. No one appreciated a good bartender.

      I donated to charity, often. I supported a wounded warrior fund back home in our kingdom of Marland. Caspian supported a non-profit that made sure single, destitute mothers and their children were clothed, fed, and housed. And yes, we both tipped ludicrously well. Because in the end, it was just money. But by the same token, money was everything when you didn’t have it by the truckload like we did. Our father had raised us to appreciate that, and in our world of royalty and privilege, that was a rare lesson to learn.

      But Dad had taught us well. After all, he’d come from nothing — a chauffeur’s mechanic son who’d caught the eye of the Princess of Marland. One look, and he’d never looked away.

      That was another thing Dad had taught us — keep fighting for what you want, and never let someone else tell you that you can’t have it “just because.” Our dad knew what he wanted with our mom, and he fought tooth and nail for it. It’d been quite the scandal in Marland when the pure-lineage princess and only daughter of King Horace took a shine to her chauffeur’s son. I mean, princesses don’t date mechanics. And they sure as trash don’t marry them.

      But this one did.

      So yeah, Dad had taught us the value and in-value of money, because he’d had none of it and then more of it than he’d ever know what to do with. Mom viewed wealth and privilege the same way he did — that it was a responsibly, not a gift. Having it meant helping those who didn’t, not lording it over them.

      And this, to make a very long story short, was why I did things like tip $200 for two drinks at an open bar.

      “I assure you, sir, it's not necessary.”

      “I know,” I said with a smile. “But humor me.”

      “Sir—”

      “Please keep it.” I shook my head. “It's not charity, I just like rewarding hard work.”

      I sipped the bourbon. “Fantastic pour, by the way.”

      The guy grinned. “Thank you, Your Highness.”

      I turned back to my brother as we strode back down the gilded always of Lucian’s castle towards the sounds of crowds and music coming from the ballroom.

      Was I ready for tonight? Not really, but here we were.

      “The bourbon’s good, at least.”

      I snorted at my brother. As if the King of Avlion was going to be serving cheap trash. I hadn’t caught the label, but I had no doubt the bourbon we were drinking was nothing short of priceless — collector’s vintages, or a private label or something. The truth was, neither of us were ready for tonight. It’d been a perdition of year, and that was putting it lightly. Twelve months ago, our father had finally lost his battle with cancer. Cancer — the fight even a guy as much a fighter as him couldn’t win. A few months after that, we’d had to step up hard in order to squash a power-grab for the throne from within the advisor’s council.

      Marland laws being what they are, our parents had ruled together — equal power as both king and queen. My parents had been loved as king and queen. People loved their love story, loved the way they ruled, and loved the way they’d been “of the people.” But of course there’d always been those who hated my father for not being “royal by blood,” and for “soiling” the bloodline.

      Idiots.

      But some of those people had been on the royal council. With our father’s death, my mother took over as full regent and these dickwads had decided to act. Mom was a strong dang woman, but the internal betrayal hit her when she was still grieving and when she wasn’t expecting it. Caspian and I had stepped in and squashed that real quick. But trash, it takes a lot out of you to physically and legally defend your mother’s claim to her titles from some idiots waving arcane, ancient laws on “birthrights.”

      So, first a death, then fighting for our own legacy. And then, there’d been Emilia. The betrayal that cut the deepest.

      Twins are close. I know you’ve probably heard that, but let me tell you, it’s truer than you know. Caspian and I thought the same thoughts most of the time. We liked the same music, read the same books, and wanted the same things.

      Including women.

      When we were younger, it’d driven wedges between us. Back when we were teens, we’d squabbled over it more than once, when both of us had crushes on the same girl from school, or when some pretty young thing fell for both of us. We’d fought physically on more than a few occasions, before finally, something had clicked.

      Why, when we shared everything in life, were we fighting over which one of us got the girl?

      After that, things got a lot easier, and a lot more fun. And not to be vain, but we got it. I mean, we were fabulously wealthy, young royalty. We were blonde, blue-eyed, and handsome — the beauty from our mother and the brawn of our mechanic father.

      And we came as a package deal — believe me when I say there weren’t a whole lot of girls that said no to that.

      And I won’t lie, we’d had our fun. But as time went on, we got bored of it. We got tired of the meaningless. We started wanting something more. But “more” was something that was harder to share. Sharing just sex for an evening or two with the two of us was one thing. But asking a girl to share her heart with both of us? Well, yeah, good luck with that. We’d tried, once or twice, and it’d been disastrous. The girl either couldn’t wrap her head around having more than just something dirty and physical with two guys, or if she was looking for more, it certainly wasn’t with two men. No, that sent them running.

      Until Emilia, better known as the Duchess of Ames.

      Emilia had started as a fling. We’d met her at some function, drinks had been drunk, and one thing led to another, which led to us tearing her clothes off and taking her together in the back of her limousine. But the fling had continued. It’d just kept going, until it wasn’t so much fling as it was relationship. And for a while, we thought we’d found it. It wasn’t perfect, but it was the closest thing to perfect we’d found yet. She wanted us both — all of us. She wanted the physical, and she also seemed to want the emotional too.

      We got close, she got deep, and then, the knife got us in the back, and we never saw it coming.

      We never did know if it was something she’d planned or if she’d just woke up one day deciding to stab us. But whatever the cause, one day she was our girlfriend, and the next, her lawyers were contacting ours with settlement agreement for her to keep quiet about the “sordid royal scandal” she’d been “forced to participate” in.

      Yeah, idiot.

      There’d been words, and shouting, and fury. And she’d sat there the whole time, quietly looking away as Caspian and I roared across the lawyer’s table at her. In the end, we’d paid, of course. It wasn’t worth dragging our mother’s name and our father’s legacy through the mud for. Hell if I knew why the heck a duchess needed cash, but we paid and she didn’t go to the press.

      Caspian was still sure it was something we said, or something that happened outside of us that pushed her into that corner. Me? I just thought she was a heartless jerk.

      So that's where we were coming in here tonight. The wounds of that mess were still real, even though it’d been six months. After that, Cas and I had stepped the heck back from seeing anyone, in any capacity. We stopped going out, stopped seeing girls at all. Cause harass that. It wasn’t worth it, even if it meant celibacy.

      But tonight wasn’t “going out.” Tonight’s suitors’ ball was more than going to a club or something. It was a royal necessity, really. We needed to be seen actively looking for brides. Heck, it’s not like the populace of Marland exactly knew about our tendency to “share.” So that’s why we were at the ball that evening — to at least make a show of looking for something real. After all, Mom wasn’t going to be queen forever. And no one really knew what to do about twin first-born heirs where the throne was concerned, but the rules about us being married before either of us could become King still stood.

      “Look, we don’t have to stay for the whole thing. Just long enough to make sure Logan and Magnus don’t do something stupid like go after one of King Lucian’s daughters.”

      I snorted, killing the rest of my drink.

      The ball was for all sorts of single princes, princesses, dukes, duchesses, and all manner of young royalty. But the real belles of the ball were of course Lucian’s own three daughters — Isla, Imogen, and Ilana, the three virgin princesses of Avlion. Okay, it's not like they’d been advertised as virgins, but there were rumors about them never dating.

      Prince Logan of Torsund and Prince Magnus of Zale had been our best friends for, well, since forever, even if those two were wild cards when it came to acting as they should in public. Mags because of his proclivities for anything and everything with a pair of belly, regardless of them being appropriate or not, and Logan because of his curse.

      And I don’t care what anyone else said, I believed my friend about that one.

      Four years ago, Logan had been our friendly, outgoing, life-of-the-party buddy. Then he’d been cursed by some sort of witch or sorceress or whatever, who he’d mistaken for some girl at a club looking for something fun and fleeting for just a night. I know, magic is trash and all that, but idiot, I knew what I’d seen. He’d been Logan the one day, carefree and laughing, and then something altogether different the next day, after that night.

      He’d become the “beast” people called him in whispers now.  And magic or not, it meant he was moody, prone to anger, and pretty unpredictable these days.

      So basically, it was going to be Caspian and my job to make sure neither of our friends got themselves thrown into the royal prison tonight, or worse.

      “So have you guys found your Barbie Dolls for the evening?”

      I rolled my eyes as Magnus came up behind us, chuckling with a groan as I killed the last of my drink.

      Magnus, and Logan for that matter too, had taken to calling Cas and me “Ken dolls” years ago, on account of our blue eyes, blond hair, and I guess “good guy” appeal, even if the two of them knew dang well we weren’t exactly the good boys the press always seemed to think we were. But the name stuck, hence asking about “Barbie.”

      Dick.

      “You gonna try and behave yourself tonight?” Cas muttered.

      Mags grinned, snagging two champagnes off the tray of a passing waiter and knocking one back in two gulps.

      “That answer your question?” I said evenly to my brother, who grinned.

      “Look, Mags, we’re all here to have fun, and I know you haven’t been yourself recently, but try and rein it—”

      I frowned. Magnus wasn’t even looking at us at all, and I followed his stare to a gorgeous redhead in green and gold standing across the ballroom.

      “Mags.” I frowned. “Magnus.”

      It was like he’d tuned us out as he knocked back the rest of his second champagne, pushed the glass into my hands, and strode purposefully towards the girl.

      “Oh tonight’s going to be fun, isn’t it,” Caspian muttered dryly.

      I laughed, clapping my brother on the back. “Did you even see where Logan went off to?”

      “Nope.”

      “Fantastic.”

      “I vote for a refill.”

      I chuckled as I followed Caspian over to another bar, grinning as I watched him toss another insane amount of money on the bar for our free drinks before turning and handing me mine.

      “To finding our true love,” he muttered sarcastically.

      After all, that was the reason for coming to a suitors’ ball. Just the same, it felt like bitter irony at that point.

      “To finding our soulmate—”

      The words froze in my mouth as I raised my glass to his. Actually, the whole world froze. Because just then, standing in the doorway to the ballroom, the sounds of the string quartet and the crowds washing over us, my eyes locked onto her.

      And everything else just sort of faded away.

      She wasn’t real. She couldn’t be. Blonde, willowy, her blue sequined gown trailing behind her as she swirled and smiling at a few other girls in regal looking gowns. She was talking to the redhead, actually, and Magnus, before she turned along with another fair-skinned girl with black hair and a silvery white dress and moved away, leaving the poor redhead to Magnus’s clutches. I followed the blonde though, gritting my teeth as the light caught her big blue eyes, sparkling under the chandeliers, and her smile sent butterflies crashing through me.

      Incredible.

      “Cade.”

      I heard my brother but couldn’t respond, my eyes just locked onto her.

      “Dude.”

      I blinked as he shook me, shaking my head and turning to him.

      He frowned. “The heck was that?”

      “Cas.”

      He heard the tone in my voice and shut his mouth.

      I didn’t say a thing, I just turned back to her, and this time, his eyes followed mine.

      “Oh, idiot,” he whispered.

      I nodded slowly. “Yeah.”

      “Who is—”

      We both froze as we watched King Lucian himself step forward, beaming at this gorgeous creature and then placing an arm around her and hugging her close.

      Oh, shoot.

      “That, dear brother,” I said slowly, putting the pieces together. “That is King Lucian’s daughter, Princess Ilana Morningstar of Avlion.”

      Caspian whistled lowly.

      “Well, this is going to be a problem.”

      This was going to be a big problem.

      Because I knew right there that the same lightning I’d just felt had hit Caspian too. She’d caught us up like a blasted spell, and with one look, I knew were both thinking the same thing.

      She was it. She was everything. There was no denying it. We’d given up on finding the one thing we were looking for, but there in that ballroom, just when we’d least expected it, she’d found us.

      Something told me, King Lucian’s virgin, oldest daughter, was completely off the table when it came to being shared by the two of us.

      Well, except I had no idea how wrong I was.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Ilana

      

    
    
      “We shouldn’t have just left her alone with him, you know,” Adele muttered under her breath as my father left us to go mingle with some other dignitaries.

      I rolled my eyes, shaking my head as I turned back to her. She was talking about leaving Imogen with Prince Magnus back there, after he’d come striding over and zeroed right in on her. Yes, the man had a reputation as long as his — well, as long as that other bit of reputation, if the tabloids were to be believed. And if we’d been anywhere but our father’s palace, surrounded by people, and guards, and all that, then no, of course I wouldn't have left my younger sister alone with him.

      “Imogen’s a big girl, she can handle herself.”

      “It’s him handling her we should be worried about,” Adele muttered.

      I laughed, my jaw dropping. “Wow, Adele Snow! Where’s this sassy version of you coming from?”

      Adele, our cousin by way of our father’s brother, the king of Berne, was usually much more reserved than she’d been since she’d arrived earlier in the afternoon to attend the ball that night. She was usually softer and quieter, but tonight, she’d been edgy, and sharp-tongued about all sorts of stuff.

      “Sorry.” She looked down, sighing.

      “No, it’s fine,” I smiled, putting an arm around her “You okay, though?”

      “Yeah,” she made a face. “Just stuff with Mallory.”

      I made a stink face at her, which made her laugh.

      Neither of us liked her stepmother, the new queen of Berne. After all, Kathryn, Adele’s mother, had been loved by everyone who met her. Kind, gracious, regal and just so freaking classy all the time. A car accident had claimed her almost ten years ago, though, and a few years after that, Lorne, her father, had met and quickly married Mallory.

      …We’d called her the “wicked stepmother” ever since we were little girls, and the name fit like a glove.

      Mallory was everything Kathryn hadn’t been — cold, cruel, vindictive, vain, and full of petty jealousy and insecurity. She’d married a king to be queen, but she’d been quite firm from the start that she hadn’t done so to be someone’s mother. As sweet as our cousin was, Mallory had zero interest in her. That was, until she’d gotten older, and started turning into the beautiful young woman she was today. At that point, Mallory had gone from total disinterest to keen meanness towards her.

      It sucked, and I knew everyone saw it. But my uncle Lorne was under her spell, it seemed.

      “Sorry, Adele,” I gave her a harder squeeze.

      She waved me off, smiling. “Eh, it’s fine.”

      “Well you look freaking amazing tonight, if that helps”

      She grinned. “It does, thanks.”

      “Would some bubbly help even more?”

      “Definitely.”

      I laughed as I linked my arm through hers and steered us towards the bar. Tonight was looking better already. Was I going to find my prince charming tonight? Nope. But I was going to drink champagne with my favorite cousin, listen to some classical ballroom dancing music, and try not to worry about the fact that I was only twenty-one and already somewhat jaded with the idea of love.

      “Oh, shoot.”

      My arm suddenly jerked as Adele stopped short in her tracks. I turned to see her face pale, which was saying something considering the usual tone of her alabaster skin.

      I frowned. “Are you okay?”

      “I— yeah, it’s fine.”

      Her head whirled back to me for a second from wherever she’d been looking. “Actually, I need to go.”

      I shook my head. "Wait, what?”

      I followed her eyes across the room, and I froze as I saw the dark-haired, bearded, ruggedly handsome man in all black staring right at her from across the ballroom.

      “Um, someone you know?”

      Adele said nothing, her chest quietly rising and falling.

      “Adele?”

      She shook her head, turning back to me. “Uh, yeah, no. I mean, I’m not sure.”

      I raised a brow at her. “You know you’re not making any sense, right? Are you feeling okay?”

      “I’m fine,” she said quickly. “I just need to go, now.”

      “I’ll come with—”

      “No, Ilana,” she gave me a quick look. “I'll catch up with you later, okay?”

      She slipped away, scurrying out of the ballroom. And then I was alone, shoulders slumping and my fun night of blowing this whole thing off with Adele withering under the hard gaze of the mystery guy from across the room.

      Wonderful. First Isla, then Imogen, and now Adele. Which meant now I was alone to wander this dumb ball. It was definitely time to get some champagne.

      “It's a sad day when a princess as beautiful as yourself finds reason to frown.”

      The voice teased over me like silk and whiskey, sending a shiver down my whole body. I swallowed, feeling my head swim slightly under the sheer manliness of that voice before I turned.

      My heart flip-flopped.

      I’d been positive I wasn’t going to find my prince charming that night. Fate had decided to step in with a sense of humor by sending me two Charmings.

      Literally.

      At first I thought I was seeing double, until I focused on the two gorgeous, staggeringly handsome men dressed in crisp tuxedos standing in front of me.

      Of course, I knew of the Charming brothers of Marland, but I’d never met them. And of course, they were handsome in pictures in tabloids and on news websites.

      Tabloids and websites had not done them justice.

      Because here in the flesh, both of them standing right in front of me with two sets of piercing blue eyes lancing right into me, their presence enveloped me. And yes, I’d known they were good-looking guys, but up close, a foot away from them?

      They were freaking gorgeous.

      The identical men were built like linebackers — broad shoulders, and muscled arms and chests that filled out their tuxedos. Strong jaws, split by two slightly cocky, and for lack of a better term, charming grins, and two pairs of intensely melting blue eyes.

      “Um, hi,” I said, cringing a little at how lame a response it was.

      “I’m Cade,” the first one said in a smooth, velvety baritone. “And this is my brother Caspian.”

      “The Charming brothers,” I said, nodding politely. “I know you. Well, I know of you. I guess we’ve never met. I’m—”

      “Princess Ilana,” Caspian finished for me, his eyes burning right into me and sending a shiver through me. “And how in the world is it that we’ve never met?”

      I smiled to hide the eye roll. I mean, what a line, right? That and the first one about “a sad day when a princess frowns.”

      I mean, please.

      I’d heard it before. I’d heard them all from so many different princes over the years, at functions, or fundraisers, or dinners, or balls like this. Gems like “I didn’t know King Lucian was a thief, but he stole the stars out of heaven and stuck em in your eyes!”

      Seriously I knew the lines, and they did nothing for me, even from gorgeous, heart-stoppingly sexy guys like these two.

      “Just shook out that way,” I said cordially with another plastic smile.

      The two of them were just staring at me, neither saying a word.

      My brow furrowed. “I’m sorry, is there…” I trailed off.

      “Sorry,” Cade chuckled, shaking his head. “We’re not, uh, we’re not usually tongue tied like this, it’s just that you’re—”

      I laughed, cutting him off. “You know what, you can save them, okay?”

      The two of them frowned.

      “Pardon?” Cade said a brow raised.

      “Look, no offense, really, I’m just not...” I shrugged. “I’m just not that girl.”

      A smile teased Caspian’s lips as he glanced at his twin before narrowing those eyes on me.

      “And what girl might that be?”

      “The one that falls for lines like that?”

      He laughed, and even his brother seemed to grin a little.

      “Well you’re in luck, because we’re not those guys.”

      “And which guys would that be?”

      “The kind that uses lines like that.”

      I rolled my eyes. “I wasn’t born yesterday, and trust me, I’ve heard every one that princes like you can come up with.”

      Cade smiled, shaking his head before his eyes met mine. “See, if asked you if it hurt? You know, when you fell out of heaven?”

      I had to smile as I rolled my eyes at the cheesy line.

      “Now, that’s a line.”

      “Good, we’re agreed.”

      “But,” I gasped as he suddenly moved towards me, his strong hand boldly and quickly moving to my waist, lingering there and sending heat radiating through me.

      “But if I told you that you were the most gorgeous woman I’d ever seen in my entire life, that you take my breath away?”

      I melted. I wanted to see it for the line it was, but as I just lost myself in those eyes of his, and let those words melt over me, I wasn’t so sure it was a line.

      Maybe he was just drunk?

      “I—”

      “That’s not a line,” he growled.

      I’d barely had time to catch my breath, or even begin to formulate words back, when suddenly, another hand slipped over my other hip, pulling me from Cade and against Caspian. I gasped as I fell into him, and all I could think was how bold of them this was, for this being a formal dance. Not to mention, for my father being less than fifty feet away.

      “And if I were to tell you that for the first time literally ever, I had butterflies coming over to talk to you? If I were to tell you no girl has ever gotten my blood pumping so hot or my head all turned around as you have?”

      Caspian leaned in, and I shivered as I felt his lips almost touch my ear.

      “That’s not a line either.”

      And then he was pulling back — both of them were, leaving me breathless and spinning, wondering what in the world had just happened. I knew what lines sounded like. Or at least, I thought I did. And I wasn’t interested in men with lines, that’s for sure. But these two? I was fairly sure they’d meant every single word they’d just said, as insane as that was considering I’d literally just met them.

      I paused.

      Maybe they were insane? Like, legitimately inane? They weren’t that big in tabloids, after all. Not like Prince Logan or Prince Magnus. They were famous, of course, but they kept distance from the press. And I suddenly wondered what that meant about them. One of my sister’s was currently with a beast, the other with a legendary bad boy. But those two had well-documented stories in the papers and tabloids. These two though? Well these two I realized didn’t really have any “reps” I knew about.

      They could be anything.

      I took a shaky breath, trying to calm my nerves. Line or not, man had those words hit me deep inside. I could feel my pulse still racing, my head spinning, and heat teasing through parts of me I was embarrassed to admit even to myself.

      “I should,” I swallowed. “I should be going. Wonderful to meet you both. Enjoy the ball,” I finished quickly, whirling to start to march away and hoping my voice hadn’t quavered like I thought it had. But I only made it three steps before two hands grabbed me — two, a hand on each arm — stopping me.

      “Hang on.”

      I turned, the heat flushing back into my face as two sets of gorgeous blue eyes lanced into me.

      “You really still think we’re giving you lines?”

      I bit my lip, studying both of them. “Your Highnesses, no offense, but of course you are.”

      They both frowned.

      Oh what, liked I’d wounded them. They were really rolling with this act.

      But at the same time, I could feel the little thrill shiver through me. I mean, they were gorgeous, and it wasn’t every day a girl had two crazy handsome princes — twins, nonetheless — fighting for her attention, lines or not.

      “You’re both princes, and I know the crowd you run in. And while I’m a little flattered, I’m sorry but I’m just not interested.”

      “Yes you are.”

      My eyes snapped to Cade, my jaw dropping.

      “Excuse me?”

      “You are,” he said plainly, grinning. “Interested, that is.”

      “I beg your pardon!”

      “Have a drink with us, Princess,” Caspian growled.

      I shook my head. “I don’t think that’s—”

      “One drink,” he murmured, stepping close again. “A drink, and if you still think we’re just feeding you trash, you can walk away. Heck, you can kick us out of the ball.”

      I raised a brow. “High stakes.”

      “You haven’t heard ours yet.”

      A grin teased my lip as I bit it slowly.

      “Yours?”

      “Our terms,” Cade growled with a quiet smile. “If you don’t enjoy yourself and still think that we’re giving you lines after a drink, you can kick us out of your father’s ball. But if you do enjoy yourself,” he grinned as he moved closer, and I could feel my breath catch, a salacious tease tickling down my spine and deep between my legs.

      “If you do enjoy yourself, well…”

      Cade just smiled as he trailed off.

      “Well what?”

      Caspian chuckled. “Why don’t we get that drink, and we’ll cross that bridge after.”

      I felt that forbidden heat creep back into places it shouldn’t have as I caught my lip between my teeth and darted my eyes between them.

      Yeah, it certainly wasn’t every day a girl had two handsome princes fighting over her.

      They both turned, putting a hand out.

      I hesitated.

      This was becoming scandalous. Two princes who wanted to whisk me away and get drinks with me? This wasn’t exactly suitors ball etiquette, that’s for sure. Far from it.

      Powerful hands enveloped mine as they turned and led me towards the bar, my heart pounding and my body tingling in a weird anticipation that I’d never felt before.

      It was just a drink, after all, why was I getting so tingly?

      And besides, I thought to myself. What happened if one of them did end up being as charming as his name suggested? These two seemed close — best friends besides being twin brothers. I knew it wasn’t going to happen — of course. But say I did find my prince charming in one of the Charmings that night. How could I find whatever I was looking for in one and send the other one away?

      How could I choose?

      Funny to think now how I didn’t have to worry about that at all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Caspian

      

    
    
      She looked nervous as she sipped her champagne, the three of us lingering near one of the bars around the ballroom.

      Nervous wasn’t good.

      Idiot, I didn’t know what was good, I guess. I doubted either of us knew what would happen when we’d approached her. What, that she’d instantly look at us and proclaim she had the same insane feelings we’d had with one look at her? What, that the crazy-person lightning that’d hit us had hit her too?

      No, clearly Cade and I were messed in the head. Clearly, going up to a princess like her, together, and telling her she was our dream girl or whatever verbal vomit we’d spit up before wasn’t the smoothest move.

      The thing was though, we weren’t trying to be smooth. We weren’t trying to game her or give her lines like she thought.

      We were just captivated by her.

      So no, we didn’t know what we were going to say when we went over to her, or what would happen, because it was all secondary. The primal need to just be near her had taken over. And now here we were, probably weirding her out in a major way.

      Wonderful.

      “So, you two are here looking for soulmates?”

      She said it sarcastically, but I could barely concentrate on her words. My eyes were still lost in those eyes, in the dimples at her cheeks, at the soft skin of her neck. The way her hair twirled and twisted up on her head like it was held in place by magic.

      I was trying to ignore the darker, fiercer side in me that wanted to pull that hair loose and wrap it around my fist. The side of me that wanted to bruise those lips with mine, and claim that soft neck with my teeth.

      The part of me that was dying to know what those lips would feel like sliding down my cock.

      I shook my head, blinking and realizing neither of us had said a thing to her question.

      Goodness we were this up.

      “Perhaps?” I said with a smile, shrugging.

      She rolled her eyes. “Soulmates, huh? Really?”

      Cade laughed. “Is it so hard to imagine?”

      “For you two?” She barked out a laugh. “Yes.”

      “Humor us. Why?”

      “Why?” She grinned, taking a sip of her champagne and shaking her head at Cade and then me.

      “Because you’re both princes.”

      “And?”

      “And rich, gorgeous, sexy princes have a tendency to be looking for one thing, and it's not soulmates.”

      I grinned, my eye catching hers. “So we’re gorgeous and sexy?”

      Her face went bright red, her eyes dropping. “That’s not what I meant.”

      Cade chuckled, sipping his drink.

      “I’m not wrong and you know it,” she said quickly. “I know all about your reputations. And I’m sure you’re here at a suitors’ ball looking for desperate, pathetic princesses who think being around the promise of true love is an excuse to give it up to men like you.”

      I smirked. Dang she was sharp. I liked that, a lot.

      “Our reputations?” Cade raised a brow.

      Truth be told, we didn’t really have the reps our friends did, because we’d always kept our personal lives out of the papers.

      “Our reps or our friends’?”

      She shrugged. “Isn’t it the same thing?”

      I shook my head. “I don’t think so.”

      She glanced at me. “Company you keep.”

      “Touché.”

      “Anyways...” She quickly looked away, a wisp of her long blonde hair coming loose and floating near her ear. Dang I wanted to run my finger through that hair. Maybe tangle in it. Maybe pull her into me and claim that mouth.

      I cleared my throat.

      Goodness what the heck was coming over me?

      “Anyways, I should go find my sisters, or something.”

      “Or something?” My brother smirked at her. “C’mon, can’t even come up with a good excuse why you don’t want to be hanging around with us?”

      I elbowed him sharp in the ribs but he ignored me.

      Ilana didn’t bat an eye.

      “Should I? Come up with an excuse I mean? It’s not like there’s any needed. I just shouldn’t be seen at a suitors’ ball like this hanging around the bar with two princes like yourselves, with your reputations.”

      “You forgot ‘sexy and gorgeous’ this time,” I added with a smirk.

      Her face bloomed crimson as she quickly took a sip of her champagne.

      “Good luck with…whatever you’re looking for tonight.”

      “I think we were perfectly clear what we’re looking for,” I said, my voice tight. “We’re looking for you and only you.”

      Her eyes met mine for a second, her cheeks tinging that pink shade again before she looked away.

      Dang I could’ve gotten lost in those eyes.

      “You keep saying that.”

      “It keeps being true,” Cade growled.

      “And I told you, I’m not that girl.”

      “Which girl is that then?”

      “The one that gets caught up in your little lines like this?”

      I wanted to murder whoever had messed with her. Because I could see it then that that’s what this was. This wasn’t just a woman wise to men like us, even if that’s not what we were after. This was someone who’d been burned by someone like us. And I hated whoever that jerk was.

      And suddenly it made sense. Through that lens, I suddenly understood the reason she was so standoffish Hell, even if she did feel what we were feeling, I knew she was guarded.

      She shook her head before either of us could respond.

      “Anyways, I’m not that girl so, enjoy your nigh—”

      “So prove it.”

      She whirled back, frowning at me.

      “Pardon me?”

      Cade swung his gaze to me, scowling at me.

      “Then prove it,” I said again, bolder this time. “You say you’re not ‘that girl’? Well, wouldn’t ‘that girl’ do exactly this? Walk away before things get real? Off to go waltz around with someone much safer?”

      Her eyes locked onto mine.

      “Lines didn’t work, and neither will reverse psychology.”

      I grinned.

      “Look, I’m done creating scandal with anyone watching me over here drinking with you two. Enjoy your night.”

      She turned to walk away again, but I caught her arm. I don’t know why, or what the heck I was thinking. This was pushing it, and I knew it. I knew pushing her again to stay could’ve backfired so hard, but I wasn’t about to let her walk away. Not then, not ever.

      “You’re worried about scandal? Fine, let's go somewhere else for a drink.”

      I watched the heat creep through her face and neck, down to the top swell of her breast in the neckline of that dress.

      “Excuse me?” she almost whispered it, like this really was scandalizing.

      Cade glared dangers at me, but I couldn’t shut my mouth.

      “Look, you’re not ‘that girl’ and we’re not ‘those guys’. Seems none of us are the type to actually go to balls like this, and since we’re causing some a scandal just having a casual drink over here, I suggest we ditch the limelight and go have a drink somewhere where we won’t create scandal.”

      “Are you seriously asking me to ditch my own suitors ball?”

      “Do you seriously want to stay?”

      Her lips snapped shut, her eyes darting between us.

      “Fine.”

      Wait, what? My jaw almost dropped at her words before I forced myself to keep cool.

      “Fine. You’re right,” she sighed. “I’m very much over this ball. The pretense is stupid anyways, and I’m tired of the duchess of Lisandria glaring at me from across the room like I’m creating a scene.”

      I followed her nod to a sour looking, prissy-faced girl who was, sure enough, shooting dagger looks at us from across the ballroom.

      Incredible, and I knew why. So did Cade, judging by the stifled snort next to me.

      Ilana’s brow perked up. “What’s so funny?”

      “Nothing,” I said quickly.

      Cade just kept trying to hide the laugh.

      “Okay, please tell, I can’t stand that girl. She’s the most obnoxious gossip I know, and she once started a rumor in high school that I was sleeping with the headmaster. Not freaking true, by the way.”

      Cade glanced at me before grinning. “Well she, uh, she tried to make a play for us at a gala a few months back and we turned her down. She was very drunk, and sort of made a scene when we declined her invitation. I think that's why she’s glaring at you.”

      Ilana frowned. “Wait, she made a play for you?”

      I grinned. She didn’t get it.

      “She made a play for us,” I said, stressing the word.

      Ilana’s brows suddenly shot up. “Wait, to both of you?” she said incredulously, her face going pink at what I hoped was her mind coming up with what that implied.

      I nodded, and her eyes grew a little wider as she swallowed thickly.

      “Well, now we’re certainly going off and getting that drink, if just to ruffle her feathers.”

      I grinned. “Done.”

      “But just so we’re clear...” Her face turned red. “I am not making a ‘play’ at either and certainly not both of you.”

      “Of course not. You’re not that girl, as you’ve been saying.” I grinned.

      She shivered, her lip catching between her teeth before she knocked back the rest of her drink.

      “We should bring champagne.”

      It was all she said before she whirled, her gown and her hair twirling as she made her way from the room.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        Ilana

      

    
    
      Oh my goodness, what was I doing? What on earth had come over me? I felt tingly, and alive, and if I was being honest, sort of naughty in a way that sent a shiver through me.

      Here I was flirting — flirting — with two gorgeous princes. It was so unlike me, and I knew I was breaking all sorts of my own rules. But something kept me from backing down from it.

      I could hear them walking up behind me as I left the ballroom, turning down one hallway and then another, until we approached the east wing library.

      I can’t believe I’m doing this.

      And “this” wasn’t anything. Not yet at least. So I was getting a drink. Who cared? Except I knew it was more than that. I was getting a drink, in private, away from the ball, with two gorgeous men. Both of whom had made it quite well known they were interested.

      And two men who had a draw on me like I’d never felt before. I felt alive near them, and scared. But also so protected. On top of that, there was the story of Priscilla, the duchess who’d been glaring at me back there. She’d made a “play” for both of them?

      I shivered. Both, as in, the twin Charmings at the same time? It was so insanely scandalous, and yet, there was also no denying the naughty shiver that went through my body, teasing me in all sorts of places as I thought about it.

      I needed some more champagne. Immediately.

      I waltzed into the room, shivering as I heard them close the doors behind us. I clicked on one of the low-light lamps next to the opulent sofa before moving to the fireplace and clicking on the automatic flame with a button hidden on the side of the mantle.

      I turned back, biting my lip as the two men took seats — Caspian on one end of the sofa, Cade in the high-backed chair facing it. There was pop as Cade took the top off the champagne.

      “Incredible,” he muttered. “We forgot glasses.”

      I shrugged. “It’s fine.”

      “You sure? You might get cooties from us.” Caspian teased.

      I blushed, moving to take seat on the other side of the couch from him. Cade took a swig first, licking his lips softly — an action my eyes lingered on for far too long before he passed it to me. I nodded, reaching over and taking it before bringing the bubbles to my lips and taking a drink.

      I passed to Caspian, before my eyes darted to Cade, pulling something out of his jacket pocket.

      I laughed. “Are you serious?”

      He grinned, shrugging as he held up the joint in his hands. “If you’re not into it, I can save it for later.”

      “No, I’m fine.” I said it coolly as I could, like smoking pot in the library of the palace was no big deal. The truth of it was, I’d smoked the stuff once before, at Adele’s 18th birthday party, when some friend of a friend produced some.

      “You sure?”

      “Yeah, why not?”

      Caspian cleared his throat. “Skip it, man, we’ll just stick to champagne for n—”

      “Okay, I’m not the sheltered little princess you think I am, you know.”

      They glanced at each other, and I sighed.

      “I’m not.”

      “Okay, okay.” Cade held up his arms.

      “Light it, seriously.”

      “If you say so.”

      He lit the joint, taking a puff or two before handing it my way.”

      “See, I’d heard you were pretty sheltered.”

      I inhaled on the smoke, coughing slightly and feeling the buzz hit me before I passed it along to Caspian.

      “And what have you heard?”

      They glanced at each other.

      “Oh, what?”

      “Nothing.”

      “C’mon, tell me!”

      I knew what they’d heard. Of course, most people had heard about Lucian’s three virgin daughters. I knew it wasn’t true, but I hadn’t even ever told my sisters about that night when I’d been a total idiot with Prince Henry.

      “I promise you, I’m not as innocent as you think I am.”

      “Says the twenty-one-year-old virgin.”

      I held Caspian’s eyes, the grin still on his lips.

      “Not.”

      He frowned. “Pardon?”

      “I’m not. A virgin, I mean,” I said quickly, taking a big sip of the champagne he passed me.

      A shadow crossed his face.

      “Oh, please don’t tell me you’re one of those old fashioned jerks who thinks I’m like, less for not waiting until marriage.”

      He frowned harder. “Absolutely not.”

      I turned to his brother, seeing the same shadow on his face.

      “You sure? Cause you look like—”

      “We look like we’re pissed that some little trash got his hands on you and clearly didn’t appreciate what he had.”

      I froze, eyeing them. “And what makes you think he didn’t?”

      “Because he’s not here right now, threatening to throw both of us out the window for stealing you away.”

      I smiled, my face red and my body tingling.

      “It was a long time ago,” I shrugged. “And just once.” I sighed. “And you’re right, he was a total idiot.”

      “Anyone we know?”

      I glanced up at Cade. “Why?”

      “So we can beat the trash out of him for you.”

      I giggled, the bubbly and the smoke making me feel lighter and actually somehow clearer already. “Looking to defend my honor?”

      “Always”

      I bit my lip, falling into Cade’s eyes. “Well, thank you, but I’m okay.”

      I sighed, shaking my head at the offered smoke again and sipping the champagne instead. The moment felt perfect. I felt safe, and happy, and just at ease with these two. Heck, I’d just told them about Henry, and I hadn’t even told my sisters that.

      Caspian suddenly laughed. “Incredible, why do I feel like we’re in high school right now?”

      His brother chuckled. “Maybe ‘cause we’re hiding from the party, drinking champagne from the bottle, and smoking pot?”

      I laughed, a snorting laugh that made me laugh more as they laughed along with me.

      “If this was high school, we’d need to be playing spin the bottle or truth or dare or something stupid like that.”

      I instantly caught the interested look on Cade’s face.

      “Not playing spin the bottle, Mr. Chivalry,” I said, trying to hide my grin.

      “Wouldn’t have even dreamed of it.”

      “I would have,” Caspian said, making me shiver as I laughed it off.

      “I could be okay with truth or dare though?”

      Both of their brows perked up.

      “Oh really?”

      “Told you I wasn’t the innocent little princess from the tower you thought I was.”

      “We’ll see about that.”

      I swallowed the shiver at Cade’s words, the heat in the room sizzling through me.

      “Okay who goes first?”

      Caspian shrugged. “Go ahead.”

      “Just ask either of you?”

      “Sure.”

      I grinned as I sank back into the couch, feeling the warmth tease through my body, the room feeling smaller like it was just the three of us in the dim firelight in this moment.

      “Okay, you,” I pointed at Cade.

      “Uh-oh.”

      I giggled. “Truth or dare?”

      “This is so high school,” he laughed. “But fine. Truth.”

      The words left my lips before I could even think about it.

      “Have you two ever, you know…” I blushed. “With one girl?”

      They both froze, and Cade’s jaw dropped. “Dang, you don’t beat around the bush do you?”

      I quickly shook my head. “You don’t have to answer that.”

      “Yes I do.”

      “I looked up into those eyes. Of course, I was thinking about Priscilla coming on to both of them. I mean, I could see it, as much as it shocked me. Two gorgeous sexy, blond princes? Identically good looking?

      I blushed again.

      Yeah, I could see the appeal. What girl wouldn’t? But then, who would actually act on it?

      Cade’s eye’s locked on mine.

      “Yes.”

      The heat came roaring through my face as my jaw dropped.

      “Wait, really?”

      He nodded. “Yep.”

      My eyes darted between them. “Wait, both of you?”

      Caspian nodded, even if it wasn’t his turn.

      “Like, at the same time?”

      Cade nodded. “Yes.”

      The feeling that slammed through my body right then could only be described as want. It was pure, raw, lust.

      “Wow,” I managed to whisper, sinking back into the couch. “How does that even work?”

      “Just the one question,” Cade grinned. “My turn.”

      I just nodded, my head still spinning.

      “Truth or dare,” he said to me.

      I shook my head, still not able to clear the filthy, x-rated thoughts of both of these men taking a girl together from my head.

      “Um, truth.”

      “Are you thinking about both of us with one girl right now?”

      I didn’t think my face could get as hot as it did right then.

      Cade grinned wickedly. “No lying.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Maybe,” I whispered.

      “Maybe, or—”

      “Yes.” I shivered, biting my lip. “Yes,” I whispered again.

      I took a shaky breath, turning to Caspian.

      “Okay, truth or—”

      He laughed. “No way, it’s my turn.”

      “What? But I just got asked.”

      “Nope,” he grinned. “We go in a circle. You, Cade, now it’s my turn.”

      His eyes lasered in on me, and I shivered.

      “So, Princess-not-so-innocent. Truth or dare?”

      I bit my lip, and again, words came tumbling out before I could stop them.

      “Dare.”

      The two of them whistled.

      “Well, well.”

      “Wait, no, truth,” I said hastily.

      “Nope, too late.” Caspian leaned forward. “I dare you to…” He trailed off, his eyes moving over me and leaving a heated trail in their wake.

      “I dare you to let your hair down.”

      I blinked. “What? Why?”

      “Because I think you’ve got sexy hair,” he purred. “And I want to see it cascading down your shoulders.”

      I shivered, swallowing the heat from my face.

      “Fine,” I said as nonchalantly as I could.

      I reached up and started pulling bobby pins out, pulling out the elaborate twists and loops until finally I shook my head, letting my long locks tumble down well over my shoulders and halfway down my back.

      It was just my hair, but somehow, I felt like I was stripping clothes away for them, a thought that sent a heated spark between my legs.

      Caspian’s eyes went wide. “Well, dang. I didn’t know it was that long.”

      “Still sexy?” I whispered.

      “Even more so,” he growled. “Your turn.”

      I looked right back at him. “Truth or dare?”

      “Truth.”

      “Boring,” Cade laughed.

      “Whatever, dare.”

      Garbage, I didn’t have a dare, only more truths I wanted to hear. Or at least, that I thought I wanted to hear.

      “Fine, I dare you to tell me how it works.”

      “How what works?”

      I blushed. “You two, and, you know…”

      “Us with one girl?” Caspian frowned. “I don’t want to talk about that.”

      “Oh c’mon, why not!”

      “Because,” he growled.

      “Don’t think I can handle it?”

      “No, I don’t think I want to talk about sex with other women to the girl I can’t stop staring at or get my dang mind off of.”

      The room froze for second.

      Caspian looked away. “Look forget it.”

      I felt the heat sizzle through me, my pulse quickening and my heart beating faster inside my breast.

      “A dare is a dare.”

      His eyes snapped back to mine.

      “Princess.”

      “Chicken?”

      His eyes narrowed. “Fine,” he growled. “You want to know?”

      “I asked.”

      The thing was, I knew his trepidation. His reluctance to tell me was the same reluctance I had to hear it. Because as strange as it was, I was starting to get that these weren’t lines. And even stranger, I knew what he meant. The idea of them with other woman made me mad for some reason, like they were mine and some other woman touching them made my blood boil.

      But I was also so freaking curious. I was so curious and so wet at what two of them with a girl meant.

      “What do you want to know?”

      I swallowed. “Do you take turns?”

      “Sometimes.”

      I squeezed my legs together under my gown, the heat flooding my panties.

      “Sometimes one of us has her and then the other follows. And other times,” He grinned. “And other times, it’s at the same time.”

      “What do you mean at the same—”

      “He means,” Cade growled, one of us takes her from behind while she wraps her lips around the other one’s cock.”

      The filthy word sizzled through the stuffy library air, making me shiver and making heat bloom inside my rapidly dampening panties.

      “You both harass her at the same time?”

      Caspian groaned.

      “What?” I breathed

      “I think I like you saying that word.”

      I grinned impishly. “What, idiot?”

      His jaw tightened. “I think we should keep playing. Cade’s up.”

      Something had changed in the room. It was warmer, and the tension was palpable. I turned to Cade, feeling my heart pound.

      “Truth or dare,” he said lowly.

      I swallowed. “Truth,” I whispered.

      “How wet are you right now?” he growled.

      I whimpered.

      “Tell me, Princess,” he husked.

      I looked into my lap, my face crimson.

      “Very,” I managed to whisper out.

      He groaned as he shifted in his chair.

      “My turn,” Caspian purred on the couch next to me.

      “Truth or dare.”

      “Dare,” I managed to choke out, my whole world spinning round me.

      “Show us.”

      I froze.

      “What?”

      “Show us,” he growled. “Show us how wet you are.”

      My eyes went wide.

      “Take off your panties, Princess,” he growled. “And show us how turned on you are.”

      I didn’t think. I didn’t dwell on how this “wasn’t me” or how this “wasn’t proper.”

      Because screw it, maybe it was me, and maybe I didn’t feel like being proper right then. In fact, maybe I felt like being very un-proper.

      And so I did.

      My heart racing, my blood like fire inside, I slowly reached under my gown and hooked my fingers into my panties. I shivered as I pulled them down my legs, feeling them cling to the sticky, dewy wetness of my pussy before peeling away. I pushed them down to my ankles, balling them up and starting to shove them behind me on the couch, but Caspian’s hand suddenly went to mine.

      I glanced up, paling as he shook his head, grabbed them from my hand, and brought them to his nose. I whimpered, shivering as he groaned, his hand tightening on my wet panties as he inhaled, before passing them to Cade, who did the same. The panties were soaking wet too, and I felt the naughty shiver tease through me.

      “My turn,” I managed to croak out as I turned to Cade.”

      “Truth or—”

      “Dare,” he growled.

      “I dare you to show me,” I whispered.

      The corners of his mouth turned up. “Show you what, Princess?”

      He knew, he just wanted to hear me say it.

      “Show me how turned on you are.”

      “You sure you want to go there?” he husked.

      I nodded.

      He only hesitated a second before his hand went to his belt. I shivered as he loosened it, his fly coming down. He reached in, and suddenly the moan just tumbled from my mouth as he pulled out his thick, throbbing, enormous cock.

      My jaw dropped.

      Incredible.

      He grinned, wrapping his hand around it.

      “That’s how turned on you make me,” he growled, stroking his huge, pulsing erection before my eyes.

      I could feel the wetness flooding between my legs, my pussy tingling in raw, naked desire. My eyes locked onto his thick shaft, throbbing under his touch as his hand slipped up and down.

      “Now, Princess.”

      My eyes went to his, both of us panting.

      “Truth or dare?”

      I only took one second of thinking.

      “Dare,” I whispered.

      “Good girl,” he purred.

      He nodded at Caspian. “I want you to take his cock out now, and I want to see you wrap your hand around it.”

      I’m pretty sure I moaned out loud as I slowly turned towards the gorgeous prince sitting on the couch next to me. His eyes flashed fire as mine dropped to his lap, going wide at the thick bulge. Slowly, almost not believing that this was me, my hands crept out. I shivered at the groan he made when my hands landed on that bulge. I could feel him twitch under his tuxedo pants, the iron hardness pulsing under my fingers.

      My hand moved to his zipper, and I panted as I start to tug on it. Caspian just groaned, leaning back as I tugged his zipper down. I moved up to his belt, undoing it and pushing it away as I popped the button to his tuxedo pants. Trembling, and more turned on then I’d ever been, I slowly slipped my fingers into the front of his boxer briefs.

      I gasped.

      His cock was hot, and throbbing, and pulsing under my small fingertips. I could feel the power there, the way he bulged under my touch, and I whimpered as I started to wrap my fingers around him. I used my other hand to gently pull the briefs down before Caspian took over, shoving his pants and his boxers down to his knees.

      I gasped loudly as his huge cock sprang up, pulsing in the firelight, and sticking straight up against his abs. I squeezed my legs together as I reached out, letting my fingers play over the underside of him and thrilling as he groaned.

      “Just like that, Princess.”

      I moaned quietly as I wrapped my hand around him, feeling this sort of power as he throbbed under my touch. I stroked my hand up and down, feeling the silky skin and the thick muscle beneath. I moved closer, my eyes locked on his toe as I stroked him up and down. I felt the couch sink next to me, and I turned my face as Cade sank down next to me. His hand moved up into my hair, and I moaned as he wrapped it in his fist. He pulled me towards him, and suddenly, our lips came crashing together.

      I moaned into that kiss, my hand still wrapped around his twin’s cock. I felt Caspian groan, moving his mouth to my neck and biting it gently as Cade’s tongue played with mine. Hands slipped over my gown, moving up to cup my breasts through fabric — fingers rolling over a nipple and making me shiver.

      My other hand dropped to Cade’s lap, and I moaned into his kiss as I wrapped it around his cock as well. I had both of them in my hands, throbbing, rock hard, so freaking huge, and all for me.

      This was “how it worked.” And God did I want them.

      Hands found my hair, and I twisted, pulled from Cade towards Caspian as he crushed his mouth to mine. His tongue sought mine, and I could feel Cade’s hands on my thighs, pushing my dress higher.

      I broke the kiss, turning back to kiss Cade as his hand slipped under my gown.

      “So wet,” he purred, and I moaned as I felt his big finger drag over my pussy.

      “Tell us to stop and we’re done here,” he growled. “But I swear Princess, if you—”

      “I definitely don’t want you to stop,” I moaned out, kissing him fiercely.

      I wanted this. And I wanted it with them, more than anything. I felt the spark, and the connection there. Heck, I’d have been okay if what we were doing was just letting go for some fun, but I knew it was more than that. I knew we all three felt the connection.

      Cade’s finger pushed in, making me moan as he started to stroke it in and out of my slippery wetness, and both of their cocks twitched in my hands as I moaned loudly.

      He broke the kiss, pulling away, and slowly turning my head towards his twin.

      “I want to watch you take his cock in your mouth,” he growled into my ear. “I want to watch those lips stretch around his fat cock, and I want to feel how wet you get when you do it.”

      I was lost, spinning out of control with all of this, and I didn’t care. I’d never done this. Not including the times alone with my fingers in my bed, the entirety of my sexual experience was one awkward, thirty-second round of sex, in the dark. I’d never done anything else, and here I was about to do it with two hot twins.

      I looked at Caspian, stroking his cock as I leaned in and kissed him. His hand tightened in my hair, the other moving up under my gown as well. His finger brushed my clit before he pulled away and leaned back.

      I lowered my head.

      His cock head was soft against my lips, but as I parted them and lowered them around his shaft, I could feel the thick strength and power there. I moaned softly, letting my tongue play over his head and the underside of it while my lips wrapped around his crown. He groaned, his fingers tangling in my hair and his thumb brushing my jaw. I moaned around him, slowly trying to get more of his enormous cock in his mouth, but knowing there was no way more than the first two inches would.

      I brought both hands up to him then, stroking him slowly as I suckled on the head. I moaned around him, thrilling at the groans coming from his mouth.

      Suddenly, I moaned louder as I felt myself being pulled up onto the couch. My legs spread, and I shivered as I felt my gown being pushed up around my waist. The warm air of the room hit my bare, dripping wet pussy and I whimpered as I felt hands push my thighs apart.

      I gasped as I felt hot breath on my skin, moving higher. And when I felt the stubble against my inner thigh, I cried out.

      “Suck his cock, Princess,” Cade growled. “Suck his cock while I lick this sweet, sweet pussy until you’re begging me to stop.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Cade

      

    
    
      I groaned as I spread her legs wide and leaned in, her sweet, pink, perfect little pussy so open and ready for me. She glistened in the firelight, her thighs trembling as I let my lips trace up over her skin.

      My thumb stroked her lips, brushing up and down and pushing between them just as I dragged up to roll over her clit. My breath washed over her, making her tremble and moan. The sound was muffled, and I glanced up, groaning as I saw her pouty lips wrapped around Caspian’s toe.

      I could smell her arousal — the scent of her making my cock throb almost painfully between my legs. I wrapped a hand around it, fisting it and feeling the pleasure rumble through me as I leaned in and placed a kiss right in that little crease between her thigh and her pussy.

      And then I stopped teasing. Then I leaned in, pushed my tongue deep in her folds and took a long, slow lick all the way up to her clit.

      Ilana cried out, pulling away from Caspian and almost screaming in pleasure as I wrapped my lips around her clit and let my tongue dance over it. I growled, one hand stroking my own cock as I used the fingers of the other to spread her lips. My tongue traced up and down, pushing deep into her opening, like I was her with my tongue, before coming up to mercilessly play with her clit. My hand slid higher, pushing her gown up around her waist and reaching higher. I pulled the top of her dress down, yanking it over her breast. I glanced up, groaning into her groin as her full breasts spilled out, her pink little nipples so hard and ready.

      My eyes landed on that mouth of hers, bobbing slowly on Caspian again, her hands stroking the lucky idiot as he groaned and dropped his head back. His hands moved down to her freed breasts, cupping them and letting his fingers tease her nipples.

      I pushed a finger against her opening, slipping two up inside and stroking them in and out as my tongue danced back and forth across her clit. Idiot she was sweet, and tangy, and perfect. And I wanted all of her.

      I started to finger her faster, my tongue swirling over her clit again and again as her body started to tense. She pulled away from Caspian, barely able to even just stroke him as her cries filled the room. She looked like she was about to have a blasted seizure, her chest rising and falling, her thighs shaking, and her whole body trembling under my tongue. And I wanted to push her over, but I wanted more.

      I wanted to give her more.

      I pulled back, my eyes looking up to grab Caspian’s attention. I nodded, and he nodded back. We knew each other’s looks.

      Gently, he pulled away from her, and before she could even know what was happening, he was off the couch and on his knees, his mouth right by her pussy.

      I pulled back, pushing her one leg up high so that her knee was hooked over the back of the couch, letting my twin lean in and taste her sweetness. He growled, and she whimpered as his tongue slipped over her clit.

      I moved lower, my cock throbbing in anticipation of making this princess come harder than she’d ever conceived of coming before.

      She moaned as I palmed her skin. She even gasped as I let a finger slip over the seam of her rear. But when my breath came hot against her tight little jerk, she started to freeze.

      “Wait, I—”

      “Just relax.” Caspian groaned, his tongue flicking her clit and making her cry out. “Let us do this for you.”

      I didn’t hesitate again, I just went for it.

      Ilana screamed — like actually screamed — when the tip of my tongue pressed against her tight little jerk. I swirled it over her forbidden hole, loving the way she squealed and cried out in pure pleasure. Caspian’s tongue was merciless her clit, his fingers sliding in and out of her pussy as my hands spread her rear wide and my tongue pushed right up against her unyielding opening. I pushed in and out, teasing her rear with my tongue as Caspian did the same to her clit, and slowly, she started to just shatter for us.

      Her moans grew louder and louder as she started to tumble out of control. And then, with a final swirl of my tongue on her rear and Caspian’s over her clit, she suddenly broke.

      Ilana cried out as her orgasm slammed through her, her whole body convulsing and her pussy flooding Caspian’s face. We slowed, but kept teasing her, kept pushing her until we were both positive that this orgasm was one she’d never forget. Not ever.

      Finally, we relented, letting her catch her breath, her whole body shivering as we moved back up onto the couch with her.

      Idiot she looked beautiful. Her gown was bunched around her waist and pulled down over her breasts, her hair wild, her face flushed. I let my hand stroke her thighs. She turned to me, and before it knew it, she was kissing me fiercely, hungrily. She turned, and practically attacked Caspian, doing the same to him as her hand dropped to my cock, making me groan.

      Slowly, she turned, and started to slide off the couch onto her knees. She pushed the dress down, kicking it away until she was kneeling naked between us, a hand on each of our cocks.

      “Are we still playing?” she breathed.

      I groaned. “What?”

      “The game,” she whispered, her eyes darting from my cock to Caspian’s.

      “I— incredible, Princess,” I growled. “I think we’re past truth or—”

      “Because I need to dare you,” she husked, her eyes meeting mine. “Both of you.”

      “Dare us to what?” Caspian growled, her hand sliding up and down his pulsing cock.

      “I dare you to show me how,” she breathed. “Show me how the two of you take a girl.”

      “Can’t do that,” Caspian growled.

      Her face started to fall before he leaned down, pulled her up, and kissed her gently.

      “We can’t show you like you’re just any girl,” he whispered. “Because you’re something else altogether. The past, it was all meaningless to us. It was just us trying and failing to find what we were actually after, until tonight.”

      I leaned over, pulling her to me and kissing her as well. “Until we found you.”

      “So, you wanna dare us, Princess?” Caspian growled his hand tightening in her hair. “Then dare us to show you how we take you together.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Ilana

      

    
    
      I moaned as I felt Caspian’s hand tighten in my long hair, tangling it around his fingers. He drew me closer, his fist pumping his cock as he pulled me up to his mouth. He kissed me fiercely, my whole world spinning as I felt the throbbing length of his cock pressing against my breast, his tongue dancing across mine.

      I could feel Cade move off the couch onto the floor, his hands skimming my back down to cup my rear. Fingers pushed lower and I moaned as I felt them tease over my pussy. His lips kissed and nibbled up my back, until he pulled me away from Caspian and twisted me around to kiss my lips.

      “Last chance, Princess,” he growled. “We’re not going to hold back here.”

      “We won’t be able to,” Caspian groaned.

      “Don’t,” I whispered.

      “You’re saying that, but I think you need to understand—”

      “I want it all.”

      “You’re going to get all of it,” Cade moaned into my ear, making me shiver. “But you need to know something.”

      I turned, my eyes meeting his.

      Cade shook his head. “We’re not into the one-night thing. We want you right now because we want you, not just this,” he whispered. “We do this, and it’s not just for tonight. We need you to think about that.”

      I shook my head.

      “I don’t have to think about it.”

      And I knew it was true. I knew I’d never even have left the ballroom with them if I didn’t know it was true. Because the truth of it was, I’d felt the spark the second they’d laid eyes on me. I’d been confused, because I’d convinced myself a while ago that what I’d felt when I saw them wasn’t real, and couldn’t ever be real.

      But I’d felt it. That real, tangible, body-tingling, heart-pulling spark. Somehow, these two were everything I hadn’t been looking for. Which was insane, but there it was. Kissing me, touching me, and showing me it all.

      And I wanted it all, with them.

      Caspian pulled me back, groaning as he stroked his thick cock. I whimpered, my eyes landing on his enormous girth pulsing right in front of my lips.

      “Open your mouth, Princess.”

      I moaned as I did, feeling his cock head slip over my lips. His pre-cum left a salty trail across them, and I moaned as I pushed my tongue out, swirling it over his head and my lips, taking him. He groaned, moving his hand away as mine took over, my small fingers not even touching around his thick shaft as I stroked him with both hands.

      I lapped at his head, bringing my tongue down the underside of him and letting just the tip tease over his big toe. He yanked his shirt off, practically tearing the buttons and shredding the tie as he yanked them off his arms and flung them over the back of the couch.

      “Just like that, Princess,” he growled, throwing his head back, his hands slipping into my hair. He moved me lower, and lower, until I gasped as my lips slipped over his big, heavy balls.

      All of this was new to me, but from the masculine sounds coming from his perfect lips, and the way his ab muscles rippled so tightly, I knew I was doing something right. I parted my lips, suckling on his heavy sack and tonguing him, making him growl and making my own desire spike through me.

      I felt Cade’s hands on me, teasing me, slipping down my sides and my hips to my rear. His palm came down with crack, slapping my rear and making me cry out as I licked at Caspian’s balls. His big hands moved to my rear, holding it tightly and spreading me wide.

      “Spread your legs, baby,” he purred.

      I whimpered as I did, scooching my knees farther apart and gasping as his hand dipped between my thighs. His fingers ran over my seam, spreading my lips and easing a thumb inside. I groaned, moving my mouth back up Caspian’s thick shaft to suck on the head. My hand stroked him while the other cupped his heavy balls.

      I suddenly whimpered as I felt Cade’s tongue slip over my thigh, and then suddenly move to my jerk again.

      God this was so dirty, and I loved it. This was so far beyond anything I’d ever even imagined sex could be, and I loved every single second of it. I loved that this was out of my element. I loved that this was shattering my “old-fashioned” sensibilities in the most amazing way.

      And yet, it wasn’t. It wasn’t changing who I was, or how I thought about things like this. This wasn’t just tonight, they’d meant that, and I knew it. This wasn’t just throwing it away and having one fun night.

      Of course, I didn’t really know what more than that mean when it came to two men. I didn’t want to think about the possibility of coming between them, or them making me “choose.”

      But something told me I wouldn’t have to.

      It was insane, and nothing I could even conceive of, but I did want both of them. I wanted Cade and I wanted Caspian, together as one package deal. Maybe that’s why I’d never found my prince charming. Maybe I’d only been looking for one, when the reason it never felt right was that there was a second missing?

      Whatever it was though, this felt real. This felt more real than anything, and I never wanted to stop feeling it with the two of them.

      Cade’s tongue found my pussy, pushing deep and then curling around my clit to make me whimper around Caspian’s thick cock. He stood behind me, and I shivered as I felt his big cock rub against my thigh. The fact that it was identical to the one in my hands only make me moan louder. That it was a mirror image — the exact same thickness, and length, and flared, pulsing head. The same vein running down the side, the same pair of heavy balls hanging beneath. The same carved body, and thick muscles, ready to drive it into me.

      His head brushed over my lips, and I shivered.

      “I’m going to forget you now, Princess,” Cade growled in my ear. “I’m going to drive every inch of my big cock inside that tight little royal pussy and I’m going to make you mine. We’re going to make you ours, I promise you that.”

      “Please,” I whimpered, pulling away from Caspian for second. Cade pushed the head inside a little, and my eyes went wide at how suddenly I felt so stretched and full, and it was just the head!

      “Whatever you did before, whatever prick showed you a bad time?” Cade growled behind me. “I’m going to reset the clock for you. I’m going to show you what it’s really like, and I promise you, Ilana, this you won’t forget.”

      His hips slid forward, and I cried out as a few more inches slipped inside. His hands gripped my rear tightly, and my breath caught in my throat as the pleasure rocked through me. He kept pushing, gripping my rear so tight as inch after thick, glorious inch slid inside my dripping wet pussy. I moaned as Caspian pulled my head down to his cock, my mouth eagerly opening and moaning around him as I slurped him inside.

      Behind me, Cade groaned, his fingers tightening on my skin, and suddenly, he rocked forward. I screamed in pleasure around Caspian’s shaft as Cade buried the last inches of his cock all the way inside of me. The world spun around me, my breath caught, and every nerve ending in my body screamed in pleasure. I could feel his thickness pulsing and throbbing bare and hot inside of me, his pulse thumping inside of me, his shaft rubbing my clit as he ground in deep. His balls rested against my pussy lips, his hands gripped my rear tight, and I could feel my whole body shiver around him.

      He pulled back, leaving just the tip inside before he slowly pushed in again, filling me. Fireworks went off in my head as I started to bob my mouth faster and faster on Caspian, taking him deeper, and feeling his big head slip into my throat as I moaned widely around him.

      He grunted, one hand cupping my cheek and the other reaching down to cup my breasts and tease my nipples. Behind me, Cade started to mess me harder, his hips driving in deep and his muscled, grooved abs hitting my rear on every thrust. I began to moan louder and louder, my whole world blurring as the sensation of being taken by both these gorgeous princes like this shattered through me.

      I gasped as I felt Cade’s hands tighten on my rear. His thumb slipped between us, teasing over my jerk as his thick cock plunged in and out of me. I could feel my pussy clinging to his girth, and my head swam at the thought of the visual he must have — his big, muscled body crouched over my smaller one, on my knees with my tight little pussy stretched around his plunging cock. I gasped as his thumb began to push inside, my whole body tensing as he started to ease it against my untouched rear.

      ‘Shhh, relax baby girl,” he growled into my ear. “I promise you’ll like this, just relax.”

      I moaned around Caspian, feeling his twin slowly slip his thumb inside my rear as my pussy stretched around his cock.

      “We’re going to make all of you ours, baby girl,” Caspian murmured, groaning as my tongue swirled over his head. “You like his big cock filling you up like that?”

      Cade punctuated Caspian’s words by thrusting forward, making me cry out in pleasure as I felt him drive all the way in.

      “Yes!” I whimpered, hissing as his thumb slowly began to ease inside my rear. I panted, whining in pleasure as he slid it inside, somehow making me feel even tighter around his enormous shaft as he plunged in and out of my dripping wet slit.

      We started to move faster and faster then, and slowly, I felt myself starting to fall. Cade’s thrusts were in perfect sync, deep, powerful, and demanding, without just jackhammering away. Every single inch of him stroked this magic place inside of me, making my whole body shiver. His thumb pushed gently in and out of my virgin rear, making me moan loudly in delight as I sucked Caspian’s throbbing cock as deep as I could.

      Two pairs of hands on me, two cocks stretching me wide and pulsing hard for me, and two men who wanted nothing more than to make me theirs.

      And suddenly, all of it was too much to withstand.

      My eyes squeezed shut, and my whole body tensed before it felt like fireworks going off inside of me. I cried out as the orgasm exploded through me, my body shivering in pleasure and seizing up tight as the two princes filled me from both sides. They held me tight, hands stroking me, their thrusting slowing to a stop to let me catch my breath.

      Finally, the air that’d been trapped in my lungs came whooshing out with a giggling groan. I gasped for air, letting the two of them hold and stroke me as I panted.

      “Oh my God,” I whispered, feeling the flush creep through my whole body. I felt whole, and more like me than I’d ever felt before, despite how very much unlike me this was.

      “Truth or dare has never been that much fun,” Cade growled into my ear, making me giggle as he pulled me up flush against his chest. I could feel his big cock still inside of me, just pulsing there and keeping me connected to him. Caspian leaned forward, kissing me as his hands slipped up and down my sides and moved to tease my nipples.

      “I hope that’s reset your sex clock a little,” he murmured.

      “Um, yes,” I laughed, kissing him back and moaning as his thumb and forefinger teased a nipple.

      “But don’t think that we’re done with you just yet,” he whispered lowly in my ear.

      My heart flip-flopped.

      “Please don’t be,” I whispered into Caspian’s lips.

      Slowly, I could feel Cade pulling out of me, and the sudden empty feeling had me missing him already. But Caspian’s hands moved down to my rear, and suddenly, I moaned as I felt him pull me up onto his lap. His throbbing cock pulsed hot against my belly, wet from my mouth. His hands pulled me tight against him, trapping his cock between his rock hard abs and my slick, aching pussy. Slowly, he pulled me up, hands tight on my rear until just the head of him slipped against my opening.

      I shivered, feeling him part my lips, my eyes locking with his.

      “I want you to ride this big cock, Princess,” he growled, lowering me an inch onto him and making me gasp.

      “I want to feel that tight, little royal pussy of yours slide down every inch of this cock and then I want you to bounce that tight little donkey up and down.”

      I moaned softly at his words, my whole body aching for more as he slowly lowered me another inch. Cade moved to sit next to us on the sofa, his hand wrapped around his slick, throbbing cock as he watched his twin slowly lower me onto his shaft.

      “Harass that’s hot,” he groaned, stroking himself. “Your pussy looks so tight around him and you look so beautiful right now.”

      He suddenly reached out and slid his fingers into my hair. I moaned as he pulled me over into him, kissing me fiercely as Caspian’s hands tightened on my rear. I began to push back, letting every inch of his beautiful toe slide deep inside of me, moaning into Cade’s mouth as Caspian’s cock filled me to the brim.

      I cried out as I felt his balls press against my pussy, knowing he was so deep inside of me. His hands tightened on my rear, slowly sliding me up until just the head throbbed inside of me, before he suddenly dropped me back down, burying every inch inside.

      I moaned louder now, my tongue dueling with Cade’s. My hand slid down his muscled chest, fingers trailing over every one of his hard-packed abs until I wrapped them around his rock-hard cock. He growled into my mouth, hands moving to my breasts as I slowly stroked his shaft.

      I whimpered as Caspian started to bounce me up and down in his lap, my tight pussy swallowing every inch of his thickness on every thrust. I pulled away from Cade’s lips, moving mine to his neck and loving how he groaned as I kissed him there. I moved lower, kissing my way down his gorgeous body, licking every muscle on the way down his abdomen, until I let my breath tease over his cock.

      “Idiot, baby,” he groaned, tensing under me.

      I moaned as Caspian drove in deep, licked my lips, and then slowly lowered them over Cade’s shaft. I sucked at him gently, loving the way his masculine growls mixed with Caspian’s and filled the room as they both took me. I swirled my tongue around his shaft, teasing him, tasting him, wanting more of him as I let my mouth lower over his cock.

      His hands teased my breasts, his fingers twisting and pulling on a nipple in a way that had electric shocks shooting through my whole body. His other hand came up to tangle in my hair, not pulling me down or anything, but firm enough that I could feel my pulse roar at his touch. Caspian’s hands held my rear tightly, his cock thrusting up to bury itself in my dripping wet, needy pussy as I bounced my hips up and down on his.

      I wasn’t going to last much longer. I’d already come — well, more times than I could even remember at their hands, and it was going to happen again.

      Hard.

      My pulse thundered inside my ears, and every single inch of my skin tingled like it was being electrified as the two gorgeous, sexy, dominant princes claimed me as theirs, filling me and worshiping my body.

      “Idiot, you look so sexy riding his cock,” Cade growled into my ear, his hand holding my long hair tightly in his fist. “Ride that big toe, baby, take every inch of him inside.”

      I moaned loudly around him, my lips slipping up and down his cock as I stroked him, my spit running down to coat his shaft and his balls.

      “I want to watch you come all over that cock, baby girl,” Cade growled. Bounce that tight rear up and down his toe and then I want that sweet little pussy to come all messing over him.”

      And that did it.

      The world exploded around me as the orgasm — the orgasm — hit me like a tornado. I saw exploding white light and felt every single cell of my body explode in pleasure before it all went blank for a second.

      And then I shattered.

      I screamed around Cade’s cock as I came, the orgasm shattering me in wonderfully perfect ways. I felt Caspian growl and grind deep inside of me, and I cried out as I suddenly felt his cock swell up even bigger as the groan left his lips. With a final thrust, he buried every inch inside of me just as his cock began to twitch. I gasped as I felt the hot pulses of his sticky cum fill me, spurt after spurt pumping deep inside of me.

      Cade suddenly groaned, his hand tightening in my hair as my tongue danced around his head. I felt his cock throb between my lips, and I suddenly inhaled as much of him as I could just as I felt him roar. His hot, salty cum filled my mouth, and I moaned like a girl possessed as I swallowed every drop, my tongue coaxing more and more out of him until I felt him groan beneath me.

      Slowly, the world began to fade back into reality. Slowly, I felt my body coming back down from whatever place in space it’d been. Slowly, the two of them scooped my limp body into their arms, pulling me against them.

      “Holy, rubbish,” I murmured, my head falling to Cade’s chest as I felt Caspian stroke my arms and my thighs next to me.

      They both chuckled, Cade tilting my head up to kiss me slowly, before Caspian pulled me gently away to do the same.

      I suddenly, somehow, had a thought, and I quickly turned to glance at the clock on the mantelpiece.

      My heart jumped into my throat.

      “Oh my God, we’ve been gone that long?!”

      I lurched to my feet, the adrenaline suddenly rushing through me.

      “Something wrong?” Caspian frowned.

      “Only that my father may very well have guards out searching for me since I’ve been gone from my own dang suitors’ ball for so long!”

      The two of them shot each other a look.

      “Okay, not actually.” I grinned. “But seriously, I need to go.”

      I stepped into my dress and started to yank it up my body, every nerve ending in me still tingling. I didn’t want to leave them — not then, and really, not ever. What we’d just done had been incredible, but more than that, what I felt for them was indescribable. I hated to run like that, but really, I had been gone for an insanely long time.

      The two of them stood, moving to envelope me on either side, and I melted into them.

      “We’re not done with you, you know,” Caspian murmured, kissing my deeply.

      I kissed him back, moaning into the kiss at the feel of Cade’s lips on my neck.

      “I really do have to go, even just to make an appearance,” I whispered. “I don’t want to leave, I just—”

      “Go show your face,” Caspian chuckled. “What I meant though, was that we’re not done being with you. And I don’t just mean doing what we just did.”

      I blushed, biting my lip before Cade turned me around to kiss me slowly.

      “We meant every word we said,” he whispered lowly. “We weren’t looking for you, because we didn’t know you existed. But now that we found you...” He shook his head, his eyes burning fiercely into mine. “Now that we’ve found you, there’s no way we can let you go.”

      I kissed him again, melting into the two of them as their arms circled me.

      “I wasn’t looking for you,” I whispered back. “And I know it’s completely insane, but I—” I looked down, taking a deep, shaking breath.

      Was I ready to admit this? To them? To myself?

      “I don’t want to let you go either,” I whispered, my eyes closed. “Either of you. And I don’t know what that means, and I don’t know how people would look at us, and I don’t know where we go from here, but—”

      “Shhh,” Caspian’s lips at my ear soothed me, calming me. “We’ll figure that part out, I promise. And idiot what other people think, right? Trust us, that’s a lesson we were born into.”

      “Go show your face, baby,” Cade said. “And then meet us later.”

      I shivered at the thought, my body already yearning for more of them.

      I nodded. “Okay. Later?”

      “Absolutely,” Cade murmured, kissing me. I turned again to kiss Caspian too, before pulling away from them.

      “I really do have to go,” I whispered.

      “Go,” Caspian grinned. “But you know that we’re coming for you later.”

      I grinned. “You promise?”

      “With everything we have.”

      I kissed them both once more before I turned and dashed out the door, back to the ball.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        Ilana

      

    
    
      I felt like I was floating as I practically skipped down the halls of the castle. I felt like a total dork, like I was in some sort of cartoon movie with little hearts bubbling around me, or like I was about to burst into song with woodland creatures. It was eye-rollingly ridiculous, but I didn’t care. I was happier than I’d ever been.

      My mind was still spinning about what had just happened, and my body was still buzzing as I made my way back to the ball. Okay, I’d make an appearance, I’d smile and make the rounds, show people that I hadn’t disappeared, and then I’d—

      “Oh! Ilana!”

      I almost jumped out of my skin as the guest bathroom door swung open and my sister Imogen stumbled out.

      “Im!”

      Her hair was a total mess, her cheeks were bright red, and her dress wasn’t even tied all the way up the front. I saw her doing the exact same thing to me, her eyes going to my hair that was no longer up, and to what I was almost sure were bruises on my neck — bruises from two men’s lips.

      “Oh my God!” she hissed, her eyes going wide. “What did you just—”

      “Me?”

      I raised a sharp brow at her and she blushed right back.

      “You’re missing a tie on the top of that gown, sis.”

      She flushed dark crimson as she looked down, hastily tying the last title bow on her dress.

      “And who might you have been with?”

      “No one,” she spit quickly.

      I smirked, crossing my arms over my chest and totally playing the big sister card. Yeah, I’d just been fooling around, but I was dying to know what she’d just done. And with whom.

      “You just half took your dress off and decided to mess up your hairstyle and makeup, huh?”

      “Well looks who’s talking!”

      I did my best to hide the grin, but it broke free. So did hers.

      “Who?” I eagerly pressed grabbing her hands and grinning mischievously.

      Imogen shook her head.

      “Oh c’mon!”

      “You first,” she whispered.

      I swallowed the heat from my face “I can’t,” I whispered. I couldn’t I mean how could I tell my own sister that I’d just been having the best sex of my life with two men? Twins no less!

      She sighed. “This is silly, we should just say it.”

      I nodded, biting my lip. “Totally. Okay, no judging?”

      “Of course not!”

      I’m the worst sister ever.

      I wasn’t going to tell her, but I was dying know who she’d been with. I justified it as being protective of my little sister, but I knew it was terrible to set her up like this.

      “Count of three?”

      She took a deep breath and nodded. “Okay.”

      “Okay, one, two, three!”

      “Prince Magnus.”

      My jaw dropped. “Imogen!”

      “Did you seriously not say who!?” she spat at me, her eyes wide. “Ilana! That is so not fair!”

      “I know, I know, I’m sorry!” I cringed.

      Mine is worse, trust me.

      “Look, mine is worse, seriously.”

      “Worse than hooking up with Prince Magnus?”

      I eyed her, the big sister mantle coming on strong. “Imogen, did you let him—”

      “No,” she said quietly.

      I started to exhale when she continued.

      “He said he wants to marry me.”

      “Seriously?”

      “I know, what a line right?”

      I frowned, thinking of the very notorious Prince Magnus and my very not-so-worldly sister. “I don’t know, Im. Invoking marriage just to get into your pants seems low even for a guy with his rep. I don’t get the feeling he’s a bad person, he’s just got all those tabloid stories dogging him.”

      Her face fell. Goodness, I did not want her to make the same mistake I’d made with Henry those years before.

      “Did he hurt you?”

      “No, of course not,” she said fiercely. “He was actually really sweet.”

      I let her let it out, feeling the weird mix of excited and protective as she told me about Magnus. Heck, maybe this was a night of leaving reputations behind?

      “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me who, you jerk,” Imogen finally muttered.

      I gave her a sheepish look. “I’m sorry, I just…”

      I trailed off.

      “Who!”

      “It’s…scandalous,” I whispered. I knew at some point I would tell her, but not yet. I couldn’t. I was still wrapping my head around the fact that I was falling for two guys.

      “Fine, be like that,” she pouted back. “You’re terrible.” She sighed. “Hey, have you seen Isla? Or Adele for that matter?”

      I shook my head. “No I was—”

      We both stopped, looked at each other, and blushed.

      “Yeah, guess we lost track of them,” she said quietly.

      “You don’t think she’s still dancing with Prince Logan, do you?”

      Imogen made a face. “God I can’t imagine she is. He scares me.”

      “He’s also crazy hot.”

      She rolled her eyes.

      “Oh, he is, Im. In that dark tortured way. God I bet Isla is eating that up.”

      We glanced at each other and grinned.

      “She’s totally still dancing with him, isn’t she,” my sister laughed.

      “Oh, totally. Hey we should get back in there.” I’d been gone for way too long, and I knew it.

      “I need to go— uh.” Imogen looked away. “I’m just going to freshen up in my room.”

      “Imogen! No, I need you to help hide me when we’re back in the ballroom!”

      Her brow went up, a smirk on her lips. “What, embarrassed about whatever you just did that you won’t tell me about?”

      “Yes,” I whispered.

      I wasn’t so much embarrassed about what I’d done so much as I was about how I’d look all red-faced and hair down coming back into that ball. I glanced back up at her, ready to beg her to come with me, when I heard footsteps. I looked up, and caught just a brief glimpse of Cade and Caspian coming down the hall, their heads down as they talked to each other.

      “I have to go, now,” I said quickly. And I did. Not because I didn’t want to see them, but because I knew I’d completely lose my cool if they came up while I was talking to Imogen. I knew she’d totally see what was happening if that happened.

      “Please come back to the ball soon,” I quickly added, before running off, my heart racing and my body already yearning for them again.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Oh, honey.”

      I gasped at the voice right behind me the second I stepped into the ballroom. I jumped, turning around to come face-to-face with a stern-faced girl with dark black hair, sharp eyes, and lips thinned as she glared at me.

      “You’re just their type, now aren’t you?”

      My blood chilled. “Excuse me?”

      Those red lips pulled into a tight smile as she narrowed her eyes at me.

      “Don’t play games with me, honey,” she hissed. “Caspian and Cade.”

      My heart jumped a little in my chest. How the hell did she know?

      “Oh, please,” she barked out a laugh, as if reading my thoughts. “For one, I saw them chatting you up earlier, for two, I’m sure a goody-two-shoes angel like you wouldn’t ever see a pair like that coming, and for three, it’s written all over your pretty little face.”

      I swallowed, straightening my shoulders back and eyeing her sharply.

      “Do you know who I am?”

      Hon? ‘Goody-two-shoes’? Did she even know who she was talking to? I’d never been one to lord my station over anyone, ever. But I wasn’t afraid to use it when I had to, especially with someone like whoever this girl was.

      She just smiled wickedly though. “Of course I know who you are, Princess,” she spat before looking away and running a hand through her black hair.

      “You know they’re just in it for the sex, right?”

      I froze, my heart turning to ice in my chest as she turned back and grinned at me.

      “Like I said, I can read it all over your face. All the pretty things I’m sure they said to you to get you off alone? You know,” she winked at me, making me shiver horribly. “Off wherever it is you just were with them? Well, they’re all lies.”

      “Excuse me,” I said tightly, moving to push past her. But I gasped as she suddenly grabbed my wrist, pulling me back before I shook myself free.

      “Take your hands off—”

      “You’re just a notch on the bedpost, honey,” the girl hissed, her eyes narrowing at me as she smiled that horrible icy smile. “Take it from me.”

      “I don’t know you,” I spat back. “But I’m going to have to ask you to leave the ball at once—”

      “Emilia Astor, first Duchess of Ames,” she said, her voice dripping in venom as she stuck a hand out. I didn’t take it.

      “Is that supposed to mean something?”

      Her smiled curdled, something sharp flaring in her eyes.

      “Maybe not to you, honey, but it does to those two princes of yours.”

      I could feel my blood boiling, my hands clenching at my sides.

      “I’m going to have to ask you to lea—”

      “Ask them about me if you don’t believe me. They know who I am.”

      I rolled my eyes at the crazy jerk trying to get under my skin for whatever weird reason.

      “I doubt that,” I spat back.

      Her smile only sharpened.

      “Well, they should.” She winked. “You should too, actually.”

      “Because?”

      She laughed quietly, looking away and shaking her head before she turned back, her eyes full of fire.

      “Because I almost married them, sweetheart.”

      Something sharp lanced through my heart. Something cold, and icy, and horrible just cut right into me as she stood there laughing quietly at me.

      “Trust me, honey, those two only wanted a piece of that uptight little royal rear of yours. And—” She smiled thinly. “—since I’m assuming they got it, you can be sure you won’t be seeing them again.”

      I blinked, my mouth opening and closing but no words coming out.

      “I’ll see myself out. Nice meeting you, Your Highness,” she spat, whirling on her heel and marching away, leaving me an empty shell of the girl I’d been three minutes before.

      I didn’t want to believe her. Of course I didn’t. But her words had hit something delicate inside of me. Her words had hit me right where I was the most fragile, and suddenly, I felt everything shattering.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Caspian

      

    
    
      We looked everywhere for her, but it wasn’t long before we realized she just wasn’t at the ball. She’d vanished. We’d seen her sister Princess Imogen earlier, but she hadn’t seen her either. I wasn’t quite sure I believed her, but then, I wasn’t sure why she’d lie either.

      Something was wrong, we could both feel it.

      “Something’s up.”

      Cade’s jaw tightened, his head shaking as he tried to rationalize out loud again, as if that would help.

      “I’m sure she’s busy with royal duties.”

      “By herself?” I nodded across the ballroom. “King Lucian and Queen Jessica are over there doing all sorts of royal handshaking and smiling. Do you see Ilana anywhere?”

      The shadow across his face deepened as he looked away, scowling as he scanned the room again.

      “Incredible,” he growled. Maybe we should go look in—”

      His words just froze, and I glanced up, frowning as I saw the look on his face.”

      “Dude, what’s—”

      That’s when I turned, and I felt the blood turn to ice in my veins.

      “Hello, boys,” Emilia purred, her lips twisting wickedly at the corners.

      My heart twisted, wrenching around itself.

      Neither of us felt anything for her anymore, I knew that without a shadow of doubt. We didn’t have feelings for her anymore, like we had once, but that didn’t mean it didn’t still burn to see her.

      It still felt like a knife, twisting inside, and tearing into us. Not because we still loved her, but because we still hated her for the hurt she’d caused us. We hated her for the trash she’d almost put our family through right after our father’s death.

      “Well well, small world, isn’t it?”

      “What are you doing here, Emilia,” Cade hissed, his nostrils flaring as he stared daggers at her.

      “Who, me?” She laughed, the sound like a fork grating over a plate.

      “Oh, I’m just here like any other young single and royally connected girl,” she smiled. “Just looking for my Prince Charming.”

      I growled, the anger roaring up inside of me.

      “Well, poor choice of words I supposed, given the present company,” she said with a smile that made me want to punch something.

      “You know the rules of the settlement, Emilia” Cade hissed. “You can’t be within five-hundred feet of—”

      “The door is that way if you need to leave.”

      I gritted my teeth, seeing red. How had we ever fallen for this jerk? How had we ever found her attractive, in any way, when this was horrible ugliness that lay beneath the surface?

      But I knew why of course. Because she’d been the closest thing to what we wanted, even if we’d known she wasn’t it. We’d settled, and it was now, having found Ilana, that I knew how true that was.

      But backstabbing jerk that she was, she’d done us a favor, of sorts. She’d cut herself out of our lives, and while that’d hurt then, I knew now it’d been the best thing that could’ve happened.

      Because now, we had Ilana.

      “We’re out of here,” I growled, grabbing my brother and jerking my head. “Let’s go.”

      “Oh, were you looking for your friend?”

      I ignored Emilia, pulling Cade after me. “Just keep walking, bro,” I hissed, my eyes fixed on the door.

      “I mean your little princess friend?”

      We both froze, the breath catching in my throat. Slowly, we turned.

      Emilia smiled evil.

      “What did you do?”

      My voice felt like lead, like the sound was coming from somewhere outside my body.

      “Oh, nothing much,” Emilia said casually, glancing at her nails.

      Cade bristled, stepping towards her. “Dangit, Emilia—”

      “I just saved her from you two.”

      I squeezed my eyes shut, the pain slicing through me.

      “What did you do?”

      “I warned her off,” she spat. “You know, since I’ve been there? With you two?”

      It felt like something was shattering inside.

      No.

      Not like this. We’d just found her, and I was not going to lose her like this, especially not to dang Emilia Astor.

      My hands closed into fists as I stormed right into her, the rage about to break its way out like a dam shattering.

      “Forget you, Emilia,” I hissed, my eyes narrowing to slits at her.

      “You jerk,” Cade snarled right next to me. “The heck did we ever do to you to turn you into this monster?”

      She bristled. “Keep talking to me like that and I’ll go tell King Lucian all the filthy things I’m sure you’ve done with his daughter tonight. Under his roof, no less.”

      I wanted to kill her. I wanted to scream at her, and tell her to go harass herself, and to go roaring through the castle looking for Ilana.

      But then, we were in the middle of a ballroom, and a king’s palace.

      This was not the place, and we both knew it.

      Cade grabbed my arm, yanking me with him as he turned and strode away. The both of us said nothing, the fury just boiling up inside of us until we stormed through a side door and out into a deserted hallway.

      And that’s when we broke.

      I roared, grinding my teeth so hard I wondered if they’d shatter as I grabbed my head in my hands. Cade screamed out profanities before taking a swing at a wall, almost hitting the stone too, before I jumped forward and stopped him.

      We panted, both of our shoulders heaving as we fought for breath.

      “We’re going to find her,” Cade hissed. “We have to.”

      I nodded. “One thing first.”

      I strode down the hallway towards a guard, who’d somehow maintained complete composure despite clearly having witnessed our outburst.

      “Excuse me, Lieutenant?”

      He nodded stiffly. “Your Highness?”

      “There’s a distraught woman in there saying all sorts of bizarre things,” I sighed and shook my head. “I think she may be drunk, or on drugs.”

      He frowned. “Sir, that’s not really—”

      “In particular, some very concerning stuff about the King?”

      His eyes darkened, and I fought back the grin.

      Now I had his attention.

      “Yeah,” I shook my head. “Something about “taking him out?”

      The man’s eyes went wide, his hand flying to the radio at his side.

      “I’m sure it’s nothing, I just wanted to let you know.”

      “Absolutely,” he hissed. “King Lucian appreciates your keen ears, Your Highness.”

      He spoke rapidly into his radio, his hand on the gun at his hip as he turned and ran down the hallway.

      I turned to see Cade grinning at me.

      “You’re a mongrel.”

      “Harass her,” I spat. “I’ll do what I have to, and right now—”

      “Right now we have to find Ilana,” he finished for me, his face grim.

      A flash of green caught my eye, a flurry of green gown and red hair disappearing around a corner down the hallway the guard had just been standing watch over.

      Cade caught the same thing, and we both ran after her.

      “Princess Imogen!”

      She froze, gasping slightly as she whirled towards us in surprise. “Prince Caspian, Prince Cade?” She blinked in surprise. “We meet again.”

      “I need to find your sister.”

      “We need to find your sister,” Cade said quietly.

      She frowned before, suddenly, her eyes went wide.

      “Oh my God.”

      “It’s not what you think,” I growled.

      “Well, it might be a little of what you think,” Cade muttered.

      Princess Imogen’s face was bright red, her hand by her lips as her eyes darted between us.

      “I— I have to go…”

      “We only want...” I shook my head. “She’s everything, Princess. I know it might be hard for you to understand, and I don’t even know how to convey this to you without sounding sordid, but…” I took a deep breath.

      “She completes us in a way I can’t even begin to—”

      “Okay, okay.” She smiled softly, nodding “I think I do get it, actually.”

      “It’s nothing scandalous,” Cade said quickly.

      “She said otherwise.”

      I frowned but Imogen grinned. “I think Ilana needs a little scandal in her life,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes as they darted between us. “Wow. Both of you, huh?”

      “We love her,” Cade said softly. “More than anything in this world, we love her.”

      Imogen bit her lip, nodding. “She’s—” She stopped, shaking her head and looking away, as if conflicted.

      “Princess, please.”

      She turned back, smiling kindly at us and nodding. “She’s in the gardens, I’m almost sure of it. She goes there to think a lot.”

      “Thank you,” I growled as we whirled.

      “Wait, you haven’t— I mean…”

      I turned back to see her brow knitted as she looked down at her hands.

      “You haven’t seen your friend Magnus, have you?”

      “No, I—”

      My eyes went wide.

      Interesting.

      “Should I point him in a direction if I do?” I grinned at her, watching her face turn pink.

      “Oh, not, I— that’s quite alright,” she stammered.

      “I never told you where to find Ilana, by the way.”

      “Lips are sealed. And I never told you that deep down, Magnus is one of the best guys I know, and if you can get through all his trash, he’s the most loyal man I’ve ever met.”

      She grinned, and I winked at her as we started to turn.

      “Caspian? Cade?”

      Both of us glanced back at her.

      “Be good to her, I mean it.”

      “We’ll never hurt her, I swear it,” Cade said quietly.

      She nodded. “Don’t or I’ll kill you.”

      She whirled and disappeared through the doorway.

      I raised a brow at Cade.

      “Incredible,” he chuckled. “I hope Magnus knows what he’s into with that one.”

      “I doubt it,” I snorted.

      “Ready to go get the girl?”

      “I’ve never been more ready.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Ilana

      

    
    
      I burst out of the side of the castle, the night air hitting me like a balm.

      Don’t cry.

      I refused to cry. I refused to give into the emotions raging through me. I’d lost, again. I’d given in, and believed the trash, and of course, I’d been wrong.

      I’d followed what I hoped was my heart, only to be betrayed again.

      Of course, two men like that weren’t after anything more than what I’d given so readily in that library. And I’d fallen for it hook, line, and sinker like a total freaking idiot.

      I brushed through the gardens, still trying to keep the brimming tears from falling. I loved it out here — the high stone walls and the cover of the Japanese Maple and Cherry Blossom trees giving me cover, and secluding me away from all that trash.

      I sighed as I slumped onto one of the stone benches, my hand clenching in my lap.

      Maybe I needed to get away for a while — travel, do something to take my mind off of all this. I mean, what had happened had been amazing, and I knew then with a twinge of even more bitterness that no man would ever live up to even one of the Charmings, let alone both of them together, like I’d had.

      Not a chance.

      I’d never come like that before, and I knew no sex would ever compare to that. Which sucked, because I was never going to see them again.

      “Ilana.”

      My heart jumped into my throat at the sound of them. My eyes darted around the dark garden as I stood, heart thumping as I considered running, or hiding in the bushes or—

      “Wait, please.”

      I whirled. There they stood, the moonlight bathing them in light.

      “Please,” Cade said quietly, his jaw tight. “Don’t run. Just stay and listen.”

      I shook my head. “Why should I?”

      A single tear burned the corner of my eye, just looking at them like this. God I hated that I’d been had like this.

      “Stop,” Caspian shook his head. “Stop what you’re thinking, cause I can see it all over your face.”

      “Look, sex is sex, okay?” I hissed. “I get it, alright? I get that—”

      “What happened back there? With you and us?” Cade’s jaw tightened. “That was not just sex, not by a mile.”

      They moved towards me, and I took a step back.

      “Ilana,” Cade whispered, his eye holding mine. “Listen to what we’re saying. You know we’re not lying.”

      “Do I?”

      “Yeah you do,” Caspian growled. “You know you do, because you know how we all click.”

      I looked away, trying to will that single tear not to fall down my cheek.

      It did anyways

      “You talked to Emilia.”

      I whirled back, the anger bubbling up. “Yeah, I did.”

      “And you don’t think that maybe she had ulterior motives to mess with us? With you?”

      I shook my head. “What are you saying?”

      “I’m saying it’s all trash,” Caspian gritted out. “I’m guessing she saw us with you earlier, saw us all disappear, and put two and two together.”

      “She’s a bitter, broken woman, Ilana,” Cade said softly.

      “Choice words,” I spat. “Coming from the guys who almost married her.”

      Caspian’s face darkened.

      “She tell you that?” Cade hissed.

      When I didn’t answer, he swore loudly into the darkness.

      “I could laugh, except it’s not funny right now.” He shook his head. “No, Ilana, we never came close to marrying her. Us with her before?” He shook his head again. “It was never real. It was never even close to what we’ve found with you after one night.”

      “It was a pale imitation of the girl we hadn’t found yet,” Caspian growled. “You.”

      My heart tensed.

      “Listen to what we're saying, please.” Cade’s eyes burned into mine as they moved towards me. This time, I didn’t move away.

      “She said that trash to you to get to us. To mess with us.”

      “Why?”

      He shook his head. “I don’t know. She’s a bad person I guess.”

      “But you know we’re not,” Caspian said, stepping forward. “You know we meant everything we said, and I know you know that.”

      I looked down, feeling them move even closer.

      “Ilana.”

      I looked up, gasping at how much closer they were as I glanced up and lost myself in both of their eyes.

      “I love you,” Cade whispered, reaching out with a hand and taking mine.

      “And I love you,” Caspian said as well, taking my other hand. “We’ll never hurt you, ever.”

      Cade shook his head. “We’ll never treat you as anything less than the love of our lives.”

      I was on the edge. I wanted so badly to say yes, and fall into them, but I hesitated. And I knew why.

      Fear.

      I was scared of how I felt for them — how I felt for two men. What would people say? About them? About us? About this whole thing?”

      I shook my head. “People will—”

      “Idiot what people say.”

      I gaped as they both pulled me close, right against them both.

      “Ilana.” Cade shook his head. “Who gives a idiot what they all say? Look, our father was a blasted mechanic who worked for my mother’s family.” He shrugged. “That didn’t stop them, and this won’t stop us.”

      “It’s unconventional, and yeah, people will talk, but...” He shrugged again.

      “Idiot em, I say,” Caspian interjected, and suddenly I was grinning along with the both of them.

      “Atta girl,” Caspian murmured, breathing me in as he pulled me close.

      “What does this mean?” I breathed.

      “It means we love you, unconditionally, forever,” Cade murmured.

      My heart raced.

      “It means we want you to be our queen.”

      I blinked “Together? I—” I shook my head. “How would that work?”

      Caspian shrugged. “We’ll figure it out.”

      “Can you even do that?”

      “We literally rule the country,” Cade chuckled. “Yeah, we can do that.”

      My head spun, a warmth glowing through my body as I suddenly realized that this could be real. What I’d found with the two of them could be everything, for always.

      And it stunned me, leaving me breathless.

      “I— I mean—”

      “Say yes,” Cade whispered. “Say you’ll be with us, and be our queen, and—”

      “Yes.”

      I tumbled into them, throwing my arms around them both and saying it again and again until I was shouting it.

      “Yes!”

      Caspian beamed as he scooped me up and kissed me.

      “I love you,” I whispered into his lips, melting into him. I turned, moving into Cade and feeling his arms circle me.

      “And I love you,” I husked, sinking into Cade as I felt Caspian move in behind me and run his hands up my sides. I melted into them, feeling powerful arms and strong hands hold me tight, surrounding me in their warmth.

      “Idiot do we love you,” Cade growled fiercely.

      “Show me,” I whispered.

      They didn’t hesitate another second.

      I gasped as hands tightened on me, and hard-packed bodies pressed tightly against mine. I could feel both of them stiffening in their tuxedo pants — two thick, beautiful cocks belonging to the two gorgeous, wonderful men I loved, growing hard for me. I shivered, whimpering as I felt Caspian press against my rear, Cade’s throbbing shaft pulsing against my belly.

      Cade’s lips found mine, growling as he kissed me with a ferocity that had me breathless. Caspian’s lips found the tender spots on my neck, biting and sucking and making me cry out into his twin’s lips. Two sets of hands skimmed up my body, cupping my breasts, teasing my nipples through my gown and grabbing my hips tightly.

      Caspian spun me around, groaning as he claimed my mouth. His tongue tangled with mine, his stubble teasing my lips and his hands yanking me tight against him. Cade began to kiss down my back, making me shiver and moan as he suddenly dropped to his knees. His hands skimmed down my sides, down to the hem my gown, and I whimpered as he started to pull it up my legs. He pushed it high, groaning as my rear came into view. One hand holding my dress high, his other one grabbed my panties and roughly yanked them down, exposing me to his hungry eyes.

      His mouth trailed up the backs of my thighs, his hands skimming up my leg and pushing them wide as Caspian held me fast, kissing me fiercely. I could feel Cade’s mouth moving higher, making me gasp as his wet tongue slid right up between my legs. I groaned as I felt his mouth on my pussy, his tongue dragging over my lips and making me shiver in pleasure as Caspian’s hands held my hips firmly.

      He let one hand slip down, pushing down between my legs, and I whimpered as I felt his finger roll over my clit as the other man pushed his tongue deep inside.

      I started to rock against them, my legs trembling and my moans drowning in Caspian’s lips as Cade’s tongue drove me wild. He moved back suddenly, sliding his tongue back over my lips as his hands went to my rear. Fingers dug into my skin as he pulled me wide, and as his tongue slipped back even more, I whimpered.

      His wicked tongue swirled over my jerk, making me cry out again. Caspian’s hand dipped lower, two fingers curling up inside of my pussy as he ground his palm against my clit. He moved his hand faster, his fingers curling deeper as Cade’s tongue began to idiot my rear. I started to shake, and tremble, and as the stars started to dance in front of my eyes, I let go.

      I came, hard, screaming into Caspian’s mouth as his fingers and Cade’s tongue pushed me right over the edge.

      I’d barely caught my breath when the two of them were on me, stripping me from my gown until I was nude and bare for them under the moonlight. I watched, biting my lip and feeling my pulse race as the two of them stripped down to hard chiseled muscles, smoldering eyes, and rock-hard cocks, before they were on me again.

      I gasped as they pressed into me from both sides, Cade at my front and Caspian behind me. I reached forward and back, a hand wrapping around each of their pulsing hard cocks and stroking them as their hands explored my body.

      We sank to the soft grass, on top of a pile of their tuxedo’s, Cade kissing me fiercely as Caspian’s hands and lips moved down my spine. He pushed me forward onto my knees, and I moaned as I felt his hands pull my rear up high. His thick cock head slipped up and down my pussy, teasing me and making me quiver as my arousal dripped freely down his shaft.

      I pulled away from Cade’s mouth, grinning wickedly at me as I moved to his chest, kissing his skin and slowly moving lower. My hands dropped to his cock, stroking his massive shaft and reaching beneath to cup his balls as I felt his twin begin to push inside.

      I groaned as Caspian slowly filled me, easing every single thick, glorious, pulsing inch of his fat cock deep inside my pussy. He growled, hands on my rear, holding me tight as he pushed forward until he was buried to the hilt, his girth stretching me and making me whimper in pleasure.

      I dropped my mouth lower, kissing my way down Cade’s chiseled abs until I let my breath tease over his cock. I wet my lips with my tongue, slowly pressed them to his tip, and then sank my mouth down over his cock. He groaned, his hands finding my hair and holding it in his fist as I started to bob on his toe.

      Behind me, Caspian began to drive in and out of me with deep, powerful thrusts, filling me up entirely on every stroke and leaving me aching for it all over again as he pulled out. Fingers dug into my skin, and the masculine groans from both of them had my head spinning as they started to take me from both ends.

      I could feel my whole body quivering, shaking and tumbling towards the inevitable, when they suddenly pulled away from me with a groan. Strong, powerful hands turned me, spinning me on my knees. I found myself pulled back against Cade’s chest, his hands sliding to my hips as he pulled me back into his lap. His throbbing cock slipped against my aching pussy, and his hand reached between us to part my lips and guide his head inside.

      I gasped, sitting upright on my knees as Cade drove every inch of his cock deep inside in one thrust. Caspian stood in front of me, his cock — slick from my pussy — bobbing in front of him in the moonlight. He stepped forward, and I hungrily wrapped my lips around his throbbing shaft. I could taste my own sweetness on him, and it only drove me on, swirling my tongue around him as Cade began to drive in and out of me. His hands gripped my hips tightly, rocking me back and forth and sliding me up and down his cock. Caspian’s hand tangled in my hair, guiding my lips up and down his thickness.

      I could feel myself start to fall again, and I knew this one was going to shatter me. There, in the solace of the garden, with the two men I’d somehow completely fallen for, it all started to come crashing together. The two of them dominated me, and manhandled me in such a way that I could just let go, and let them take me the way. I could just fall into them and let the pleasure roll through me as they pushed me higher and higher, taking my body and my heart, together.

      “Idiot, baby girl,” Cade groaned into my ear, his teeth grazing the skin there. “You’re going to make me come. This sweet, tight little pussy is going to make me explode.”

      I only moaned louder, humming around Caspian’s shaft as I felt them both start to move faster, and harder, before suddenly, my whole body exploded.

      The climax ripped through me, my whole body seizing up and then shattering in one explosive release. I pulled away from Caspian, screaming my release into the night sky as Cade drove in and out again and again, making me come again and again. He roared as he drove in balls-deep, and suddenly, I could feel his thick cock pulse deep inside. I dropped my mouth back to Caspian, sucking him as deep and as hard as I could as I stroked his shaft.

      Cade growled as his cum pumped into me, pulse after hot pulse of him filling me to the brim. Caspian’s breath caught, his jaw tightened as he looked into my eyes, and suddenly, he groaned. His cock throbbed between my lips, and I whimpered as I swallowed the salty sweet load he pumped into my mouth.

      Hands tightened on me, masculine groans of release enveloped me, and my own body hummed and shivered with the aftershocks of my earth-shattering orgasm, before slowly, we came to a stop. We tumbled to the ground on top of the pile of our clothes, gasping for air and laughing as the two of them pulled me between them. Hands skimmed my skin, teasing me, and soothing my aching, trembling body as two sets of lips found my neck and my jawline.

      “Marry us.”

      We all three froze as the words just tumbled from Caspian’s mouth.

      My eyes went wide as I slowly turned towards him. “Wait, what?”

      His jaw tightened, his eyes focusing.

      “You heard me, beautiful. Marry us.” He glanced over me at his twin, who I could feel nodding behind me.

      “Marry us,” Cade murmured into my ear, his hand stroking my side. “Both of us.”

      “I—” My whole world twisted as time froze for a second.

      Both of them? Was I— could I give myself to two men? Not just in body, but in heart? I was crazy about both of them, I knew that. But would it last? Would they both still want me, together, sharing like this, forever?”

      “We really do need to work on that poker face,” Caspian purred, laughing quietly as I blushed.

      “What?”

      “It’s all over her face isn’t it?”

      Caspian chuckled at Cade, nodding before his eyes focused on me. “All those thoughts you’re having? All those worries, and second guesses, and doubts?” He shook his head slowly, his eyes never leaving mine.

      “Forget them. All of them.”

      “We will never stop loving you,” Cade murmured, pulling me around to face him. “We’ll never be jealous of each other, we’ll never stop feeling this way, and the only thing that’ll change is that I’m pretty sure, somehow, we’re going to love more and more every single day.”

      Dang.

      I was kissing him before I knew it, melting into his lips before turning and doing the same with Caspian.

      “Is that even— I mean, can you even do that? Can you both marry me?”

      Caspian grinned. “It’s our country, and trust me, the dickholes on the advisor’s council that would have opposed this have been catapulted over the castle walls.”

      I raised a brow and Cade laughed. “Nah, not really. They have been banned from the country though. Long story.”

      “I’d love to hear it.”

      “You will,” Caspian said quietly. “Our mother loves telling that story.”

      I felt the warm glow tingle through me as I slowly shook my head. “Both of you. Marriage.”

      “If you’re having doubts—”

      “I’m not,” I said quickly, grinning from ear to ear as I snuggled in close to both of them. “And I never will.”

      “We’ll speak to your parents tomorrow, and explain it all.”

      Cade snorted. “Well, maybe not all of it.”

      We laughed as their arms snaked around me, pulling me close.

      “Mrs. Charming, huh?”

      “Queen Ilana works pretty well too,” Caspian murmured.

      We were quiet for a moment before I slowly grinned. “Do you have secluded gardens in Marland?”

      Cade raised a curious brow, and I smiled.

      “Because I’m about to fall asleep right now, but I think sex with you two under the stars like this might be my new favorite thing in the world.

      Caspian laughed as he pulled me tight, kissing my neck.

      “For you, our queen, we’ll build a secluded forest.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Ilana

      

    
    
      I can hear the crowds cheering — the roar of them thundering up from the main castle courtyard and echoing through the stone walls of the room. We’re in the old part of Marland Castle, and while the newer parts of the palace, like the main living quarters, are updated, this part is still all old stone, and tapestries, and parapets looking out over the courtyard, where kings and queens used to make proclamations and royal announcements.

      …Which is exactly what we’re doing today.

      The crowds assembled outside are cheering for me — for us, actually. You see, I’m a married woman now — as of twenty minutes ago, in a private ceremony involving Queen Lara — now the dowager Queen, my mother and father, my sisters, some of the Charming cousins, and my own cousin Adele, along with her — well, perhaps that's a story for another time.

      To say that my parents took the news without incident wouldn’t be entirely true, but I have to give them much more credit than I’d originally have thought. Yes, there were concerned words, and furrowed brows, and a sharp look from my mother when Caspian and Cade strode into the throne room the morning after that night of the ball. They’d taken a knee each, and in very old-fashioned style, had presented ceremonial swords to my father as they asked for my hand in marriage — a custom that’d basically been forgotten.

      Except, I guess, if you’re a Prince Charming.

      There’d been a moment of confusion, where my father seemed not to know which of them was proposing, until it’d suddenly clicked for him.

      Okay, so, maybe there’d been a moment or two of awkwardness, but it’d passed soon enough. You see, I get my “old-fashioned-ness” from my father, and I think seeing my two princes take the knee like that, and hearing how true and honest they were in pledging to love and honor me for the rest of our lives made him see that this wasn’t some sordid affair.

      My parents ended up consenting to the marriage faster than I could have imagined — or maybe it’s that by that point in the morning, they were just numbed to surprises, after having both my younger sisters pop surprise engagements on them before I’d had a chance to talk to them. After Isla and her beast, and Imogen and her notorious bad boy, I guess me with my princely, old-fashioned Prince Charmings — even if there were two of them — just didn’t shock anyone.

      It’s a shame Adele didn’t have any sisters with surprise engagements to soften things up for her father with her announcement that morning…

      So here we are, two months later, in Marland, as King, King, and Queen. It’s never been done — anywhere, as far as anyone can tell, but that doesn’t mean it won’t work. The people of Marland are into it, that’s for sure. Maybe having formerly had a mechanic of a king and a royal princess of a queen made them see that love comes in all sorts of ways.

      “Ready?”

      I grin as Cade and Caspian step next to me, dressed so handsomely in their royal suits for the wedding as they each take one of my hands.

      “Ready,” I whisper, squeezing their hands and feeling the love flow through me. We’re about to step out on that parapet and greet our subjects as King, King, and Queen, for the first time.

      To the public, we’re the very wholesome, very smiling, and regal, and well, charming royal trio. In private? Well, in private I can’t even begin to describe the filthy, incredible, earth-shattering ways they show me how much they love and want me.

      Like, for instance, that I’m not wearing panties under my wedding gown.

      Like, for instance, that they both made me come with their mouths and fingers ten minutes before I walked down the aisle.

      Like, for instance, that my whole body is tingling with the eagerness to get all this pageantry over with so we can go back to our quarters, so they can do all the dirty things they’ve been promising in whispers in my ear the whole walk here from the chapel.

      First, we’ll greet the crowds, and play the parts.

      Next, we’ll close ourselves away from it all, and my two husbands will strip every bit of clothing away from me and show me just how much they love me.

      And then? Well, and then, it’s the rest of our lives.

      

      
        The End.
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      One fairytale has ended, but that doesn’t mean you have to put the book down quite yet! As a big thanks from me to you -my lovely reader- for picking up this book, I’ve included two other books of mine here in this new release edition.

      I figured three stories fit the theme of this book quite nicely ;).

      Twice Driven and Breaking Her Innocence - both extra steamy MFM romances, are included here for a very limited time for this new release. Scroll on to get to the good stuff, and again, thanks for diving into this fairytale with me!
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      Nothing’s going to stop us from making her ours.

      Abby

      When I left my ex, I had nothing, but I knew I could never go back to the man who’d hit me. Worse though, he’s in the mob, and I had nowhere to go.

      But lost, out of gas, and alone on the side of the road, help came in the form of the last two men I’d ever expect it from. Rough, dark, and dangerous attractive, the two road-hardened bikers might be everything that scares me, and yet everything I need.

      The only problem is that I can’t decide between them… but I might not need to.

      

      Jackson / Connor

      We’ve been outlaws since the day we were born, and we’ll be outlaws until we die. For the right price, we’ll do any dirty job.

      Except maybe this one.

      Abby’s ex wants us to hunt her down and kill her - but when we saw the sinfully irresistible, mouth-watering woman on the side of the road, we only had one thing on our minds.

      We had take her, possess her, and make her ours.

      Hope she doesn’t mind that we like to share.
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          Chapter 1

        

        Abby

      

    
    
      The third time Joe hit me was when I packed my bags and headed out the door. I didn’t leave a note, and didn’t even take everything I owned. I just waited until he passed out in front of the t.v., threw some clothes in a bag, and got in the car.

      Running away from a relationship like that is never easy - or safe - for anyone. Doing it when your boyfriend’s dad is a lieutenant in the mob?

      Yeah, things get a bit trickier.

      Joe’s family was “made”, as they say, which meant leaving wasn’t going to be as easy as staying at a friend’s house or checking into a motel in the city. No way. I knew I had to really leave - leave as in “disappear”. It wan’t an easy decision, but then, it was really my only one after that last time when he knocked me to the floor.

      Yeah, takes a real man to punch his girlfriend when his team loses a football game.

      Harass that.

      And so when I got in the car that night, I aimed west, turned on the radio, and just drove. I didn’t really know where I was going, or even where I’d sleep that night, but I’d hit the breaking point. Literally anything was better than the trash-show of a relationship the last two years had been. I was done.

      [image: ]
* * *

      When the Las Vegas lights faded behind me, I felt better. But it was when I started to leave even the surrounding towns behind that I finally took the time to pull over, take a breath and finally let my heart stop beating so fast.

      I was free.

      There was a distinct chance Joe would come looking for me - I knew that, especially if “the family” got involved. But that was a risk that was worth it to me. When you’re in that deep with something that bad, you sort of lose track of who you even are. After two years, I felt like a blank slate. I might not have known who I was anymore, but another part of me knew that meant I could be anything I wanted to be.

      Because I was free.

      I pulled back onto the road, let the windows down, and let the hot summer wind blow through my hair as I chased down the horizon.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Abby

      

    
    
      Of course, “finding me” wasn’t going to be free. The first night, I’d caught a few hours of sleep parked outside a diner with my doors locked. I drove all day the next night, fueled by coffee and a driving need to put as much distance between myself and Joe as possible before I stopped. But by that next night though, I knew I had to find a real place to stay.

      I was also going to need gas really soon.

      Well, that and money…if I even had enough gas to even get some place to spend it.

      I’d purposely left the the major highways behind in order to stay off the radar in case Joe as already after me. Rightfully, of course, but there’s one thing about highways; they do a pretty great job of getting you to gas when you need it. Out here on country route 88 though, there was nothing; not a thing that I could see on the horizon. I knew I was low, but by the time I actually realized the gas light was on, things were looking bleak.

      Finally, way up on the horizon, I spotted a big gas station logo I recognized, and felt the relief wash over me. Getting suck out here in the badlands of wherever I was without gas, or money, or even any idea where I was going wasn’t exactly going to help me much.

      It wasn’t until I got closer, the car practically sputtering on fumes, that I groaned as I saw the reality.

      The gas station was dead, like, zombie move dead. The place probably hadn’t been open and pumping fuel in twenty years, which was more and more apparent as I pulled in, as if actually stopping next to a pump was going to somehow magically convince it to start pumping again.

      I groaned as I shut off the engine and slumped my forehead against the wheel. I had no idea how long the gas light had been on, but getting to wherever the next station was seemed like a bleak prospect. But I was exhausted, the afternoon was getting late, and sitting here kicking myself for being an idiot and not taking the highway wasn’t going to do any good either.

      “Back on the road then,” I mumbled out loud, swearing to myself as I pushed the keys back in the ignition. There was a soft chugging sound for a moment a the car tried to rumble to life before it gave up with a wheezing sound.

      Oh you’ve got to be kidding me I thought to myself. I tried again and swore loudly as the same sounds and same results repeated themselves.

      I was officially out of gas, officially stuck on the side of the road in the middle of nowhere, and officially screwed.

      The dull, thundering roar came from behind me, the searing churn of engines growing louder and louder until I turned just in time to see the two motorcycles go flying down the deserted stretch of road. I’d gotten a glimpse of leather and tan skin before they’d blown right past the deserted gas station in a cloud of dust.

      Suddenly though, way down the stretch of road there, I saw them suddenly slow and turn, before I could hear the engines growl again as they began to roar back my way.

      I could feel my blood run cold. Here I was sitting alone in my car at an abandoned gas pump on a deserted stretch of highway, with zero cell phone reception and two bikers had just turned around to head back to me. All of a sudden every crazy late-night college story about biker gangs and initiation “mayhem” came rushing into my head, and I found myself gripping the steering wheel with white knuckles, feeling the fear shoot through me.

      What if Joe had sent them?

      I quickly snapped out of my trance and locks the doors as they roared loser, before suddenly realizing how ridiculous a move it was. As if a closed window on an empty highway was going to stop them.

      The two roaring bikes came rolling into the dusty, cracked-pavement of the gas station. With a final snarling crescendo and a pop, the thundering sound cut out suddenly, and there was silence.

      The two motorcycles, all black, leather, and chrome, had come to a stop about twenty feet in front of my truck, their engines off now and ticking quietly in the afternoon heat. But what really caught my eye were the two men sat astride the bikes. They were both were clad in dark boots, denim, and leather vests over chiseled and heavily inked torsos with muscled, equally tattooed arms. These guys didn’t look like a couple of yuppies out on their weekend motorcycles. I thought again about all those “biker gang” stories; these guys looked like the real deal.

      One of them dismounted with practiced ease, shaking his dirty blond hair out as he pulled off his helmet and hung it on the handlebars. He kept his sunglasses on, but I could tell they were both just sitting there looking at me. He looked at his partner and nodded, and I could feel my breath start to come in heaving gasps.

      Oh my goodness, this is how it happens. This is how no one ever sees me again.

      The man who’d stepped off his bike pulled his sunglasses off then as he turned and started to move towards me, like some sort of jungle cat stalking his prey. I could see his eyes then - sharp and blue, and trained right on me, and I could feel the cold dread welling upside as I sat there hyperventilating inside the hot confines of my car.

      He stopped a few feet from the car and furrowed his brow as he looked at me, before he suddenly took a step back and raised his hands up. “Look, we were just seeing if you were having car trouble.”

      The blonde guy’s voice was honeyed, with just a touch of twang in it. There was a lopsided, cocky grin on his face as he stood there in jeans and a white t-shirt pulled tight across a thickly muscled chest. Inked tattoo lines ran out from under the fabric and down his arms.

      God he was attractive. Rough-looking, yes, but in that rugged, manly way that you really only saw in the movies.

      I took a deep breath. Screw it. If they wanted to hurt me, it’s not like a locked car door and a rolled up window were going to stop them out here in the middle of nowhere.

      I opened the door. “Well, the car is fine, I guess its just the gas I’ve got a problem with.”

      The man grinned, his blue eyes flashing at me. “Well, the pumps off, so there’s your problem.” His grin widened, showing his white teeth and his chiseled jaw line. His friend snorted behind him, before standing and taking his own helmet off. His long black hair was held back from his face in a small ponytail and a coarse and thick beard framed his lips. The two of them strode forward, hard, muscled, and sweating in the desert heat. I felt a flutter of nervous energy hit me, and I took a deep breath.

      “I’m Jackson, and this is Connor.” I stepped from the car and shook the blonde guy’s hand, feeling the power in his grip before turning to the dark haired bearded guy and doing the same.

      “Abby.”

      “Where you headed, honey?”

      I shook my head, my eyes still hidden behind the sunglasses I wore. “I- I don’t actually know. West, I guess?” I forced a smile, trying not to think about what might still be coming after me. “Just taking a trip and hoping to get some adventures along the way.”

      “Well, I’d say you tripped right into one right here.” Jackson’s eyes glinted as his hardened face cracked into a smile. “Well listen, we can spare a bit to get you down the road a little bit. There’s a little town about twenty miles further with a gas station and a diner, and motel if you’re not looking got keep driving all night.”

      I shook my head, the fear and apprehension I’d had when they’d first rolled in just dropping away. “That would be amazing! You guys are life savers, thanks so much!”

      Connor’s eyes’s narrowed at me, and his grin turned darker. “Rules of the road apply through honey - cash, grass, or rear.”

      I froze, all the fear from earlier hitting me all at once again.

      “No one rides for free.” His eyes flashed at me, the corners of his mouth curling up.

      Oh, they want to get paid.

      I let my breath out again, feeling my pulse race. “Oh, shoot, yeah of course, I can totally pay you guys-”

      The two of them broke down in laughter, snorting and clapping each other on the back.

      “Don’t listen to him, honey, he’s just being a jerk,” Jackson said with a cocky grin, rolling his eyes at his friend. I let out a shaky breath, feeling my knees go week as I leaned against the side of my car.

      Awww trash, I’m just messin with you girl!” The two men chuckled deeply, weeping with laughter as I felt the blood come back into my face.

      Connor grinned and shook his head. “Sorry, darlin, couldn’t resist. We’re happy to help - got a spare tank strapped to the back of mine.”

      I let out a slow, heavy stream of air, feeling the blood rush back into my limbs as I watched him chuckle as he headed back to his bike.

      “Sorry for my friend, he thinks he’s humorous.” Jackson arched a brow at me, those piercing blue eyes looking right into mine through the shaded I wore. Part of me felt rude not taking them off, but doing so mean showing them the black eye behind them, and I just didn’t feel like going down that route.
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* * *

      Ten minutes later, I was watching as Connor screwed the cap back onto my tank and shut the flap.

      “It’s not much, but it should get you to town at least.”

      I shook my head, biting my lip. “I can’t even thank you enough for it. I don’t know what I would’ve done if you guys hadn’t driven by.”

      “Not a problem, darlin,” Jackson said with another easy smile. His eyes dipped down to my bare arm, and suddenly he frowned. I followed his look and felt my cheeks blush as I quickly tucked my arms across my chest, hiding the bruise from Joe.

      “Everything okay, honey?” His honeyed voice drawled out as he looked up at me, his eyes narrowing.

      “Oh, yeah, everything’s fine,” I said, nodding quickly and forcing a smile to my face.

      “You sure?” Connor jaw tightened as he started to peer closer at the hair I’d let fall over the edge of my sunglasses.

      “I’m fine, really,” I said quickly, taking a deep breath. “Thank you so much for the gas, honestly. I can send you money if you give me your-”

      “It’s really not a problem, darlin,” Jackson said, his voice even as he glanced once more at my arm. “Town isn’t far - you should rest up there for the night.”

      I nodded, chewing on my lip.

      “Marge Rawlings runs the motel and the diner in town,” Connor said with a nod. “Best cup of coffee for forty miles, I swear.”

      Jackson snorted. “Only cup of coffee for forty miles, but it’s a good one.”

      I laughed, somehow feeling more human in that moment with the two rough strangers on the side of the road than I had in months with Joe and my life back in Vegas. My eyes ran over the two men, and I blushed as I realized that for probably the fourth time since they pulled up, I was full-on checking them out. I mean they were gorgeous, in that road-hardened, masculine way - a way that had my pulse skipping a beat and a shiver running though my body.

      Goodness, I bet they’re amazing in bed.

      I blushed as soon as I thought it, quickly dipping my eyes down the ground, even if they were hidden by sunglasses. What sort of person was I, standing on the side of a desert road checking out two strangers while on the run from my boyfriend.

      A free person, that’s what, the voice inside shouted indignantly.

      I took a breath, realizing I was just staring at the two bikers like a total weirdo. “Well, sounds like a great cup of coffee to me,” I said with a smile, feeling that flutter run through me agains as both men eyed me with broad grins on their faces.  “I’ll have to check it out.”

      And weirdly, right them, I didn’t want them to leave. I was feeling better than I had in months there on the side of the road with the two of them, and I was suddenly worried about falling back into that pit of despair as soon as they left. They might be total strangers, and maybe even a little scary even as nice as they were being, but they were also treating me better than Joe ever had, and that was something.

      “Do…um, do you want to come get a cup with me?” I felt like an idiot the second I said it, and I actually cringed when the words slipped past my lips.

      “Sorry, I mean, only if you—”

      “We’d love to, darlin,” Jackson said with an easy grin, running his fingers through his dirty blond hair. “But we gotta take a rain check. Got some business we need to get to.”

      I could feel the heat blooming hot across my face and chest. “Oh, right, of course.”

      “We live in town though, well, outskirts,” Connor said in his gravely voice. “I’d sure take a rain check on that.” He winked at me, and I felt that same illicit little thrill I’d had early when thinking about the two of them in bed run through me once again.

      “If you’re staying at Marge’s motel, we’ll look you up there tomorrow if you’d still want to get that coffee then.”

      I felt my pulse quicken. “Definitely.”

      Jackson grinned. “Well, start ‘er up and make sure it’s running.”

      I nodded as I opened the door the car and slid in. The engine turned instantly, and the car rumbled to life. Connor nodded. “Should get you to town no problem, Abby.”

      His eyes lingered on me as he said my name, and I could feel the thrill of that gaze tingle over my skin. I closed the door and rolled the window down. “Again, I can’t thank you guys enough.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Jackson said with another panty-melting smile. “You can pay us back by getting into town tonight in one piece.”

      “A cup of coffee tomorrow,” Connor added, winking at me again.

      “You bet,” I said with a smile as I put the car into drive and pulled out of the empty gas station, my eyes on the two men in my review mirror.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Jackson

      

    
    
      
        20 minutes earlier

      

      I gunned the engine, feeling the Harley roar between my legs and Con and I barreled down the empty highway. We let the throttle out at same time, opening the bikes up to insane speeds as we hit the straightaway that let out past the west plains outside town. Well, insane maybe to the outsider, but Connor and I knew these roads like the back of our hands. We probably could’ve done this drive with our eyes shut, truth be told.

      We’d grown up here in Parker, Nevada. Con and I had been best buds from the get-go, and when both of us lost families early on, we’d stuck together like our own little family. Bikes were in our blood early on, but so was fierce independence, which is probably why we’d stuck around a town like Parker, which was home to more than a few outlaw and off-the-grid types, along with people who just wanted to be free.

      Suited us pretty good.

      We’d tried to patch in to a few clubs, but honestly, it’d never stuck. Guess we had a bit too much of that independent streak for even most bike clubs. So, we’d started our own two-man team. Con and I had grown up rough, and we weren’t afraid of the outlaw life. Drugs we stayed the heck away from, but we had our fingers in pretty much everything else - ran some guns for a few cartels, did the odd security gig for underground card games, and maybe even the odd smack-down if the price was right.

      We weren’t going to get rich doing this trash, but it afforded us the life we needed. Gas for the bikes, drinks when we got thirsty, pussy when we needed it, and the freedom of the open road.

      How many idiots with a nine-to-five job and a 401k can say they’ve got nothing tying them down?

      I could see the sign of the old Lux Oil station up ahead as we roared around the bend. The place had been empty for years, but Con and I had both had our first jobs changing oil and pumping gas at that place when we were kids. We still pulled in sometimes on our way back through town to take a beer break.

      Also a great place to bring chicks, I might add.

      Today wasn’t going to be one of those days though, because today we were on a job. I’d never really been a fan of the “find and retrieve” type gigs we got from time to time, especially when it was from those wannabe mob idiots. It was also some poor idiot who couldn’t pay his loanshark back, or some guy who’d looked a the wrong guy the wrong way, or some other macho trash like that. But the call we’d got last night from the guy who said he worked “for the family” had been too good to ignore when he’d named his price.

      Fifty-frigging-grand was a lot of cash just to find some girl.

      I didn’t know who this chick was and why anyone would pay that kind of cash for her, but phoo - wasn’t my job to think past finding the silver Honda she’d last been seen in.

      Like the one parked right there at the old Lux station.

      Holy idiot.

      Connor and I looked at each other at the same dang time as we roared past the place, and I saw him nod, his face grim. I mean what were the odds that the very girl we were looking for would drive through Parker instead of taking the highway? I nodded back as we both slowed at the same time, before we pulled a turn in the road and started to head back. Heck, it might not be here, but cursed if we weren’t going to check those plates and make sure. I reached back into the saddlebag on the bike behind me, loosening the pistol from the holster it was buckled into. The chances of having to use it were pretty slim, but I always erred on the side of being prepared.

      I kept my hand on the gun as we pulled in and slowed to a stop. And then I almost had to grin as I saw the girl that matched the very description we were looking for, sitting in the car with the same dang plates we were looking for.

      Yeah, this was about to be the easiest fifty thousand buck we’d ever made.
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* * *

      “So now what.”

      I took a deep breath as I watched Abby’s car pull out of the gas station and trail off down the road. I reached into my pocket and pulled my pack of smokes out, sticking one in my mouth as I glanced at Connor. “She doesn’t know.”

      He snorted and snatched the pack from my hand. “No kidding, man. I mean now what the heck are we gonna do.”

      I sparked my lighter, holding the flame to the end of the cigarette and inhaling before tossing it to Con. “Goodness, what’s a girl that looks like that doing getting caught up with the mob?”

      And the bruises. I know we’d both seen them - the ones on her arms and the swelling around her eye she’d tried to hide with sunglasses and her hair - and I knew it hit a chord with both of us. We’d both come from families of men who hit women. My dad had the decency to develop a heroine addiction and die young, Connor’s had taken his mother and him both off the side of a highway doing one-twenty.

      Harass that trash.

      The guys who’d called us had said this girl Abby had “wronged” the family, and “tried to hurt important members.” Yeah, I called trash on that. That girl hand’t tried to hurt anyone, and I knew we both dang well knew it.

      And of course, there was another thing I knew we both dang well knew.

      I hadn’t know what to expect when we rolled into that gas station, but the second she stepped out of that car - man, I was a goner. I’d seen and I’d certainly messed my share of hot girls in my time, but idiot me, Abby was something else.

      “Goodness, man. She was perfect.” I nodded as I turned and cocked a brow at Connor. The look on his face said it all, and I got it because it was the same dang thing I was thinking.

      Floored. I couldn’t remember feeling an inch of what I was feeling inside about Abby with any other girl. Not ever. Here I was watching her drive away - the girl I was being paid to hunt down and apprehend - and I couldn’t remember feeling this light before.

      Course, I was also hard as a rock inside my jeans. I’d been that way since the second she stepped out of that car. Something about her was so innocent, and wholesome, and yet captivatingly sexy at the same time. She came off as worldly and yet pure, and I’d never seen that in a woman.

      And I knew Connor hadn’t either, just looking at his face.

      Con was my best friend, and yeah, over the years, we’d certainly shared a few girls - more than a few at the same time. Incredible, I mean the guy was like my brother - what was mine was his and vice versa. But just looking at his face and the way his jaw tensed as we watched her drive away, I knew this was a new development. Sure, we’d messed girls at the same time before, but we’d never felt for the same girl.

      “We can’t do this job, man,” I said, shaking my head as Abby’s taillights dipped over the horizon.

      “Idiot no,” Connor growled. He turned to me. “Goodness idiot man, that girl got into me.”

      I nodded. “Same.”

      He chuckled. “Yeah, no kidding.”

      “So what do we do? Pretend we never saw her?”

      Connor shook his head. “I have to see her again.” He growled, his hand dropping to the front of his jeans and cupping the bulge there.

      I felt the same dang way. It was like she’d ignited some sort of fire in both of us - like she’d woken up the beast inside each of us, and that beast demanded more from her.

      “We’ll keep an eye on her. If she leaves tonight, that’s it, man. We’re not chasing this girl down or anything.”

      Connor shook his head. “Idiot no, she’s been through enough. But if she stays?”

      “If she stays, we make sure those idiots didn’t send or pay anyone else to grab her.”

      Connor looked at me as he flicked his cigarette away, his eyes flashing. “Not gonna happen, brother.”

      I nodded. “Dang right. We’ll chill in town tonight, and see what happens tomorrow.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Abby

      

    
    
      I’d left in a hurry, and even though my credit card was tucked inside my purse, I knew I couldn’t use that. Credit cards left trails, and trails were something I couldn’t afford to leave - not with a family like the DeMona’s possibly looking for me. So that left cash, and cash was going to run out sooner than later.

      “You okay, hon?”

      The middle-aged woman behind the desk of motel office who had to be the Marge that Jackson and Connor had told me about gave me a concerned look. Her gaze locked onto the bruising around my eye before I remembered it was there.

      I should get some concealer or something.

      I smiled as best I could at the woman. “Oh, yeah,” I rolled my eyes, forcing out a weak laugh. “Stupid mistake, really. I was painting, and I wasn’t looking where I was going, and-”

      “That’s okay, honey,” she said softly, reaching out and patting my hand and giving me a knowing look.

      Don’t cry, don’t you cry.

      “Been there, honey,” she said with a motherly nod. She quietly shook her head and pushed the crumpled bills I’d given her for the room back across the counter-top. “Why don’t we say tonight’s on me, okay?”

      I shook my head. “No, really-”

      “I insist,” she said with another shake of her head, passing me a key.

      “I-” I could feel the lump rising in my throat. “I can pay you back.”

      “I said it was on me,” she winked before giving me a more serious look. “Anyone I should be looking out for and denying ever seeing you too?”

      I choked out a laugh. “I hope not.”

      “Well get some rest, sweetheart. Ring if you need anything at all, okay?”

      “I-” I took a shaky breath. “Thank you.”

      “Don’t mention it, honey. Get some rest, and I promise you’ll feel a lot better.”
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* * *

      Sleep wasn’t exactly going to come easy that night, I knew that much. But the hot shower and the robe on the back of the door felt divine. I sank down on the edge of the bed, finally letting myself exhale a bit more of the stress that’d been riding my shoulders since I’d left two nights before.

      I grinned when I saw the mini-bar.

      Phoo. I’d never been one to even open mini-bars - I wasn’t even really much of a drinker. But that night? Yeah, consider me part of the club.

      The motel rooms all had these skylights in the ceiling up above the bed - which made sense since the place was actually called the “Full Moon Motel”. And so I turned the lights off as I cracked the little nip bottle of tequila from the mini-bar and dumped it over the little plastic cup of ice, and sat back in the bed to look up at the big desert moon.

      My thoughts were still jumbled from the events of the last few days, but the tequila quickly let me relax. And then before I could stop myself, I found my thoughts drifting back to earlier.

      Back to Jackson and Connor.

      I still felt strange thinking such - well, heated thoughts about other men so soon after leaving Joe. But I couldn’t help it. They were there, stuck my head, and I couldn’t get them out. I didn’t want to, either. I thought of Jackson, and his bright blue eyes blazing and his muscles rippling as he’d stepped towards my car. I thought of Connor and his pulled back hair, his rugged, rough beard. I thought of the swirls of dangerous and captivating ink trailing over their skin, and wondering what it looked like on parts of their bodies I hadn’t seen.

      In the heat of the motel room, my thoughts lingered on their faces, and on those hard, chiseled bodies, and my own began to respond.

      I closed my eyes as I let my hand trace down the front of my torso, and as it slipped under the seam of my simple cotton panties, I sucked my bottom lip between my teeth.

      There was sensation of release, of a clenching fist allowed to let go as my fingers glided over my moist lips, down into the folds of my pussy. I let my middle finger curl through the wetness there and slide gently up to tease the aching nub of my clit, bringing a soft moan to my lips.

      I knocked back the rest of my tequila and set the glass on the beside table. I rolled in my bed, on to my stomach as I arched my back and moaned quietly into the pillow. My eyes squeezed shut as I bit my bottom lip against the gasps bubbling from my mouth. I writhed, tangled in the duvet with my feet twisting the blankets into binds around my ankles. My hands and fingers pressed and swirled beneath me in slow deliberate circles, pressing gently against the throbbing button within my folds and sending electric shivers through my core.

      My mind flashed like fire between the two men from earlier. First, it was Jackson, his eyes flashing as he stripped his clothes off. I gasped loudly as I pushed two fingers into my slit, and I arched my rear up off the bed as I crammed face into the pillow, moaning my pleasure. My tousled hair splayed out around me and down my back as I writhed with the sensations, imagining it was the blond biker taking me hard from behind, his thick cock driving into me again and again.

      Connor’s face filled my mind; his piercing eyes, and that gorgeous, roguish smile. I imagined him pulling me to his mouth, the rough bristle of his beard teasing my thighs as his wet tongue curled into my pussy, his hands spreading me wide. I pictured him pulling me down on his cock, pounding up into me as I cried out for him.

      I pressed my curved hips back against my toying hands, feeling my pussy clench and my cream slide wetly down my fingers as I buried them in my folds. I was close, so close to that sweet edge. I moaned in delightful agony, crying my lust into my pillow, my fingers pushing inside me and the others on my clit drove me higher and higher.

      And that’s when my thoughts went even dirtier - to a place I’d never let them go before. In that moment, I thought of both of them, at the same dang time.

      God did it feel so dirty, and so wrong. But my body cried out as I imagined both hard, muscled, hot men taking me together. It wasn’t a fantasy I’d ever had, and not one I’d ever have imagined myself having in a million years. But there in that desert motel room, under that full moon with tequila on my lips and my fingers on my clit, I felt myself start to slide over the edge as I let the fantasy consume me.

      My cries seized in my throat as I gasped my release, feeling my body surge and clench, feeling the heat from my lips bloom out to my whole body as my climax rocked through me. I imagined both of them, pounding me, me, making me theirs, and the moans in my throat burbled to the surface. I screamed, muffling and growing it in the thick pillows on the bed as I writhed and shuddered.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        Connor

      

    
    
      Fuck, this was a tough one.

      I shook my head as I slugged down the last of my beer. “You don’t think those mob douchebags actually hired more than just us, do you?”

      Jackson didn’t say anything, but I recognized that look on his face. It was that look that mirrored my own thoughts, however unspoken. It was the look that said “over my dead body if they did.”

      ‘Cause that’s how it was going to be if there was anyone else after Abby besides us. We had our bikes parked across the road from the Full Moon Motel, leaning against them and sipping beers as we kept an eye on the place - specifically room five. Anyone else who was after her as gonna be in for a bad time if they tried anything tonight, I knew that. Because if they wanted to get to her, they were going to have to go through both of us.

      And that trash wasn’t going to happen.

      I’d felt the same dang thing Jackson had when she’s stepped out of that car and into our lives earlier. It was like the Earth stopped turning for a second - like time itself stopped. Incredible, I’d known some women in my day, but one look at Abby and I knew everything else had been trash up until then. One look at her, and I felt a need for her - something primal and something that wouldn’t be stopped.

      Of course it was sexual, but it was bigger than that. It pulled something deep inside that I’d forgotten about. She made me think of family - something I’d forced myself to forget about since my old man had gotten ripped and driven him and my mom off a cliff. Yeah, I had Jackson, who was basically my brother and the only family I needed, but this girl brought out more than that.

      And yeah, it was sexual too. Idiot yeah was it sexual. Abby got my cock harder than dang steel. I’d known some babes in my day, but they were trash compared to this girl. Curves in all the right places, belly that made my mouth water, and rear I was dying to get a piece of. I wanted to bury my toe to the hilt inside her, nail her to the ground and take her hard. I wanted to own her - to dominate and take her completely.

      There’d been a moment out here earlier when she’d started to strip down in her room with the blinds wide open. And I wish we could’ve said we were bigger men and looked away but harass that. Hell yeah we’d looked, both of us growling as she slipped down to her little black panties and bra. And I knew we wanted more, but that’s when she’d grabbed a towel presumably for a shower and closed the blinds.

      Still, a man could think.

      “Think she’s asleep?”

      I shook my head. “Nah, lights are still on.”

      “I don’t see the t.v. flickering either,” Jackson growled. “And I seriously doubt she’s on the phone with anyone. She’s too smart for that.”

      I shrugged. “Maybe air-drying after that shower?”

      Jackson groaned. “Goodness man, don’t put that in my head.”

      I snorted. “Be my guest, it’s been in mine for the last twenty minutes. Don’t even pretend that’s not something you’d want to see.”

      Jackson tossed me a look. “Yeah, I’d want to do a whole lot more than see, brother.”

      “Tell me about it,” I growled, my hand dropping to the thick bulge in my jeans. “Can you even image what those belly look like outside a tank top?”

      “I was too busy imagining how tight that pussy probably is.”

      I swore under my breath. “Dude, I can’t even imagine.”

      He laughed. “Sure you can.”

      I looked over and smirked as I saw my buddy stroking the obvious hard-on in his jeans. “Nice thought, huh?”

      He grinned at me and shrugged as he tossed me another beer. “I’m only human, dude, and it’s been way too long.”

      “Tell me about it,” I growled, cracking the beer as he did the same. “Idiot I’d love to feel that pouty mouth on my cock.”

      Jackson groaned again. “Harass that’d be nice.”

      I took a big pull of my beer. “Phoo,” I muttered out loud and started to tug my zipper down.

      Jackson glanced over at me and chuckled. “Gonna be like that huh?”

      “Can’t help it dude, this girl’s got me hard as diamonds.”

      Jackson growled and started to yank his own zipper down too. “Phoo, same here.”

      I groaned as I pulled my toe out in the warm desert air, wrapping my fist around my thick shaft and giving it a stroke. I knew Jackson was doing the same by the sound of his grunting, and I let my eyes close as I pictured Abby pulling open her motel room door and walking nude towards us.

      Idiot, it’s not like Jackson and I hadn’t jerked off near each other before, or harassed a girl at the same time even closer. It wasn’t a gay thing or anything either - I mean it wasn’t like we were about to go blow each other or something. We were just comfortable with each other. I was cool with him relieving the tension that thinking of Abby brought up - heck, I couldn’t help it myself.

      “Idiot I bet she sucks a mean cock, dude,” Jackson growled, grunting as he pumped his cock.

      “Take her mouth, brother, and I’ll come in behind and harass that tight little pussy like I bet it’s never been messed before.” I groaned as I stroked my toe faster, imaging it was her pussy squeezing me.

      “No way that girl’s gotten messed by a man who knew how to handle her before,” Jackson muttered.

      “Or two.”

      “Girl like that?” He snorted. “Definitely never done that.”

      “First time for everything, man,” I said through gritted teeth, picturing my buddy and I double teaming Abby’s tight little body, taking her from both ends.

      “I’d wager the full fifty grand she’s never had that rear tapped.”

      I groaned loudly at his words, just imagining squeezing my big cock into her virgin little donkey. I wasn’t going to last much longer, and picturing filling her tight backdoor was going to push me over even faster.

      “Idiot, just picture feeling that jerk squeeze up on your toe when she comes, man.”

      Incredible, that did it. I growled loudly as I felt my balls tighten up, and with a grunt, my cum went blasting out the head of my cock. Jackson grunted on his bike next to me, and I knew he pumping his won cum from his toe picturing the same thing.

      We stood there panting in the darkness another minute, sipping our beers before we finally tucked back in and glanced at each other. I grinned and raised my beer to my buddy. “We gotta have her, man.”

      “I know, Con, I know.”

      I sighed and took another sip. “Let’s see what happens tomorrow, huh?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Abby

      

    
    
      The knock on my door the next morning shook me from the thoughts. I jerked my head up from the spot on the floor I’d been staring at trying to make sense of what was going on in my life and looked at the door, feeling my heart jump into my throat.

      “Abby, it’s us.”

      Instantly, I calmed, feeling this feeling of warmth spread through me. Goodness, I didn’t even know Jackson and Connor, but just knowing they were there and close had me feeling like I was protected.

      Of course, it wasn’t until I opened the door and let my eyes drift over them that I felt the blush creep into my cheeks at the memory of the night before. My dirty, forbidden fantasies came back with a roar as I stood there biting my lip and avoiding their eyes. My scorchingly hot thoughts of these two muscled, hard men taking me and making me theres still resonated through my body, making it tingle in places it really shouldn’t have right at that moment.

      I swallowed the naughty thoughts as best as I could and looked up, blushing all over again as I saw the hungry looks on their faces.

      Connor arched a brow and looked down at the car keys in my hand. “Aww, you weren’t gonna stand us up for coffee were you?”

      “Dude,” Jackson shot him a look, elbowing him in the ribs before he looked back at me, his gorgeous blue eyes shining. “Coffee is up to you, Abby - no strings attached.

      God did I want more attached to it though, and I blushed as I pictured my thoughts again of the previous night, of the two of them taking me from both ends.

      “No,” I stammered out, groaning at how hot my face felt. “No coffee sounds perfect.”
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* * *

      The diner was right across the street, catty-corner to the motel, and in the daylight, I let my eyes wander over the charming little downtown of Parker.

      “Sickeningly adorable, isn’t it.”

      I blushed and turned my head back from the diner window to see the two men sitting in the booth across from me grinning. “It’s pretty cute, yeah. Do you guys live near here?”

      Connor shrugged. “Been here in Parker our whole lives actually.”

      Jackson cleared his throat as he looked over his steaming coffee cup at me. “Listen darlin, I don’t know what you’re running from-”

      “Oh, I’m not running from anything.” I said it way too quickly, and instantly felt my cheeks go red at how silly and obviously forced it sounded.

      The two men looked at each other before Jackson turned and gave me a look. “Well, not my business, but if you are,” he arched a brow at me. “It’s not a bad town to settle into.”

      Connor nodded. “Good people, beautiful country, and a great place to start fresh.”

      I laughed. “Well, it’s not the city, so it’s got that going for it.”

      Jackson grinned. “Not a fan?”

      “Uh, not at all. I grew up in the country, and I miss it.”

      The guys shared another look before Connor cleared his throat. “You know, you could stick around town for a bit, see how you like it.”

      I grinned, feeling my face blush again. “Oh, I don’t know.”

      “It’s  pretty nice place.”

      I sighed and looked back out the window. “Yeah, its a gorgeous little town, I just don’t really have, uh, the funds, to stay here.”

      “You could stay with us.”

      I could feel the heat on my face. “That’s-”

      What, crazy? Insane because I didn’t even know these men? And, yet, why did the idea stick inside my head and sit there burning like this little thing I couldn’t ignore?

      “That’s very kind of you, but I- I like to pay for my own way.”

      Connor’s eyes lit up and he shrugged. “Marge is always hiring here at the diner.” He nodded at the woman I recognized from the front desk of the motel the night before, and she walked over with a coffee pot.

      “Looking for a job, sweetie?”

      I rolled my eyes. “Oh, I- I don’t know.”

      She smiled at me. “Well, you just let me know if you want it and it’s yours.” She turned and shot Jackson and Connor a quick look. “Boys, you know I love you in here, but…” she cleared her throat. “Sheriff Watts was by yesterday looking for you.”

      I raised a brow at the two of them, but Jackson just shook his head. “Misunderstanding, Marge. You know Con and I.”

      “I know you boys always do what’s right by people around here, just thought I’d mention it.”

      Connor nodded. “Thanks.”

      Could I stay there in Parker? What, let go of all that garbage I’d dealt with in the city, work at the diner, and live the country life?

      …With Connor and Jackson?

      The thought had me blushing all over again as the wicked fantasies of the night before came rushing back.

      “Would you mind excusing me for a second?” I bit my lip and smiled at my two strange rescuers. “I just need to grab my phone from the car.”

      Jackson frowned. “I wouldn’t use your cell,” he coughed. “I mean, if you were running from anything,” he added with a cocky grin.

      I shook my head. “Just want to check my mail, figure some things out.”

      Connor’s jaw broke into a grin. “Figure some things out like moving to Parker?”

      I grinned and wagged my eyebrows at him as I slid out of the booth. “Maybe?”

      I felt like a crazy person as I walked away. Goodness, I was really thinking about it - about staying right here in this little town and letting everything else drift behind me. I felt safe here, and like I could start something new, and I knew that had everything to do with the two bikers.

      I could feel their eyes on me as I walked away, and I felt a naughty thrill rush through me as I put a bit more sway to my hips before turning and winking at them.

      This was so not me - flirting so openly with two rough men like this? And yet, it felt just so natural with them - it felt like I belonged with them.

      I slid into the driver’s seat of my car, shaking my head. Was I really ready to move here?

      With them? GOD yes.

      I blushed at the thought as I reached for my phone.

      I don’t know what it was that caught my eye - maybe a flash of the sun off the windshield or something - but something sure enough caught my eye enough to make me glance up at the review mirror.

      Oh goodness no…

      I could feel the fear shoot through me like fire. There, behind my car across the street getting out of his red Porsche, was Joe.

      And he was looking right at me, his face a mask of rage.

      I acted before I could even think, slamming the door shut and almost screaming as I scrambled to jam the keys into the ignition. The car roared to life, and this time I did scream as Joe was suddenly right beside my car, pounding on the window.

      “Get the heck out of the car, jerk!” He roared, slamming his fist against the glass.

      I screamed as I shoved the transmission into reverse and gunned the engine, watching Joe lurch away from car as I peeled back out of the parking space.

      Jackson, Connor, help me!

      It was the only thought in my head as I roared away, watching in my mirror as Joe ran for his car.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Jackson

      

    
    
      We were out the door like lightning the second we heard the car spin out. I’d seen Abby’s silver Honda hauling down the road past the diner, but it was when we saw the red sports car go peeling after her that I think we put it together.

      The idiot that’d hired us was after her.

      I thought about last night, and how I know both of us had decided right then that no one was going to touch this girl. And I sure as trash wasn’t about to let it happen now that she’d maybe be staying in our lives a little longer.

      Connor’s bike roared to life a millisecond before mine, and I gunned my engine to catch up with him as we went roaring out of town in the direction the sport car had gone after Abby. I was seeing red, just imagining the piece of trash chasing her - the same piece of trash who’d hit her and then hired to guys to drag her back when she’d left him.

      No way was I going to let that man touch her again. No way Connor was either.

      The bike surged beneath me as we blasted down the highway after them.
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* * *

      I saw the dust cloud billow up from over the next hill at the same time Connor did, judging from the roar I heard tear from his mouth over the sound of our bikes. I could feel the blood pounding like a hammer in my ear as we pushed our bikes to the absolute breaking point.

      If she’s hurt I’ll kill him with my bare hands.

      Idiot, I might kill him anyways if I caught the jerk.

      We crested the hill and I felt my heart lurch in my chest.

      Abby’s car was on it’s side in the ditch at the side of the road about a quarter mile up the road, the wheels still spinning even with the engine off. The red sports car was pulled up behind it, and there, hauling her out of the wreck, was him.

      She was on her knees, his hand holding a fist of her shirt as he towered over her. I watched as he brought his other hand up before bringing it down across her face, and I could feel my entire body explode witnessing it. I could feel the white rage welling up like fire inside of me as my eyes narrowed to dangerous slits.

      Yeah, I was going to kill him.

      The bikes weren’t even off before Connor and I both went diving off of them, crashing to the ground and rolling as we came up. A second man in a dark suit jumped from there red sports car with a gun in his hand, and I was aware of Connor roaring like a beast beside me as he unloaded the gun in his own hands. The man in the suit went punching backwards, blood exploding out where Connor’s bullets had nailed him as he dropped to the ground.

      The other man by Abby whirled, his hand still clutching her shirt as brought the gun from his belt up and leveled at us.

      “Stay back!” He growled, his pasty skin and his suit looking sweaty in the desert sun. He narrowed his eyes at us, baring his teeth as he pulled back the hammer of his gun. “Not another step or I’ll put one right between her eyes.”

      “It’s the last move you’d ever make, you piece of trash,” Connor growled next to me.

      “Put em down, fellas!” The man sneered, and suddenly he had the gun trained on Abby. “Down or I swear to heaven-”

      “Alright!” I roared, feeling the blood pounding in my veins. “Alright, easy now.” I glanced at Connor and he nodded as we both dropped our guns to the ground.

      The man narrowed his eyes at us. “Don’t think I don’t know who you two lowlifes are. I hired you to do a job, jerks. You think getting brunch was part of the deal?”

      Abby’s eyes jerked up to ours. “What’s he talking about?”

      “Shut up!” The man who I realized then was Joe DeMona whirled and spat at her. He looked back to us. “This is between me and my woman, so you both can idiot off now.”

      “Jackson, Connor,” Abby swallowed heavily, her eyes glistening as she looked at us both. “What was the job.”

      Joe rolled his eyes. “The job was to find you and get you back to me, jerk.”

      And the look on her face was worse than physical hit I’d ever received. It was visceral, like taking a bullet to the gut as I watched all the joy and all the light go out of her eyes.

      “Don’t listen to him, Abby,” Connor roared out, shaking his head. He looked as insane as I felt right then, mad with need to get her away from this guy. “We didn’t know who you were when we took the job.” He gritted his teeth. “No way we were going to hand you over once we met you.”

      I could see the fear in her eyes - the naked betrayal writ large across her face. “We meant everything we said, honey,” I said evenly, my eyes locked on hers. “Every word of it. There’s a life for you here.”

      Joe hooted. “Oh my goodness, this is insane! You two idiotwads got a thing for my girl?”

      “She stopped being yours the second you laid your hands on her,” I roared out, my eyes flashing to his as I saw red mist creep into my vision.

      Joe spat in the dirt and leveled the gun at me. “You and you little friend have five seconds to start walking the other way before I end you right here on the side of the road.”

      I forced myself to breath as I turned back to Abby. “There’s a life her with us if you want it.”

      And she nodded.

      She nodded, her eyes wide and the flush blooming across her face. I looked right into her eyes, and right then, I knew - I knew she’d felt it too. Whatever insane cosmic connection Connor and I had both felt with this girl the second we’d met her, she’d felt it too.

      I looked over at Connor. “You ready for this?”

      His eyes narrowed. “Absolutely.”

      We both turned towards Abby, and as her eyes darted between the two of us, she nodded again. “Yes,” she whispered out.

      The whole thing happened in slow motion. I dropped to the ground, rolling for the gun as I saw Joe bring the gun towards me. Connor roared as he went into a dead run at the man, who’s eyes suddenly went wide as he brought the gun to bear right at my best friend. But it was right then that Abby shoved into her attacker, knocking him as he pulled the trigger and sending the shot wild over Con’s shoulder. I came up from the roll in slow motion, raise the gun in my hand, and squeezed. Joe screamed as the bullet tore through his shoulder, just as Connor plowed into him and tackled him to the ground.

      When the dust settled, we were whole.

      “You alright?” I eyed Connor, and he nodded.

      “Caught the wind on that one, but yeah, we’re good,” He said with a grin. He drove the point of his boot into Joe’s rib, making him squeal before we both instantly went to Abby.

      “I’m fine, I’m really fine,” she said, her voice shaky as both of us slid our arms around her. It occurred to me that this was the first time either of us had ever really touched her, and even with the circumstances, I could feel my blood pump even faster at the contact. Idiot she felt good, her skin almost hot beneath my touch and the smell of her hair in my face. The primal beast in me roared, wanting to take her right there on the side of the road, but I forced myself to breath.

      Connor’s face said the same thing as mine did, his eyes wild and his jaw tense like wanted to devour this girl right here. “We should get you looked at,” he said quietly, his hand gingerly touching her red cheek where that idiot had smacked her.

      She shook her head slowly, her eyes dancing between the two of us. “I really am fine, honestly.” She looked down. “I’ve been way worse before.”

      The rage almost exploded out of me then as I turned on the moaning, whimpering Joe lying in the dirty. I whirled on him, practically snarling. “I’m going to kill this idiot right here and right now.”

      Connor nodded. “You and me both, bud.”

      Suddenly, there was a hand on my arm, and I turned back, my flared temper instantly cooling as I looked into Abby’s eyes. She had another hand on Connor’s arm, and she was shaking her head quickly.

      “No, please.”

      I frowned. “You want us to spare this piece of trash?”

      Connor swore. “You can’t expect us to do that after what he’s done to you - after he’s hurt you like that,” he snarled, nodding at the red mark on the side of her cheek.

      But Abby shook her head again. “I- I can’t have that on me.”

      “It’s, not, honey, it’s on us,” I muttered.

      Her eyes darted to mine, and I melted right there. “It is on me.” She took a trembling sigh. “Look, for me, please no killing.”

      “How about paralyzation?” I smirked as I glanced at Connor, seeing his grin.

      Abby shot him a look before she grinned. “Connor-”

      “Fine,” he muttered.

      Suddenly, I laughed. “Idiot, I’ve got an idea.” I turned to them. “We let him walk away from this, it’s never going to end.” I turned and kicked dirt at Joe. “Who else knows about you hiring us.”

      “Forget you!” He spat.

      Connor marched over and stuck his heel into Joe’s gunshot wound, making the wormy man scream out. “Wrong answer.”

      “No one!” Joe cried out. “No one, okay? I wasn’t gonna tell anyone that this jerk ran out on me, are you kidding?”

      I grinned. “Perfect.”

      Abby frowned as she saw me pull my burner cellphone out. “Wait, what are you doing?”

      “Fixing this,” I said, my eyes meeting hers before darting to Connor and nodding.
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* * *

      If there’s one thing I’ve picked up in the outlaw life, it’s this: understand what leverage is. Leverage is having a video of a guy cheating on his wife with a dude in a bar bathroom, or photocopies of bank transactions between public and private funds.

      Or, leverage is serving up a blasted mob lieutenant on a silver platter to the local sheriff. A sheriff who’s up for re-election soon, and maybe one who’s after you and your best bud on some trumped-up trash gun charges. Understand leverage, and you’ll always understand the game.

      Sherif Watts was all too happy to play ball.

      I felt Abby’s hands slide around my waist, my cock throbbing in my pants just feeling her press against me on the bike.

      I smirked at the bound and gagged Joe, tied to his car bumper, and then glanced at Connor and nodded. “You ready?”

      “Let’s roll.”

      “Ready babe?” I turned my head around to look at Abby as I gunned the engine.

      “Take me away from here,” she whispered as the bikes roared out onto the open road.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        Connor

      

    
    
      The throbbing, rumbling vibration of the motor between my legs always got me a little hard. But it was watching Abby up ahead of me, her jean shorts pulled tight and  her tanned bare legs straggled Jackson’s bike that had me hard as steel. If it was any other guy up ahead of me that she had her arms around and her face pressed against, I’d be out of my mind with rage. But this was Jacks - my brother from another mother, my other half. Incredible, watching the girl I couldn’t stop thinking about all wrapped around him was actually kind of hot.

      We’d shared plenty of girls before, but I knew this one was way different. Abby was in deep in both of us, and sure, I knew Jackson well enough to know he wanted to harass the heck out of her as bad as I did. But it was more than that.

      She looked happy up there on the bike - the wind whipping through her long hair and teasing up her bare thighs. She grinned against Jackson’s shoulder, her arms gripping him tighter as she let herself be carried along by the vibrations I knew were probably rumbling through her core and we thundered down the desert road.

      Spoiler, riding bikes gets girls wetter than a flood.

      We turned off the main road onto a packed dirt one, downshifting as the bikes rumbled across the dirt and gravel. I grinned as I pulled next to them and saw Abby’s eyes squeeze shut and the flush creep over her cheeks, knowing full dang well what the bumpy road was doing to that poor girl between her legs.

      About a mile later, the road swung up through the sparse trees, and Jackson and I’s spot came into view. We’d bought the place years before, and ever since, it’d just been our home. Two-doored garage on the first floor, complete with the old Thunderbird lying partially dismantled on blocks in one of the bays that we’d probably never get to, and a few other bikes in various state of rebuild stacked against the other wall. We lived upstairs, in the big loft-style living space, but it was the big wooden deck off the upstairs that had views of the craziest dang desert scenery you’d ever seen that made the place home.

      Jackson cut the engine of his bike with a shudder and kicked down his stand. I grinned as I caught Abby groaning quietly to herself, and I’d have put good money on the ride out here having got her just shy of a release. She slid off the bike and squeezed her legs together, and I groaned myself, feeling my cock throb just thinking about how wet that sweet pussy probably was.

      Jackson helped her off and walked with her to the stairs as I walked ahead.

      “I think we’ve earned some beers beers on the porch,” he said, helping her up the wooden steps.

      “Want a drink?” I shot over my shoulder. I raised a brow as I saw the sudden apprehension on her face as she looked around. Yeah, I got it. Despite what had just happened, here she was out in the middle of nowhere with guys like us who were now offering to get her buzzed.

      “You don’t have to, you know.”

      Abby blushed and grinned as she shook her head. “A beer sounds great, actually.” She paused, “Actually, can I get a cleaned up in your bathroom first?”
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* * *

      Abby came out of the bathroom looking way more relaxed, with her face and the bruise around her cheek washed and scrubbed clean. She had her hair wild and free, framing her face, and for probably the ninth time that day, I felt my cock twitch just looking at her.

      “Feeling better honey?” I sipped at a beer as I sprawled back on the old dusty porch couch. I raised a can her way.

      She shook her head and looked at her feet, still looking like she wasn’t so sure about the drink, even if she’d soothed her nerves a bit. I shrugged and took another sip of my own - I wasn’t about to push it with this girl.

      Jackson cleared his throat, throwing me a quick look before turning to Abby, his face serious. “Just so you know” he said in his deep baritone “the rules of the road apply here.”

      I rolled my eyes.

      Abby looked at him quizzically. “The rules?”

      Jackson grinned from his spot sprawled in a deck chair, his vest over the back and the afternoon sun shining across is bare chest. “Yeah, the rules of the ride babe; no one rides for free.”

      Abby’s eyes went a little wide, and the color started to drain from her face. “Oh, God, yeah, I’m so sorry,” she stammered. “Listen, I can totally pay you when I get a job at the diner.”

      Jackson turned back to me, and I frowned as I shook my head at his nasty excuse for humor.

      “Grass, cash, or rear, honey” He muttered, turning back to Abby.

      She froze and looked at him. She suddenly went quiet, the color draining completely from her face.

      “You prick,” I chucked an empty beer can at Jackson as he started laughing, spraying beer out of his mouth. And in spite of myself, I started to join him, feeling the laughter rumble through me.

      “Relax babe!” Jackson choked out, sputtering and laughing. “We’re just messing with you, relax!”

      “Forgive Jackson, he doesn’t get humor,” I growled, trying to keep the grin from my face as I saw Abby’s shoulders suddenly drop as she let her breath out.

      She rolled her eyes and made a face at Jackson as she marched over and playfully slapped at his leg. “You scared the rubbish out of me, Goodness!”

      Jackson cracked up “Incredible babe, your face!” He cracked up again, and I snorted another laugh.

      Abby rolled her eyes. “You know what, I will have that drink,” she said, grinning as I tossed her a cold can.

      “Jerks.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Abby

      

    
    
      Two hours later, I was feeling like an entirely new woman. The cold beer, and a few helpful sips of the tequila that Jackson had passed around had me almost forgetting entirely about what had led me to this moment.

      I shrugged as I took a long pull of the beer in my hand, before excusing myself from the two men to go use the bathroom as they laughed heavily about some blue joke Connor had just laid out. Laughing, really for the first time in months, I ducked back inside the house with a smile.

      I stood at the bathroom sink, splashing cool water on my face, and meeting my own eyes in the mirror. Reaching for a towel, I patted the water off my face as I took in my reflection.

      The bruise on my cheek stung, and I frowned at it, thinking of Joe and then thinking of the wasted time I’d sunk into him. I shook my head, knocking the thought of him and the thought about my current situation from my mind.

      Well, I thought looking at my reflection in the mirror smirking. I was here, and I was honestly thinking about actually doing this - staying here in Parker. I grinned as I thought about how I was feeling better than I had in longer than I could remember, and I’d felt like that ever since I got into town.

      Well, ever since I’d met Jackson and Connor.

      I thought about the two men out on the deck, the danger in their eyes, the ink on their arms, and I chewed my lip coyly, thinking about the rocking, teasing vibrations that the ride in on the back of Jackson’s bike had sent through my body. I smiled to myself, feeling suddenly naughty and flirty, and let my fingers wander down to undo two more buttons at the front of my shirt as I grinned to myself wickedly.

      Feeling bold, feeling brash, and feeling sexier than I had in forever, I sauntered out of the bathroom and back out to the deck and to the two hard men waiting for me, knowing exactly what I wanted to do next.
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* * *

      I stepped out the sliding door onto the porch as Connor and Jackson were laughing about something. They paused and looked up at me as they realized my silence.

      I took a deep breath and looked up at them, suddenly feeling unsure of myself. “I’ve….” I stammered. “I’ve decided how I want to pay” I said quietly.

      Jackson and Connor looked questioningly at each other before turning back to look at me, their faces somewhere between curious and amused.

      “Hey, Abby, we were just messing with you girl,” Jackson grinned at me, his eyes trying to gauge the look on my face.

      I reached down, and took the beer out of his hand, bringing it up to my lips for a long cool sip before placing it back in his hands with a wink. “But you said,” I looked at him evenly, cocking a hip to the side and bringing my shoulders back as I pressed my chest out with a coy look. “No one rides for free.”

      Connor was looking at me darkly.

      “Careful there honey” his voice was deep, resonating, and laced with something heavier.

      “I’ve decided,” I said again, feeling the tequila from earlier course through my veins and boosting my courage up. The men looked at me, unblinking now, their dark eyes drinking me in. I took a deep breath.

      “Rear” I said, biting my lip as I leveled my hooded eyes at them.

      Jackson and Connor looked at me, their faces now much harder than I’d seen before.

      “I told you babe, we were just messing with you” Connor’s voice was cautionary, edged in steel.

      “I said rear.” My voice quavered a little bit, and I drew a deep breath and grinned at them. “And I’m serious.”

      Beneath my coy and sexy pose, I felt my heartbeat racing, my mind screaming at me to shut up and run away.

      Connor and Jackson looked at each other for a moment, before turning back to me, their gazes suddenly much hungrier.

      “I’m warning you one last time girl, you’re playing with fire here.” Jackson’s tone was level.

      “Oh come on!” I teased. I could see the fire raging in their eyes, the hungry looks in their faces. I knew I was pushing them here, but God did I want to push them. I wanted to see the raw heat I knew was right beneath those muscled, inked exteriors. I didn’t want them to tip-toe around me anymore.

      I wanted them to take me.

      “Easy, honey,” Connor said evenly, his voice gravely. I knew they were holding back the real roughness, and it was sweet of them, but that’s what I wanted.

      “What, not man enough to take what you want?” I said with a shrug.

      Jackson was up out of his seat in second, and I gasped as I suddenly felt his hands grab me tight. Heat flooded into my pussy as I looked up into his sharp blue eyes. “We warned you, honey” he said darkly, making my pulse race with adrenaline. He suddenly bruised his lips to mine, kissing me like our lives depended on it.

      God yes, this was exactly wanted.

      The kiss was hard and raw as he claimed my mouth, kissing me fiercely. I moaned as I felt Connor press behind me, his big hands roaming up my back and into my hair. He pulled on my long locks, pulling my head toward him. He kissed me, his tongue sliding into my mouth as I felt Jackson’s lips hard against my neck.

      “Now,” Connor growled roughly into my ear. “I think we will take that payment.”

      I felt my legs quiver as roaring, primal lust coursed through my veins, my breath coming short. “Please,” I whispered.

      “On your knees, baby,” Jackson muttered to me, forcing down on my shoulders with his strong arms, the inked muscles standing out down his bronzed skin.

      I felt light headed, almost in a dream, as I obediently sank slowly to my knees in front of the two bikers. My eyes went wild and wide as I suddenly took grasp of my situation. And then I moaned as the thrill shivered through me, knowing I was utterly, deeply, and incredibly aroused and wanting this.

      Jackson and Connor were pulling at their belts in front of my face as I sank to my knees, pulling the clasps of their jeans open and yanking down the zippers. The two men looked at he each other and chuckled, before hooking their thumbs into the waist of their boxer shorts, and whipping them down.

      Incredible.

      I gasped as two thick, heavy, and enormous cocks suddenly sprung out before my face. I felt my breath coming in heaves and my nerve endings on fire as I bit my lip and stared at the bulging cocks, hanging heavily mere inches from my mouth. I thought briefly of Joe’s thin, half-hard worm of a prick, and all the time I’d spent faking pleasure and putting my own needs aside for his poor excuse for a toe.

      Now, I realized everything I’d lusted for, every secret desire I’d had to be split open, stretched, and utterly used by a real cock was there, right in front of my for the taking. Every feverish, whimpered half-dream I’d ever hidden away from even myself of being and used by a real man, and dominated by a real man’s cock, was suddenly thrust in my face, twice over.

      Breathing hard, my breast heaving beneath my shirt, I timidly reached out with both my hands. I let out a small moan as my fingertips slipped over the thick, spongy heads and trail down veined shafts. Slowly, I wrapped the fingers of each small hand around a thick, meaty cock, giving each a tentative stroke as I bit my lip, grinning wickedly. Both men grunted their approval, and I felt a shudder of ecstasy run through me at the feel of the hot muscle in my hands.

      Slowly, I began to stroke them, feeling the soft heat of their skin as it rolled over the thick, muscled girth of the flesh beneath.

      Moaning quietly, I felt my desire roll through me like a heavy wave. I leaned forward and sucked the head of Jackson’s cock between my lips, moaning around the feel of him suddenly filling my small mouth. Licking and sucking at his cock-head, I slowly pumped his shaft with my hand as I suckled the tip, jerking Connor with my other hand.

      With a groan, I moved off of Jackson and turned my attention to Connor, looking up at him with my bright, wide blue eyes as I inhaled the head of his toe, gagging slightly on it as he pushed forward past my lips with a grunt.

      I felt on fire, burning in the raunchy and delicious sluttiness of being on my knees for two rough men. I moved into a rhythm, bobbing on one for a minute, running my tongue around the fat crown and teasing the hole at the tip, before letting it go with a pop to turn my attentions to the other. The bikers grunted their approval, and Jackson’s hand reached down to slide into my shirt, roughly pushing under the cup of my lace bra to rub my nipple against the rough callouses of his palms.

      The rough handling made me moan in pleasure like a hussy around Connor’s cock. He groaned and grabbed a fist full of my hair, suddenly bucking his hips harder against my mouth and pushing the head of his fat prick into my throat. I coughed and sputtered against the hand holding my hair like a handle, my pulse racing, but Connor only grinned at me and continued his pace for a few more strokes before releasing.

      Feeling him let me go, I pulled off gasped for breath, tears stinging my eyes. I’d never been treated like this - used like this - but with a low moan, I also realized I’d never been as wet as I was now. My dark desire churned and burned hotly inside my core as I felt myself slide deeper into the role; a little hussy, on my knees, worshiping two thick fat cocks with my mouth.

      Rolling my eyes back, I threw myself onto Jackson’s cock again, forcing the head against the back of my throat, making me choke and sputter. Jackson grunted and twisted my nipple as I messed my mouth onto his fat cock, slathering hot saliva around the throbbing head of his big toe as I moaned lustily.

      Connor pulled me off of his friend and brought my mouth wetly against his balls. I mewled like a hussy in heat, suckling at his heavy sack with my lips and tongue as I felt his heavy shaft drape hotly across my face. Moving in with a grunt, Jackson laid his cock heavily over my other cheek, and I moved from Connor to Jackson, slurping at his balls as well. My hands moved up to slowly and slickly jerk the two huge shafts against my upturned face.

      Suddenly, I was being hauled to my feet, feeling myself pressed hard against Jackson’s broad and chiseled chest. His teeth were at my neck and sensitive earlobe, biting, nibbling roughly at me as he tore at the front of my shirt, popping my buttons off. I moaned hotly as I felt Connor move in behind me, reaching around to pull open the front of my shorts before yanking them down and over the soft curve of my tight rear before I could even register what he was doing.

      As my mind spun, I let herself succumb to the erotic feeling of bare skin and muscle surrounding my as I found myself sandwiched between the two gruff and tattooed men, the tightly coiled muscles of their arms and chests rubbing slickly in the heat of the late afternoon against my skin. Both hungrily sucked at my shoulders and neck as their hands slid hotly and roughly over my body, raising me to a fever pitch.

      I felt Connor release my bra from behind my and push it off my shoulders, letting my high, firm breasts spill out against Jackson’s hard and muscled chest. My hard pink nipples grazing electrically across his skin.

      I moaned hotly as I felt two hard, fat cocks press hotly against me, the men growling as they bit and sucked at my skin. Jackson’s hands were at my belly, running his under them to cup them against his chest while his fingers rolling the tender nipples. His cock, eager and pulsing, pressed hotly against my pussy mound, the shaft rubbing deliciously against the soaking, dripping lips of my groin through the thin lacy material of my panties.

      Behind me, Connor’s huge, pulsing shaft ground up against the tight cleft of my rear, pushing the thin material of my thong deep between my cheeks as his fat girth sandwiched itself between them. He grunted and growled his desire as he rocked himself against me, his hands cupping at my round rear. He kneaded and pulled at the cheeks as he sawed his mess up and down the cleft of my rear.

      I rolled my eyes and let myself succumb to the two men, my body their plaything as they mauled and tenderized my skin, eliciting cries and moans from my lips as they worked over my skin. I felt totally used, and yet totally desired in a primal way utterly new to me.

      With a snarl behind me, Connor pulled back on the fabric of my little thong, sliding his cock underneath the thin material and letting his naked cock glide hotly over my rear. The fat, throbbing head brushing teasingly over the tight ring of my rear, and I whimpered. Jackson’s cock head moved down and dipped under the lacy fabric as he pushed forward, sliding the fat head up and under the edge of my panties to slide slickly against my bare, wet lips.

      Groaning, the men both pumped against me, their cocks sawing back and forth and leaving sticky trails of their precum as they dragged the fat heads of their pricks over my naked, exposed flesh.

      My head spun with my dark desires, and for a moment, I hesitated. This had gone way, way further than anything I’d ever imagined or intended. But I realized with a mouth-watering shiver that I was in this all the way. I wanted both these men, and I wanted the life I’d never thought I could have. If that included both of them?

      So be it.

      Let people talk, or think what they wanted. Out here in Parker, I could reinvent who I was. I could be me, without worrying about Joe or the Family, or anything like that. So I’d be the girl for two outlaws? Hey, I couldn’t say I’d ever imagined that scenario, but God did it sound amazing.

      With a sharp grunt, I felt Connor’s finger snap at the thin strings of my thong, ripping the soaking lace away from me and tossing it to the side. Jackson looked me in the eye, his own blue ones radiating fire and heat, and I shrieked as I felt Connor suddenly grab my around the waist from behind. He lifted me back against him as he moved us both towards the couch and tossed me down.

      Naked, tousled, and exposed, legs dangling over the arm-rest, my head lolling off the edge of the sofa, the men were on me again in blind, hungry lust.

      I moaned as I felt Connor’s fingers at my dripping pussy. His finger plunged into my molten core as his lips clamped down on my throbbing clit, making me squeal. Groaning, I leaned my head back, only to find Jackson straddling my upturned head, stroking his cock as he crouched down to push his fat tool between my lips.

      Gripping my heaving breasts, Jackson roughly shoved his cock deep into my mouth, making me moan around it before drawing back out. Spit frothed from my mouth and ran down my lips and cheeks as his fat cock plunged in and out of my throat, choking me, gagging me in a way that had my body surging with forbidden pleasure, and fueling the fire of my naughty desires like I’d never felt before.

      I whimpered as I felt Connor’s tongue against the tight ring of my rear, lapping hotly at me and probing at my quivering hole as his fingers plunged in and out of my soaking groin.

      “Mmmm,” he groaned, his eyes flicking up to meet mine across my torso as Jackson pulled out of my lips. “This rear is gonna be mine,” he growled, grinning wickedly at me. The coarseness, and the roughness of his words and the nakedness of his desire to take me in that way had me whimpering.

      Suddenly, I felt something huge and hot at my pussy lips, and I looked down with wide eyes as Connor pressed his thick cock against my dripping wet pussy.

      “Please,” I whimpered, my eyes meeting his. “Idiot me like you mean it.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Connor

      

    
    
      Grunting, my muscles standing out on my chest and arms as I gripped her thighs, I pushed forward. I groaned as I felt the fat head of my cock slipping between Abby’s pussy and sliding deep inside of her. She moaned in pleasure, her eyes rolling back as the thick girth stretched her insanely tight little slit.

      Idiot yes.

      I’d wanted this from the second I saw her. I’d wanted to feel her squeeze down round me, feel her juices run down my balls and watch her face scrunch up in pleasure. I rocked in hard, loving the way she squealed as I went balls deep inside that perfect, impossibly tight pussy.

      I grabbed her by the hips and started to rock in and out, pumping her full of cock and feeling my heavy balls slap against her rear on every thrust. She was so small compared to my big hands and my thick cock, and I felt this surge of power as I harassed her, like I was dominating her, and taking her completely.

      With a groan, Jackson pulled his throbbing cock from her gasping lips and slapped it hotly and wetly against her cheek, making her whimper. “Goodness that pussy looks good,” he growled, nodding as he watched me pump in and out of her.

      “Perfect, Jacks,” I muttered, clenching my jaw at the feeling of pure heaven sliding over my cock. “Perfect.” He eyed my pussy-slicked cock as it sawed in and out of her groin and I grinned. “Let’s switch, you have to try this.”

      With a grunt, I pulled out, feeling the blood roaring through me. Abby moaned as I moved away, and I chuckled. “Needy girl.”

      “It’s your fault for having such a perfect cock,” she husked, biting her lip and eyeing my slick cock hungrily.

      Jackson grinned as he came around to take my place. “Don’t worry, honey, we’re the same size, and we ain’t through with you by a dang mile.”

      Grabbing her arms, Jackson hauled Abby to her feet as he lay down across the sofa, his cock standing straight up and pulsing. Licking her lips, she moved to straddled him as he lay back, letting her pussy stretch and slide down over his massive tool. I stroked my cock as Jackson grunted and slowly filled her tight pink little pussy, making her whimper and moan.

      Dang she was perfect. It was like this insanely sexy combination of good and bad girl - like a devil and an angel wrapped into one utterly perfect package. On the one side, she was this perfect good girl - the type of girl outlaws like Jackson and I honestly needed in our lives but had never found. And yet, she had this wicked side - the inner hussy to feed the need both of us had for her.

      And dang did I need her.

      I stepped forward and ran my hands into her hair, pulling her mouth down over the head of my toe. I groaned and let my head fall back as she began to work her mouth eagerly up and down my shaft, moaning around me and swirling the head with her tongue. Abby moaned at the taste of herself on me and I looked up to watch her reach down to rub her clit in frantic circles as she bounced up and down on Jackson’s cock.

      The two of us pistoned in and out of her, Jackson holding her hips as he plowed that pussy, and me grabbing her hair in one hand and a nipple in the other as I roughly harassed her mouth. The hot, wet sounds of our trio filled the hot desert air around us - Jacks and I grunting and groaning as they filled her from both ends.

      I growled as I pulled my cock from her mouth, loving the way she leaned forward to try and suck it back between her pouty lips.

      “I think its time I took that payment, babe.” I licked my lips as she looked up at me, and when I saw that wicked look in her eyes, like she already knew what I was going to say, I swear my cock throbbed even harder.

      “Its time for you to give up that tight rear of yours.”

      Abby moaned, the sound so raw and so needy. She took a shaky breath as she looked up at me, nervously and yet hungrily eyeing my cock as I slowly stroked in front of her face.

      “I’ve- I mean I’ve never-”

      I leaned down and kiss her hard, feeling her whimper into my kiss. “Just relax, honey. I swear I’m not gonna hurt you.”

      Jackson moved her off of him and quickly flipped around before pulling her down on his mouth. She cried out as his tongue pushed into that sweet pussy while he stroked his cock right in front of her face. “Why don’t you suck that sweet pussy off of my cock while Connor and I get you ready honey,” he growled, pulling her willingly down to his slick cock.

      Abby’s tongue curled around the sticky head of him,  moaning as she tasted her own sweet cream from his toe. I moved behind her and winked at Jacks before I leaned in. She jumped and squealed as I let my tongue drag across her tight little puckered jerk and Jackson grunted as he leaned back up and started to lick her clit. Abby started to go absolutely nuts as we both licked our tongues around her, Jackson sliding his deep into her pussy and my probing her forbidden rear with mine.

      “Oh goodness! Oh HARASS that’s amazing! Oh fuuuuuuccckk!” With a violent shudder, Abby’s whole body shuddered as we pulled the orgasm right out of her, her pussy leaking sweet juiced down Jackson’s face and her rear spasming around my tongue.

      She collapsed on to Jacks, her face on his thigh as she gasped for air. “That was amazing.”

      “You ain’t seen nothing yet,” I murmured, gently pressing my finger to the creased, tight ring of her jerk.

      Jackson slid out from under her and moved to kneel by her face, bringing her mouth to his cock. Abby started to moan louder and louder around his shaft as my finger at her rear pushed deeper and deeper, until it bottomed out at my knuckle. As I pulled it slowly out, I groaned at the feel of her tight ring gripping the digit, just imagining getting my cock in there.

      I kept fingering her rear as I lined up my cock with her soaking wet pussy and pushed myself inside with a satisfied grunt. Abby groaned as I filled her pussy and slid a second finger alongside the first into her slicked and lubed jerk. My pulse pounded as her body reacted to the feeling of complete and total fullness, the feeling of being totally used by both of us while we filled all three of her holes.

      And just like that, she suddenly moaned like a banshee around Jackson’s cock, her pussy clamping down like a hot, velvety vice on my cock as she came again. I grunted as I felt her juices dripping down my balls, her body bucking against me as the climax ripped through her.

      Jackson chuckled as she came, groaning and moaning around his cock. “Feel good babe?” He growled. “Feel good having two big cocks using your hot little holes?”

      Abby raised her eyes pleadingly to his face and nodded eagerly, wantonly, around his cock. Behind her, I pulled out of that heavenly groin and slide the throbbing head of my mess up as I slipped my fingers from her rear. She whimpered in anticipation as she felt hot, slick head rest against her tight ring. Pushing gently at first, I grunted as I ground harder against her little donkey, guiding the wide head slowly into the sucking ring of her back door.

      “Idiot yes,” I growled like some sort of beast, tossing my head back as I inched forward. Abby brought her mouth up from Jackson’s cock with a gasp and whirled to look up at me as I slowly pressed into her.

      With a small pop, the head suddenly slid past her ring. I groaned, my eyes flashing as they met hers while I slowly pushed forward, feeding my slick cock deeper and deeper into her rear.

      Abby’s breathing came in short, gasping breaths, her body writhing as my cock slowly slid deep inside her. She grunted, moaning in absolute pleasure and pushing back into me as I slowly fed my entire length up her tight little butt.

      And suddenly, I was all the way in, filling her rear completely with my heavy balls laying against her pussy. I groaned deeply, my hands flexing on her hips as I bottomed out.

      “Idiot yeah, girl” I muttered, letting my breath out in thin stream. Goodness her rear was perfect.

      “You okay, baby?” Jackson grunted, leaning down to kiss her hotly as she writhed on my cock.

      “Oh my God yes,” she gasped, panting heavily.

      “Well get ready then honey,” I growled. “Because I’m about to harass this perfect sweet little donkey like it needs to be messed.”

      My cock was almost all the way out, the head barely nestled inside, and Abby whimpered. “Do it!” she moaned, looking back at me again, her voice pleading. “Idiot my tight rear with your big cock, please!”.

      As you wish, baby.

      With a low, throaty rumble, the cords of my chest muscles standing out, I grunted and pushed forward, inching every single fat cock back up her tight rear.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        Jackson

      

    
    
      I rose to my knees and and guided her mouth back onto my cock, grunting at the wet feel of those pouty lips. Slowly, holding her hair, I started to pump my hips, like I was her mouth. I looked over her back at Connor, and he picked up the cue and picked up his pace to match mine. Abby wailed around my toe as he started pumping his shaft in and out of her tight rear in counter-rhythm to my thrusts. Her eyes rolled back in her head as we started to take her from both ends like the, her body back and forth between us as we grunted our pleasure.

      Goodness, no woman had ever looked so beautiful. I knew it was a weird thing to say about a girl with nine inches of mess up her rear and another one in her throat, but dang if it wasn’t true. She was perfection, and I knew then I’d do anything to hang onto this.

      She moaned over and over as we pumped and filled her rear and mouth with our cocks. She reached up and started stroking my shaft, pumping it furiously as she slurped at the head.

      “Idiot do you look hot, honey,” I growled, my eyes meeting hers and seeing the raw desire there. “You look beautiful with his fat mess up your rear while I bother your mouth.”

      She whimpered at my words, sucking me harder and pumping me faster as her eyes rolled back in her head.

      “Idiot man, I gotta get back at that pussy again.”

      Almost regretfully, I slipped out of her mouth and got beneath her, stroking my cock as I let my fingers dip and own and open her up. Connor slowed his thrusting for a second as I inched up, passing the thick head of my cock against her drooling pussy.

      “Oh goodness, oh goodness, oh my God,” she whimpered, her body shivering as I started to push inside. “Oh my God you’re both so big.”

      “Shhhh, easy baby,” I cooed, my hand sliding up to her waist and stroking her skin as Connor started to ease her down on my shaft. Idiot was she tight. I mean she’d been tight before, but with my buddy filling her rear from behind, it was like a blasted vice.

      Slowly though, she sank down, moaning and gasping the whole dang time, until her clit was right against the base of my shaft.

      “So full,” she gasped out, and I grunted as I felt her pussy clamping down on my cock like she was milking it.

      Connor pulled back and then rocked back in, jolting her forward onto my cock before I lift her up and then back down. We worked slowly at first, sawing her back and forth across both of our thick cocks as we pumped her in and out, making her feel pleasure I knew she’d never felt before.

      We moved faster, the three of us starting to move as one as the sun set outside. Our breaths mingled, our sweat ran together, and Connor and I both lost ourselves in the music of her moans.

      Harass this was perfect. In that moment, I knew the word for what I’d been feeling for her since the second I saw her.

      I loved her. And to share that moment right then with her and my my best buddy - my blood brother  - that was perfection.

      We started to harass her harder and harder, all of us racing towards the inevitable as her moans rose to one long, loud cry.

      “I want you to come for us, honey,” Connor rasped into her ear, her face scrunching up in pleasure as she thrust back against both of our cocks. “I want you to come like you’ve never come before, and I want to feel you come right now.”

      “Come for us, Abby,” I grunted, pumping up into her. “Come all over those big cocks.”

      And with a muffled cry, she suddenly just exploded between us. She wailed as her orgasm tore through her body, her pussy clenching down like crazy on my cock as she quaked and moaned and went to absolute pieces between us.

      Connor gave a growling yell from behind, and I felt his cock swell even larger in her rear as he he shoved in balls deep and started to pump his cum deep into her tight little donkey. With a grunt, I rocked in deep and just let go, bellowing out my release and seeing stars as I pumped blast after blast of cum deep inside her tight pussy.

      Holy idiot.

      Abby groaned as her body went slack. Behind her, I felt Connor pull slowly out of her, and I slowly flipped us over so that she was on her back before I gently pulled out as well. She moaned, sucking in gasps of air as her looked up at us with a huge grin on her face.

      “Holy rubbish that was intense.”

      Connor whistled lowly as he slumped down next to her and pulled her half into his lap. I eased down on her other side, bringing her legs into my lap and then leaning in to kiss her deeply. Slowly, she pulled away, grinning at me before turning and kissing Connor just as deeply.

      “That was pretty wild of you, honey,” I chuckled, shaking my head.

      She bit her lip coyly, her eyes sparkling. “So, I guess I’m payed up in full?”

      Con and I both laughed as she joined in with her own musical giggle.

      Connor grinned down at her with a sly smile. “Well, you’ve definitely taken care of the down payment, babe.”

      I slipped my hand up and down her thigh, stroking her supple skin, and Abby looked up into my eyes. “Stay,” I said quietly, swallowing the lump in my chest. I looked over at Connor, who nodded.

      “You should stay, baby,” he said, stroking her arms.

      Abby turned to look at him before darting her eyes to mine. “For-  for how long?”

      “For forever,” I said without hesitation. “Stay forever, because honey?” I glanced at Connor before I looked her right in the eye. “I love you. I love you more than anything I’ve ever felt before.”

      Her eyes went wide as the flush crept into her cheeks.

      “I love you too, Abby - we both do, unconditionally,” Connor murmured, stroking her face with his hands and leaning in to kiss the top of her head. “You don’t have to say a blasted thing back, but just say you’ll stay.”

      Abby closed her eyes and took a deep breath for single second before she slowly opened them back up. “Okay.”

      My jaw dropped. “Okay like you’ll stay?”

      She bit her lip. “Okay like I’ll definitely stay, as long as you let me say one more thing.”

      “Anything,” Connor growled.

      “I love you too - both of you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Abby

      

    
    
      With River and Jacob, we all had a pretty good idea whose father was whose. River had Jackson’s shocking blue eyes and blonde hair, while Jacob turned out to pretty plainly have his father’s darker hair and complexion. But when Matthew was born, it got a little tougher.

      I loved that.

      I loved all three of our kids, of course, but it was Matthew - our third - that you really saw the ambiguousness of all three of us, which was perfect. Sure, there were paternity tests, but honestly, it never mattered to any of us after that first night under the desert moon. After that, we were one unit - one family, however different, and however unlike the norm.

      So our children were just that - our children, and they were fortunate enough to have two amazing fathers each.

      As you may have guessed, I stayed in Parker, and we’ve been here ever since. Anywhere else, and the three of us living who we were out in the open may have caused a lot of problems, but people in Parker were a different sort. Here, people just wanted to be who they were. Plus, despite their outlaw ways, it turned out Connor and Jackson had a bit of a reputation as “Robin Hood” type figures around these parts. Sure, they’d lived outside the law their whole lives, but they never forgot where they came from, or the town that helped them both when they’d found themselves without families too young.

      Joe went to prison, and once they found out how high in the food chain he was, they hit him with everything they had. He’s up for parole in about fifty years.

      If Con and Jacks had has their way, we’d have stayed in that house out in middle of nowhere just fine, but I’d like to think I brought a little civility to the relationship. We weren’t going to move right downtown or anything, but we did find a place not quite so isolated. It even had a three-bay garage, and soon enough, Outlaw Engines became the place in the entire southwest to get a bike tuned up, if you were in the know.

      Yeah, my two men turned in their criminal tendencies for a little stability. I never asked them to do that, of course, but I know all three of us had the same idea about where we wanted to be in life.

      Besides, behind closed doors, I can assure you that they are both still very very bad.

      In the best way you can imagine.

      We might not be the model family, or the cookie-cutter mold of what everyone says we should be, but it works. And honestly? Normalcy is for suckers, and I can’t imagine a more perfect happy ending than the one I’ve got with my two outlaws.

      

      
        The End
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          Breaking Her Innocence

        

      

    
    
      She’s sweet, forbidden, never-been-touched temptation. Now it’s our job to break her.

      

      Johanna

      I thought it was just a job - I’d go work on a stranger’s ranch to save my aunt and uncle’s farm.

      Except that was a lie, and now I’m a prisoner, being groomed to be sold to whoever can pay.

      It all seems lost, until I meet the two men charged with guarding me.

      Dominant, gorgeous, and rough - the two rugged cowboys look at me in a way that sends dirty, filthy, forbidden thoughts through my head and heat through places in my body it shouldn’t.

      Something about them makes me want to let them take me any way they please, until I’m begging for more.

      But I’m their captive, and this is all wrong. I definitely shouldn’t feel this way, and I definitely shouldn’t moan when they put their rough hands all over me.

      A good girl like me shouldn’t want them to claim my innocence.

      Both of them…

      

      Roman/Colt

      She doesn’t belong in a place like this. She’s too sweet, and too good.

      Too innocent.

      But something about that untouched purity brings out the beast in us, and makes us want to claim her as our own.

      It’s our job to guard her. It’s our job to teach her, and train her - make her the perfect plaything for some rich pr*ck when he comes to buy her.

      But now that we’ve laid eyes on her, there’s no way we’re giving her up.

      Now we’re obsessed, and if we want to save her, we have to break her.

      She’s never been touched, but we’re about to put our filthy hands all over her…

      

      Breaking Her Innocence is a quick and filthy book involving two utterly obsessed alpha heroes, one sassy heroine, and enough insta-love, steam, and sugary-sweetness to make your Kindles melt. This mfm romance is all about her – no m/m. If you love over-the-top, slightly unrealistic, and wildly dirty stories, this one’s for you! HEA with NO CHEATING!
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          Chapter 1

        

        Johanna

      

    
    
      I awoke to the smell of straw and hay. Suddenly, it was all coming back to me, though it’d been near dark when I’d been brought in the night before. I remembered the men coming to collect me at my parent’s farm, my aunt and uncle keeping stoic, forced faces as to not worry my little cousins. I’d known it was coming, and I’d been sitting on the porch steps with my bag ready to go when the pickup truck had rolled up our dusty drive. Sure, I was scared, and I didn’t even really get what was going on even as we drove off — the two dusty cowboys riding in the truck cab, with me sandwiched between two bales of hay in the back of the truck. But, I knew it was something I had to do. I just wished I’d known what it was I was going off to do exactly.

      The crops had been doing pretty poorly for a few years, but I guess Uncle Jim just hadn’t let on how bad things had gotten until the bank man came out to give him his final warning in person. That’s when my aunt Mary had cried, and I’d hid my little cousins out in the barn and distracted them with hair braiding while my aunt and uncle had the big blowout. That was a rough night. I may have only been nineteen, but I was old enough to know that whatever was up was bad, and that we might have to move.

      The man from the farm came the next day, right after breakfast.

      I’d been up since first light, doing chores, milking our cow, and tending to the chickens, and I remember peering up and squinting as he drove up the dusty drive. He’d pulled up out front of the house, around the side from where I was working near the barn, and I scampered to the corner of the house to peer around at the stranger who’d come calling so early.

      I’d had a bad feeling instantly, feeling my stomach sour and my skin crawl a little just as soon as I’d seen him get out of his truck. He was tall, and broad-shouldered in a way that should have completed that whole dashing cowboy look, especially with the jeans, the boots, and the big ten-gallon hat. But it was that sneer on his face — the way he’d spat in the dirt of the driveway when he’d stepped out. It was the way he’d turned instantly and looked right at me, as if he’d known I was there all along. I shivered — not in a good way — at that mean, smug look on his face.

      There were two other men with him, but they stayed in the truck cab, faces obscured by cowboy hats.

      I’d not been allowed inside when he and Uncle Jim talked, but as I’d tried to listen from outside the kitchen window, I’d certainly heard my name enough times, along with things like “only temporary,” “only option,” and “owe more than just the bank.” Still, it wasn’t enough to let me know what was up.

      Eventually, the kitchen porch door opened, and he stepped out, followed by my uncle, looking ashen-faced.

      “So, this must be Johanna!” He’d smiled that dark, cold smile at me, making me shiver again as his eyes wandered over me pretty freely.

      “I’ve heard a lot about you Johanna, and I gotta say, you’re every bit of what I’ve been told.” He winked at me, and I felt my stomach knot.

      “Jo, this is Mr. Pike, and he has an offer for yo— well, for us. For the family.” Uncle Jim was anxiously looking everywhere but my face as he stammered. “He’s got this fa—”

      “I run a farm of sorts, little miss,” the cowboy said, cutting off my uncle. “And you can call me Jeb.”

      “A farm?”

      He seemed more a cowboy, less an actual working farmer.

      “It’s — well it’s a might different that some of the other farms y’all might be familiar with. But honey?” He turned that chilling smile back to me. “Oh, I think it’s going to be a perfect fit for you.”

      I frowned, looking at my uncle for answers.

      “He wants you to work for him, Jo, and he’s gonna pay us all well for it.”

      My eyes went wide.

      Uncle Jim was my dad’s half-brother, and I’d been with him and his wife Mary for the last five years, after my parents had died in the car crash. There wasn’t a whole lot of family on either side, and as it turns out, Jim and Mary — as distant and as relatively strangers as they were to me — were the closest thing I’d had to family. They’d taken me in and given me a place to live and grow up after the crash, and in exchange, I worked on their farm and helped take care of my three much younger cousins. It wasn’t the warmest of Hallmark family situations, but it worked, and it’d certainly been better than heaven knows what I would have done without them. Plus, it kept me in the country, where I’d always been.

      I looked at my uncle, my face falling. “You mean, leave here?”

      “Tell you what, little lady,” Jeb said in his overly-friendly, yet cold-sounding voice. “What if you were to just come out and try it out? You come on out, be my guest of honor for a few days, and see if it’s for you. If it ain’t, I’ll bring right on back home.” He winked at me, and his eyes momentarily flitted from my face down to the open top button of my plaid shirt.

      I shivered, and he winked again.

      “I promise.”

      I bit my lip, my eyes darting to my uncle, who was carefully looking away.

      “But, I’ve got a pretty good notion that you’re gonna love it there. You’re a perfect fit for the place.”

      I shifted again under his roaming eyes. Yes, part of it was that I wasn’t used to men looking at me, since I pretty much spent all time way out here on my aunt and uncle’s small farm. But it was also the icy intensity of his gaze — the way it felt like he was sizing me up, like Uncle Jim did when he went to market to buy a new calf or something.

      “It’ll let us keep the farm, Jo,” Uncle Jim finally said, his voice stoic. “I mean, Mary and I have done a lot to take you in and all.”

      This was the line he and my aunt both used when they wanted me to do something. Like I owed them something, despite being family. I mean, I got that they had helped me out, and that they hadn’t been expecting a fourth kid to look after, but it always felt like they were trying to leverage me or something.

      “You really want Karen, Amy, and Susie to have to move away from their home?”

      I looked down, feeling my gut twist at the thought of my three little cousins leaving the only place they knew as home.

      “Okay,” The word tumbled from my lips before I could even think, and I saw my uncle swallow heavily and exhale slowly.

      “Atta girl, little lady.” Jeb grinned broadly at me before turning and clapping my uncle strongly on the shoulder. “Mr. Carson, pleasure doing business with you.”

      I frowned. Business?

      “We’ll be by in a few days to collect her.”

      I started to open my mouth to ask what exactly I was going to be doing for this man, but just then, the truck pulled around to the side of the farmhouse. The engine idled, the doors opened, and suddenly, the two men who I hadn’t really got a look at before stepped out.

      Whoa.

      You could chalk it up to me being only nineteen. You could say it was because I basically spent all my time out here at my aunt and uncle’s farm, or that with being out here and with all the chores I had, I’d barely spoken to boys, let alone done anything else with them. But whatever you want to blame it on, I know one thing: when those two stepped out of that truck, I felt something like fire course through my whole body.

      Every inch of it.

      It was the two sets of piercing blue eyes, the two perfect sets of lips set into chiseled, square jaws covered in just enough to stubble to spark something aching inside of me. It was the way I could see arm muscles and broad shoulders and chests ripple and strain beneath plaid work shirts tucked into tight denim jeans.

      It was the way both of them just stared at me with this intense, hungry look.

      Jeb had looked at me too, but where his eyes had made my skin crawl, these two made my body come alive. I swallowed quickly, sucking my bottom lip between my teeth and feeling my pulse skip a beat.

      The two of them just stared, eyes flashing and handsome, chiseled jaws tightening.

      “See you in a few days, little miss.”

      I pulled my eyes away from them at the sound of Jeb’s voice. The two gorgeous cowboys seemed to also pull away, both of them suddenly kicking their boots against the side of the truck, nodding at my uncle, and getting back into the cab.

      Jeb started to turn to walk back to the truck when I cleared my throat.

      “Uh, mister? What, uh, what sort of farm is this?”

      His smile went wide, his eyes piercing into me like a shark spotting prey before they dipped back down to the open button of my shirt.

      “It’s a perfect place for a girl like you. That’s what kind of farm it is.”

      And with a final wink, he tipped his hat at me and walked back to his truck, leaving me drowning in questions.
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      I cleared the dishes after dinner that night, scraping them into the trash while I waited for the hot water in the old sink to heat up. My aunt and uncle had been quiet during supper, but I could hear them now in the other room, speaking in hushed but fierce voices. My aunt Mary kept saying it “wasn’t right,” and that this “shouldn’t be on her.” But my uncle was insistent, and I definitely heard the word “money” enough to know what was at stake here.

      Besides, what was the harm in going? After all, I’d spent my whole life on a farm — my parents’ one before, and now my aunt and uncle’s place. I’d certainly milked my fair share of cows, and mucked out enough barns, and fed enough chickens to know what I was doing. So, I’d stay a few days at Mr. Pike’s farm and see what it was all about. And yes, this arrangement might’ve been made behind my back and without asking me, but then, I did owe Jim and Mary a lot, and if working for this other man would help them keep their farm, who was I to complain?

      Another deeper, darker part of me shivered in giggly excitement, thinking about the two other men from earlier in the day. The two rough-looking and yet totally gorgeous cowboys. I wondered if they worked on the farm too, and felt my face grow hot at the thought as I finished drying the last plate.

      I went to bed that night feeling almost like I was buzzing, I was so anxious. I was excited for whatever newness this was, even if I was also more than a little nervous. I’d spent my whole nineteen years pretty isolated — first on my parents’ remote farm, and then the equally isolated farm that my aunt and uncle ran. Schooling had been at the tiny one-room school at the community center in the next town over. College had never actually been on the table, mostly for money reasons, but also because Mary and Jim needed me to work.

      So really, this was me stepping out for the first time ever, and that idea both terrified and excited me like nothing else.

      As I fidgeted, I slowly began to realize that my nervous excitement was quickly turning into something much more. And I knew why.

      The two ruggedly handsome cowboys I’d seen earlier that day.

      I couldn’t stop thinking about them, and the more I did, the more my inexperienced body started to react in…squirmy ways. I could feel the tingly achy feeling that I sometimes got down there, and I blushed scarlet as if felt my thighs squeeze tight. The need was getting bigger and bigger, like an itch that was begging for a scratch, and I could feel a dull throb there between my legs. I glanced over my shoulder at the three other beds in the small bedroom that I shared with my younger cousins. Their eyes were closed and I could see the rhythmic rising and falling of their shoulders as they slept. But no, not here.

      Feeling a rush of adrenaline, and feeling so naughty and so alive, I jumped out of bed in my nightgown and padded slowly to the door. Quickly, quietly, I made my way down the creaky farmhouse stairs and through the kitchen, to the far door that led into the barn.

      I kept the lights off, guided only by the milky glow from the moon through the side windows as I stepped gently in my bare feet over the floor and around equipment to the far corner of the barn. It was darker over there, and hidden from view around an old stall door. I felt my pulse thump in my chest as I approached, giddy excitement and gnawing arousal at why I was here pulling at my young body. Quickly glancing back towards the door to the house, I pulled off my nightgown, draping it over the stall door.

      I looked down at myself and sighed as I let my hands drift over my body. I shivered as I brought my hands up my torso, up higher to cup the soft, creamy skin of my breasts. My fingers ran lightly up the curve, until I gasped as they rolled over my pink nipples.

      Mr. Pike’s wandering eyes had felt icky, and uncomfortable. But the way his two helpers had looked at me — well, that was something else.

      That was something entirely new to me, and I had to say, I liked it.

      A lot.

      I’d never gotten looks like that. Sure, I’d gotten the odd lingering leer from boys at school, but the farm boys from the one-room schoolhouse had never remotely interested me. I’d even gone on a date, once, with Bobby Mitchell, who’s pa knew my Uncle Jim. Bobby had taken me to a drive-in a few towns over, which was fun and all, until his hands started to reach for more than popcorn. He’d gotten under my shirt and over my bra before I’d asked him quietly to stop and drive me home.

      That was literally the entirety of my experience when it came to sex.

      I sighed as I brought my hands up over the soft curves of my breasts, letting my fingers tease over the nipples rapidly hardening at their peaks. I could feel the heat and the slippery wet feeling between my legs, and I grinned shyly as I let one hand drop down there. My fingers pushed through the soft, downy patch of light hair covering me there. I pushed my finger lower, and moaned as it moved over my clit, bringing a little shiver to my body.

      I stopped myself from going further just yet, as hard as it was. Instead, I moved to the darkest corner of the little space and pulled the oilcloth cover from the piece of machinery there, and my breath caught a little bit with excitement.

      The machine was a milk agitator, which Uncle Jim used to use back when we were making cheese to sell. But in the slow decline, we’d left off that part of the business, and the machine had sat around in the barn since we’d no more use for it.

      Oh, but I’d found a use for it.

      Feeling the throb in my pussy, I grabbed the thin blanket from the back of the stall door and draped it over the flat, low top of the machine. Feeling my heart pounding, I turned and hopped up, scooting my bare butt back so that I was sitting astride the machine with my legs dangling. I felt my pulse jump and I reached back and found the on button, and with a giddy gasp, I pushed it.

      I moaned instantly, louder than I’d meant to as the machine rumbled to life between by thighs. Oh goodness, did that feel good. I’d discovered this by accident, when I’d bumped into the machine while trying to clean up back here, but I’d certainly learned quickly how perfect it was.

      My brow furrowed as I brought my hand back up to my breasts, squeezing them and pulling at my nipples as the machine hummed and rumbled between my legs. The pulsing, vibrating waves went crashing through my body, and especially through my pussy, and I gasped and moaned as I ground my pelvis down onto the machine top. I brought two fingers back down to my slit and let them press against my little button, rubbing it in slow circles as the machine hummed beneath me. I threw my head back as I bucked against the vibrations, rubbing my clit and pulling and pinching my nipples as I gasped into the dark stillness of the barn.

      My mind wandered to the handsome, built, rough and sexy cowboys from earlier and I groaned. I pictured it was one of them — maybe the slightly taller of the two with the darker hair vibrating and bucking between my legs, or maybe the one with the sandier hair and the broader shoulders, holding me tight as the vibrations crashed through my body.

      I sometimes came out here when I need to play with myself like this, but there was just something about tonight that seemed more — like I just needed it more desperately than I’d ever needed that release before. I felt like I could feel everything more tonight as the memory of those two sets of piercing blue eyes and rugged faces crept through my thoughts.

      The rumbling vibrations were radiating through me like caresses — like hands rubbing and massaging every inch of my body and making me feel so good! I thought of one of the cowboys, and then the other, and then back to the first, repeating this again and again and loving how dirty it felt.

      But then, I stopped switching. In my head, suddenly it wasn’t one man or the other, it was both rough and gorgeous country men taking me at the same time.

      The thought was so utterly filthy and so dirty, but it sent what felt like lightening sizzling through my body. I bit my lip and rocked my hips forward, and as my little button pressed down against the soft blanket over the top of the rumbling machine, I went off like a shot. I threw my head back and arched my back as I bucked and moaned against the top of the machine, thinking only of the two men taking me together and rubbing my clit against it as my climax hit me like a ton of bricks.

      Fumbling around behind me for the button, I shut it off with a rumble and a sigh from my lips as I collapsed panting and gasping onto the machine.

      Eventually, I got up and straightened everything out and slipped my nightgown back over myself. I shivered as the cloth made contact with my still tingly, erect little nipples and made me moan. Just the simple feeling of my clothes touching my breasts made me want to jump back on the machine.

      I was exhausted though, so with a last hungry look at the milk agitator, I slipped back to the house and back to my bed.

      My dreams were just as dirty.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Roman

      

    
    
      “Think fast.”

      I glanced up, and my hand jerked up on instinct to catch the beer Colt chucked my way.

      “Thanks for shaking it up, toe.”

      My buddy grinned at me as he cracked the top of his own can. His boots thumped across the floor of the bunk-house porch as he strode over and plopped into the chair next to me.

      “Cheers, hombre.”

      I was quiet as I tapped my beer to his and then opened it, frowning at the hiss and froth of foam that dribbled over my hand.

      “Idiot.”

      Colt chuckled and sipped his beer, and I did the same to mine, easing back in the chair and kicking my boots up on the railing. The rolling Montana hills stretched out in front of us, the stars glinting up above, and the cool night air breezing over us.

      Incredible, couldn’t complain about the view, that’s for sure.

      “Weird day, huh?”

      I nodded.

      “She doesn’t know what the heck is about to happen to her, does she?”

      I shook my head. “Sure didn’t look like it.”

      Colt swore. “Harass this trash, man. This ain’t what we signed up for.”

      “Funny, I don’t remember signing up for trash.”

      Because we hadn’t. Our “employment” by Jedidiah Pike was less “employment” and more “indentured servitude.” We worked because we’d been in a hole with the wrong people. And since those people had business ties with Jeb and his operations, a deal was struck. We worked for him in exchange for our debt getting paid off.

      Slowly.

      We knew what the “operations” were when we’d walked into this, of course, but it’d been a little different when we’d started. Jeb’s business was girls — specifically, training girls to be the perfect playthings for the rich and powerful. Now, that’s a sordid business no matter how you shake it, but when we’d first come on as help, the girls came willingly. These were failed actresses, models, and all manner of pretty young women who needed cash and were willing to be matched with men of a certain means who were looking for a companion. It wasn’t hooking — I mean, not really. Jeb paid the girls, the men paid Jeb, and if a client and a girl hit it off, that was that. They’d leave Jeb’s ranch here in Montana to go off and live the life of luxury as arm candy to the elite at European casinos, and lavish Caribbean resorts, and wherever the heck else rich guys brought hot girls they paid to harass them.

      Then things changed.

      The clientele got shadier, and more interested in certain darker tastes. To some of these guys, it wasn’t enough to have some girl under their employ to spread their legs on their yachts, they needed more of a challenge — more of a power status. I guess maybe the thinking was that any rich guy could buy a pretty girl, but it took a man of power to make one his.

      Harass that.

      That wasn’t power, not to me. That was cowardice and weakness, and it’d rubbed Colt and I raw when we’d found out the new direction Jeb was taking things. We’d wanted to walk away right then and there, but a debt was a debt, and ours wasn’t the kind you walked away from.

      At least, not if you wanted to keep your head attached to your neck.

      The girl that day, out at that farm, was exactly the sort of trash I hated.

      She wasn’t coming to Jeb knowingly, and willingly accepting what this was going to be. She was a bargaining chip. I wasn’t sure if her uncle knew what the heck was in store for her, but I knew enough about how Jeb operated to know the guy couldn’t have been totally clueless. At the end of the day, the man was selling his niece to Jeb and a life of sexual servitude so he could keep his piddly little farm.

      That’s some cold trash right there.

      I knew something was up the second we pulled up that long dusty drive to that farm. And I definitely knew it the second she walked around the corner of the barn.

      Idiot.

      She was too innocent. Too young, too pure, to unsullied to be the kind of girl who went looking for high-paying sugar daddies. Nope, this was the other side of things — the shadier, darker, messed up side. Jeb hadn’t told Colt or I the details when we’d ridden with him that day, but I know we both knew what was up the second we saw her.

      She was about to be sold, and she had no idea what was coming her way. She had no idea the ways Jeb would try and break her, and use her, and twist her into this perfect little idiot-toy for some fat old guy with more money than charm.

      “Whoa, easy.”

      I blinked away the red mist clouding my eyes as I turned to see Colt looking at me sharply. He nodded at the half-crushed beer can in my head, and I blinked.

      “Sorry.”

      I unclenched, beer froth dripping down my wrist.

      “It’s her, isn’t it?”

      I looked down.

      Her, as in the girl on the farm that day. The fresh-faced, totally innocent, totally knockout girl standing there in her jeans and plaid shirt. I mean she was dressed for mucking out a barn and she still looked stunning. Chestnut hair, full, pouty lips, legs for days and those crystal blue eyes. She looked scared, and sheltered, and like the kind of girl who had no clue the effect she had on men around her.

      Heck, she made a man want to lay claim is what she did. She made a man — this man, for sure — want to take that innocence and make it his own. I turned to look at my friend, seeing the same shadowed, faraway musing look in his own eyes, and I knew dang well he was thinking the same thing.

      “Idiot, she’s a pretty one,” Colt murmured, sipping his beer.

      “Perfect.”

      “This ain’t no place for a girl like her.” Colt’s jaw tensed, his eyes narrowing on the horizon. “Idiot, man, I can’t be a part of this—”

      “We have to be a part of this,” I hissed, my hand clenching the can again. “You know dang well I want no part of this either, but you know the terms.”

      Colt spat off the porch. “Terms my rear. You mean how Jeb owns us?”

      I glared at him. I hated when he put it like that, no matter how much truth there was to it.

      “Sorry,” he muttered.

      I shook my head. “You ain’t wrong.”

      “So what’s the plan? What’s the move here?”

      I sighed and tilted my beer back, taking a large swallow. “She’s not escaping this. I mean, she’ll be here soon, and when she gets here, that idiot is going to break her. He’s going to tear that angel down until she’s some groveling little sex-toy.”

      Colt stood abruptly, hissing before suddenly whirling and slamming his fist into the wooden side of the bunkhouse. He swore immediately, roaring and shaking his hand out as the rage billowed across his face.

      I grinned wryly at him. “Feel better?”

      “Not really.” He grabbed a fresh beer from the cooler and winced as he laid it against his knuckles.

      “None of that we’re going to be able to stop, but we can make it better for her.”

      Colt glanced up at me.

      “If Jeb and his guys get ahold of her, they’re going to destroy her. A girl like that? Incredible, if she’s even had one roll in the hay with whatever pimple-faced farm boys she’s got in that podunk town, I’ll be shocked. Letting Jeb and his boys at her would be like throwing meat to the wolves.”

      Colt met my eyes, and slowly, he nodded.

      “Us.”

      I nodded back. “We can’t let it be Jeb. No way.”

      “You’re saying we have to be the ones to break her in. We gotta be her handlers when she gets here.”

      “It’s us or him and his guys.”

      “No way.”

      “Then you know what we’ve gotta do.”

      Colt nodded as he exhaled heavily and sank back into his chair. He reached into the cooler and grabbed a beer, passing it my way before cracking the one he’d had on his bruised hand.

      “When that angel comes to this ranch,” I said slowly, in a measured tone. “She’s going to be ours. If we want to save her?”

      I glanced over and met my best friend’s eyes.

      “If we want to save her, we’ve gotta break her.”
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      “Of course you let them drive away.”

      Peggy signed, shaking her head at me.

      “Two cute guys lookin’ at you, and you don’t do a dang thing about it. Typical Jo.”

      I chewed on my lip, looking down from the hay loft at the barn floor beneath our swinging feet. The Nathansons were the closest thing my aunt and uncle had to neighbors, and out of pure geography and the fact that we were about the same age, their daughter Peggy and I hung out from time to time. I was smart enough to know that Peggy wasn’t a friend, but there wasn’t a whole of people lining up for that role being so isolated out on the farm, and sometimes, having someone to talk to that wasn’t my uncle, my aunt, or my cousins was a nice break.

      Jim and Mary didn’t really like me hanging around with Peggy, for good reason. Peggy was what you’d call a “bad influence” — she wore a bit less than she ought to have, she’d gotten one of those lower back tattoos that she loved showing off, and she smoked cigarettes. In fact, that’s why we were in her barn, so she could smoke without her Ma yelling at her. The latest scandal involving Peggy Nathanson had been a few months before, right after graduation, when her Pa had caught eighteen-year-old Peggy in this very barn with one of the new ranch hands they’d hired for the summer.

      I’d been too scandalized to listen to the details when she’d gleefully told me, but I knew it hadn’t involved a whole lot of clothes.

      Her folks had thrown a fit, rightfully, and that was the end of Peggy going off to the local state college. Hey, on the bright side, at least I had someone my own age around to talk to, even if she was a horrible influence.

      “Well what was I going to do, go up and kiss two good looking guys just because they looked at me nicely?”

      Peggy snorted. “Who said anything about kissing? If they were as cute as you’re sayin’, I’d have just dropped to my knees and—”

      “Okay, okay.” I wrinkled my nose and quickly shook my head.

      Peggy laughed. “You know, I was almost looking forward to you maybe finding a way to go to college so you could let loose a little.”

      “I don’t need to let loose.”

      “Um, please, yes you do. You need to get out there, wear something sexy for once instead of overalls—”

      “Overalls work perfectly well for work.”

      “Farm work, not the kinda work where you go out to a bar, bat your eyes at some hot cowboy, and then ride him like a bull in the back of his truck in the parking lot.”

      I blushed bright red and looked down. “I’m not— I mean, I’m not like—”

      “Like me?” Peggy snorted. “Your loss.”

      She handed me a cigarette, but I quickly shook my head.

      “I mean God dang, Jo, how are you nineteen and a virgin? Heck, how do you even live?”

      I scowled. “I live just fine, thank you very much. I just think there are more important things for me to concentrate on.”

      “You’re wrong, there aren’t. What are you, waiting for Mr. Right or somethin’? Jo, I’m telling you, you need to get trash like that out of your head. Go find Mr. Right Now, walk up, grab that big cowboy cock right through his jeans and tell him you want him to harass the virgin right out of you.”

      “Peggy!” I gasped, feeling my face burn as she just laughed, choking on her cigarette smoke.

      I was immediately regretting telling her about the two handsome cowboys from the day before. And she was wrong, anyways. It’s not like I’d been waiting around for some movie Prince to ride up to the farm and sweep me away. I mean hell, I had had urges and all that, it’s just that there’d never been an opportunity. None of the boys in school had ever even remotely interested me, and it’s not like Jim and Mary had the money to hire ranch hands like Peggy’s folks — as if I would ever have done what she had. If the Nathanson’s only kid had been a boy instead of Peggy, well, yeah — I’d have probably seen what all the fuss was about a long time ago.

      The fact was, I’d just never been given the option or the opportunity.

      “I think I should go.”

      “Aww, c’mon, Jo. Don’t be a prude about it.”

      “I’m not,” I said primly. “I just have chores that need doing and things to do before I leave.”

      “Fine, whatever.” Peggy shrugged. “But hey, when you go to this new job at that guy’s ranch with the two hotties you saw yesterday?”

      I paused on the ladder, glancing back at her.

      “Do yourself a favor. Find one of ‘em, stop being such a prude, and take him for a ride. You can thank me later.”

      I huffed and rolled my eyes, my face getting red all over again as I stomped the rest of the way down the ladder.
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      “Time to get up, little missy.”

      I squinted, rolling over on the small cot I was lying on and opening my eyes.

      I froze.

      Grinning down at me was Mr. Pike.

      I sat up, quickly waking up as the events of the night before came trickling into my head. The two men who’d come to collect me at my aunt and uncle’s farm were not the two handsome cowboys from the first visit. These two had been swarthy and scowling — scary-looking, and not in a sexy way, in a legitimately mean way. They’d had me ride in the back of their pickup truck, along with the one suitcase I’d packed, for the entire drive out to Mr. Pike’s ranch. At one point, one of them had given me something for “car sickness,” even when I’d told him I was fine.

      “It gets bumpy later,” he’d said, pushing the pill into my hand. “Take it.”

      It hadn’t seemed much like a request at that point, so I had.

      I didn’t remember now if it had been bumpy, I just remembered how dang sleepy I’d gotten — probably the anxiety of the new job finally catching up with me. But in any case, when we’d arrived, I’d been so tired after the long drive that the two men had basically carried me into this place.

      The room had a small cot and a window that looked out at the hills, but it was bare besides that. Just a few bits of straw on the ground, as if this had been used more as a barn than a guest room.

      For some reason, I felt like I remembered the sound of a lock being clicked after they’d laid me on this small bed, but I knew that had to be something from a dream.

      “Time to get up,” Mr. Pike said with that same cold, uncomfortable smile from before. “Your first day is important here.”

      I blinked, suddenly remembering the whole point of me being here.

      “My goodness, I’m so sorry! Of course!”

      Goodness, my first day and I was sleeping in.

      I started to throw back the blankets and stand when I gasped and let out a small shriek.

      “My clothes!”

      I gasped as I yanked the blankets tight to my chin, my whole body going rigid and my cheeks burning. I was completely naked underneath it.

      Mr. Pike chuckled.

      “Yup, must have forgot to mention that. You were pretty zonked out last night, so I had some of the staff strip you down.”

      My jaw dropped, but Mr. Pike just smiled at me, as if it wasn’t insane that he’d had someone take my dang clothes off while I was sleeping!

      “Besides, we’ve got a — well,” he chuckled. “A uniform for you while you’re here.”

      I nodded and shivered, feeling so exposed with only a blanket between me and this frightening man.

      Mr. Pike seemed to grin at my uncomfortableness though, and suddenly tossed a small parcel.

      “I want you to put that on and follow me. We need to get you checked out before you begin.”

      I frowned. “Checked out?”

      “Examined. Now put it on.”

      I paused, still feeling strange about having woken up naked in what was clearly an old hay stall. “I— I’m not sure about this.”

      “Now you listen to me, missy!” Mr. Pike’s voice suddenly went darker. “I offered your family a fair price for your services. Now you can get on home right now if you want, but it’ll mean giving that money back, understand? And I’m pretty sure your uncle was clear about that meaning you all lose your farm. You want that on you? Your family, all those little cousins of yours, without a home ‘cause you didn’t want to do a little work?”

      I blushed crimson as he chastised me. “N-no, sir. I’ll work. Of course. I’m great with cows and livestock, I can operate most field machinery, and—”

      Mr. Pike started laughing, as if at a joke I wasn’t quite getting.

      “Well that’s just swell, but that ain’t why you’re here.”

      I swallowed. “It’s not?”

      Mr. Pike only smiled. “Put that on.” He nodded again at the parcel.

      Slowly, I nodded. I started to open the small box, pulling the little ribbon away and taking the top off, when suddenly my whole face went hot and I felt a chill shiver down my back as I froze.

      “Something the matter?” he said, his voice dripping in sarcasm.

      A lump formed in my throat as I looked down at the black, lacy contents of the box.

      This had to be a mistake. Or a joke they played on new hires, or… or… something.

      My scary new boss hadn’t really just given me a box of sexy lingerie, right?

      “I— um—”

      “Is there a problem here, Johanna?”

      I glanced up, chewing at my lip. “I’m sorry, you want me to—”

      “To put that the mess on, and follow me. Yes.”

      “I can’t,” I shook my head quickly. “Mr. Pike, I—”

      I gasped as he suddenly strode over to me, and I shrieked as he yanked the blanket from my hands, grabbed me by the arm, and yanked me up so I that I was standing naked in front of him.

      His lips curled into a mean, wicked smile, his meaty hand holding me firmly as I tried to pull away. His cold eyes leered down at me, roaming my naked body in a way that made me shiver before he narrowed them on my face.

      “Let’s get one thing very straight, right now.” His eyes blazed. “I own you now, okay? You’re not here to milk cows, or pile hay, or whatever hillbilly farm trash you mistakenly thought you were going to be doing here. I’m not after ranch hands, I’m after girls.”

      A coldness started to creep through me.

      “You ain’t here for a visit, you’re here until I sell you.”

      I froze, my jaw dropping.

      “What?”

      “I’m going to sell you,” he hissed with a chilling smile. “But first, I’m gonna train you, so put on the frigging uniform, and follow me, or I will get mean. Do we understand each other?”

      My head felt stuffy, like it was filled with cotton, and the room felt like it was spinning. Words like “sold” and “train you” flashed through my head as I blinked and tried to process what he’d just said.

      “I said—”

      I gasped as his hand gripped my arm tightly.

      “Do we understand each other?”

      I nodded.

      I didn’t know what else to do, I just nodded.

      “Good. Now put them on, and let’s go.”
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      “Now stand right there.”

      It wasn’t just my face that was burning hot anymore, it was my whole body — a chilling flush that crept through all of me.

      I stood in the center of a cold, dimly lit room, my hands clasped and twisting in front of me as I looked at the floor. I could feel eyes on me, but I couldn’t bring myself to look up. When we’d walked — or rather, when Mr. Pike had pulled me in — there’d been two other mean-looking men in the room, with the shadowy shapes of two others in the far corner.

      And I could feel all of them looking at me.

      The lingerie was black, and lacy, and completely see through. It felt expensive — definitely more expensive than anything else that I’d ever worn. The black, low-dipping bra cupped my breasts, but I knew my pink nipples were completely visible through it. And the panties — my Goodness. They were definitely like nothing I’d ever worn. I mean, I wore underwear — plain, white, occasionally grey, utilitarian underwear.

      That is not what I was wearing in that room.

      A thong. I knew what it was called because of Peggy, of course, but I’d never ever worn one. Peggy had showed me some of hers before, but I couldn’t imagine wearing something that didn’t even cover your butt like that. And yet, here I was, wearing one.

      …In a room full of strange men.

      “So what do we think?” Mr. Pike chuckled. “Looks like I picked up a pretty sweet deal on this one, huh fellas?”

      The two other mean-looking men laughed, sending a chill through my body.

      “Incredible, I’ll say, boss,” one muttered in a gravelly voice. I could feel the voice move towards me, and I flinched.

      He laughed.

      “Squirrelly little thing, ain’t she?”

      Mr. Pike chuckled. “Sure is, sure is. This one’s going to break real nice. I’ve already made some calls to some of the, ahem, new buyers, and they’re chomping at the bit for this one.”

      I squeezed my eyes shut, clutching my hands tightly, and hoping I could somehow force myself into tight little ball and just roll away into the shadows.

      But I knew that wasn’t happening. I was here — and wherever here was, it was like a nightmare that I was trapped in now.

      “So what do you say? Think you two are up for breakin’ this one—”

      “We got this one, boss.”

      The new voice sounded different. It sounded strong, and supremely confident.

      And it sounded nice.

      I glanced up, and my eyes went wide.

      The voice belonged to the blond cowboy from the farm the other day, and right next to him stood his darker-haired friend. The two of them had their eyes locked on me, but where the eyes of the other men in the room felt like daggers pricking my skin, these two felt like soothing balm.

      A comfort.

      I still blushed of course, trembling as I felt their eyes dip down over me. I felt embarrassed at them seeing me like this — dressed like this like some sort of awkward stripper standing in the middle of that room. And yet, while part of me was mortified at them seeing me like this, the other part of me glowed a little bit. They were strangers, and I’d never even spoken to them, but somehow them being here was a comfort right then.

      Even if I didn’t know them at all, there was something good in those eyes.

      And I had to hang on to what was good in a place like that.

      “You two, huh?”

      Mr. Pike and the two other guys chuckled.

      “Well well, suddenly deciding to step up and be big boys with a big boy job?” one of the guys muttered.

      “You ain’t never taken on a training before, fellas,” the other one growled, scratching his chin.

      The two cowboys nodded, the darker-haired one shrugging casually and confidently. “First time for everything.” He smiled as he turned his eyes back to me. “Plus it seems a waste to pass up a chance to break this one in,” he added with a dark chuckle.

      I froze, my throat closing up as Mr. Pike and his two buddies chuckled. But the dark-haired cowboy suddenly met my eye, and winked. It wasn’t a creepy wink either, it was somehow comforting.

      “You two, huh?” Mr. Pike stepped cleared his throat and beckoned them forward. “Really. And why the change of heart? You two dipshits always seemed get all squeamish about trainin’ girls before.”

      “Maybe she’s just our type.” The blonde cowboy grinned, licking his lips.

      The other three laughed loudly.

      “Well, well. Okay then.” Mr. Pike glanced back at me, his eyes oozing over me and making me shiver.

      “Colt, Roman.” He glanced at the blond guy first, making him Colt, and then Roman, the dark-haired one.

      Colt and Roman — those were their names. They suited them, as weird a thought as that was for the moment.

      “You’re on this one, then,” Mr. Pike said coldly. “You understand the rules?”

      The two cowboys nodded.

      “Good. Don’t disappoint me on this one. Understand?”

      Mr. Pike turned back to me, his lips pulling back in a wicked smile as he grinned at me.

      “Oh, get ready, little filly, These two boys?” He chuckled as he jerked a thumb back at the rough looking, fierce-eyed cowboys.

      “These two are going break you in. And when they’re done with you?” He grinned. “You’ll be a good little whore for me to sell, understand?”

      A single tear started to fall down my cheeks as he turned to Colt and Roman. “Take her away, boys.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Colt

      

    
    
      I’d almost killed him back there. Debt or not, stakes be darned, I’d almost choked the life out of him myself for putting his hands on her. Watching Jeb Pike talk to her like that, and touch her like that?

      Incredible, I’d almost lost it all.

      And now we were walking her back to her new room, and she looked freaked the heck out.

      I mean, she should have been, given what the heck had just happened to her.

      Just the same, it was taking every dang ounce of my willpower to keep my eyes from drinking her in, dressed like that in the lingerie he’d stuck her in. Yeah, I hated that Jeb had made her put it on, but dang did she look good enough to eat in that getup. Her full belly, with those dusky pink nipples that I could see through that lacy bra, curves to die for, legs for days, that dark little patch of hair I could see between her legs through the panties, that tight little donkey split by the thong.

      Heck, I wanted to pin her to the wall, crush my lips to hers, run my hands and tongue over every inch of her before I plunged my cock balls deep in that tight little body.

      But I held back. I swallowed that down. This girl was freaked out, and I sure as idiot wasn’t going to be the creepy jerk freaking her out even more. That ain’t what she needed then, even if the bare skin of her arm under my fingers felt like temptation personified.

      “What’s your name?” I said hoarsely, swallowing the lust in my throat.

      “Why am I here?”

      “Because you got turned into a bargaining chip,” Roman muttered.

      “What?”

      “You got sold, darlin,” I growled.

      She trembled, goosebumps breaking out on her skin. “Sold?”

      “You know what this place is?”

      She shook her head. “Mr. Pike said it something about training and…” she trailed off, shivering again.

      “This here’s a school, for girls who’ll be owned.”

      She balked.

      “Rich, old guys, who’ve got the money to pay for some cute little thing like yourself on their arm when they walk into their yacht parties or fundraising galas. Most of the girls are here willingly, because the money’s good, but…” I trailed off, shaking my head and scowling.

      “What’s the training?”

      I glanced at Roman. We knew what it was, we’d been here long enough. We’d never been a part of that training, of course. We just did odd jobs here at the ranch, but we’d volunteered this time. This time, the thought of someone else “training” a girl like this was too much to bear.

      The “training” was getting the girls knowing what was good — teaching them how to move, how to bat their eyes, how be perfect suckers. How to spread those legs, how to bend over submissively and offer up their rear with “please sir” on their lips.

      That was the training he wanted us to start with her. And God help me, I was hard as steel in my jeans just thinking of it, no matter how messed up it was.

      I mean, the idea of teaching all those things to a girl like this? A girl as sweet as original sin and pure as the driven snow? I knew it was wrong, and I knew she was there against her will, ready to be sold. But I was only a man, and a girl with a body like that, lips like those, and that innocence surrounding her does things to a red-blooded man.

      “What’s your name, honey?” Roman said, softer this time as we led her up the stairs to the room that’d be hers for the short time she was here.

      “Johanna,” she said quietly. “Or Jo. That’s what my uncle calls me.”

      She looked like she was in shock.

      “What do you want to be called?”

      “Johanna,” she said softly

      She didn’t look up was we stepped into her new room. The place was spacious, and elegant, I’ll say that. The barn rooms were where the girls first got put, but after Jeb passed them along for training, they stayed in rooms like these — rooms built for princesses. The place was all whites and silvers, a huge king-size bed dominating one wall, and gorgeous views of the hills through giant windows along another — barred, of course.

      We stopped in the middle of the room, and I glanced at Roman again.

      This was going to be the nasty part.

      “We need you to strip.”

      The words seemed to catch her off guard, and her head suddenly whipped around, her eyes wide.

      “What?”

      “Take your clothes off, Johanna.”

      She swallowed, her face pale and her eyes blinking quickly. It’s not like she was unaware that she was basically already naked in front of us, with the outfit she had on. But I think it was the sudden swing of power, and the way I was suddenly wielding that power.

      “Here’s the deal,” I said softly. “We ain’t gonna hurt you. We’re not gonna force you, but you gotta know, this is beyond us.” I held her eyes with mine. “I need you to follow what we tell you to do, for your sake and for ours.”

      “Mostly yours, trust us,” Roman growled.

      Her eyes darted between us, her chest rising and falling quickly. “What is the training?”

      “How to please.”

      I wasn’t going to sugarcoat this. I could have, but something told me this girl needed to hear this. If anything, just to understand how serious the situation was.

      “How to make a man come.” Some sick part of me definitely got harder at the look in her big blue eyes when I said that part.

      “How to use that body, and those sweet lips of yours to do things to a man.”

      She shivered, eyes darting between us as if suddenly aware of how much bigger than her we both were, looming over her small body.

      “We ain’t gonna force you,” I said again, a little softer this time. “But Johanna? We all have to do this. Now take those off,” I said evenly, nodding at her lingerie.

      She sucked that bottom lip between her teeth, and dang did it make me want to kiss her harder than I’d ever kissed anyone in my life.

      “Will you look away?”

      “No.”

      She swallowed, shivering slightly.

      “We need to get you ready,” Roman muttered. “We have to get you washed up, shaved, all of it.”

      Her eyes went wide. “Shaved?”

      I nodded at the hair between her legs and she went bright red.

      “Oh.”

      She dropped her eyes to the ground, fingers toying with each other in a way that made me want to bring her close and protect her against all of this trash. But I couldn’t. This girl might have had some sort of insane draw on me, but I didn’t know her. I might have been unable to tear my eyes away from her, or stop my head from thinking of her every dang second since I’d seen her, but I had to remember the debt.

      We had to remember that, I thought, seeing my own torn look mirrored across from me on Roman’s face.

      “I can wash myself,” Johanna finally said in a quiet voice. “I can wash myself and — you know, that.”

      I glanced at Roman. Protocol was never to leave a new addition to the academy alone with anything they could use to hurt themselves if they suddenly regretted their choice in coming here.

      Or in her case, if the reality of the situation got too much.

      “You’re not going to do anything stupid if we leave you alone, are you?”

      She frowned and I nodded at the straight razor sitting on the edge of the marbled bathroom sink.

      Her eyes went wide. “Oh, God, no.” She shook her head quickly. “No of course not.”

      I kept my face neutral, but I was grinning on the inside. “Good. We’ll be downstairs. Take your time, we’ll come check on you in a bit.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      We gave her an hour before we knocked on the door to her quarters.

      “Okay, I’m done,” she said softly.

      Roman shrugged at me and I nodded as he opened the door. We stepped inside to see Johanna wrapped in a big fluffy white robe, her hair still damp and pulled back over one shoulder.

      “Everything okay?”

      She nodded quickly.  “Mhmm, yep.”

      Roman and I glanced at each other.

      “Let’s see.”

      Johanna’s face went a little pale. “Excuse me?”

      “Let’s see,” Roman said evenly. “Show us.”

      Her hands tightened on the robe.

      “Listen,” I said, taking a step towards her. “The shaving thing is a house rule, and we need to make sure. Look, we’re the nice ones. The guys who come after us when we don’t do this right?” I held her eyes. “They won’t be nice.”

      Her face went red, and she looked down.

      Slowly, she nodded as her hands slipped down to the tie at the front of the robe. Gently, she pulled it open, still looking down as the robe slipped apart.

      Idiot.

      She’d been stunning in a plaid shirt and work jeans. She’d been a vision in lingerie.

      Wearing just that robe?

      She was a angel.

      I could feel the blood rushing to my cock, my fists tightening at my sides as my eyes drank her the heck in. I wanted to claim her. I wanted to put my hands all over her, yank her against me, and taste every bit of her sweet little body.

      I restrained myself.

      Somehow.

      Of course, I also saw that soft patch of hair on her sweet little groin.

      “I— I don’t know how,” she mumbled at the floor. “I’ve never— I mean—”

      I could see the tears start to well in the corners of her eyes, and something inside of me snapped. Something inside of me could not abide seeing her start to crumble like that. I stepped into her, my arms surrounding her and pulling her tight to me. She gasped, her body going rigid and the panic was clearly about to rip through her. But my arms held her tight, my hand stroking her hair, and slowly, I could feel that tension ease out of her.

      “We’re not gonna hurt you,” I said forcefully. “But things have to get done or you’re going to have a far worse time here. Can you trust that we’re not going to hurt you?”

      She looked up at me, this angel with wet hair in a terrycloth robe, and she nodded.

      “Let’s go.”

      She knew what I meant, and she nodded anyways. And she let me take her hand and lead her back into the bathroom as Roman started the hot water in the tub. Steam drifted around the tile room as the tub filled. When it was good, I nodded at her, and slowly, she shrugged her robe off.

      She half covered herself as it dropped to the floor. And I know we all knew just how much her nakedness was about to not matter at all, but I let her have that as Roman and I helped her climb in.

      Roman dumped in some sort of bubbly oil stuff he found on the vanity, and the tub slowly filled with white foam. We let her sit there soaking for a bit before I nodded at Roman and then her.

      “Climb up here on the edge and sit here, darlin.”

      My voice felt thick, and I could feel my blood pumping like crazy. She took a shaky breath, but slowly, she rose out of the bubbles, water dripping down her bare, flawless skin.

      My cock was about to tear a blasted hole in my jeans.

      “Right here,” Roman patted the wide edge of the tub. She nodded, blushing as she took a seat, only shuddering once as Roman knelt behind her and moved against her back.

      “I ain’t gonna hurt you,” I said softly, holding her eyes. “I know it’s asking a lot, but you gotta trust us here, alright?” I looked deep into her eyes, doing everything I could to make sure I didn’t stare anywhere else, as much as I wanted to.

      “Do you trust us?”

      She bit her lip, her big blue eyes searching mine. “Should I?”

      “Not trusting people in this situation just means you’re smart,” Roman growled with a small chuckle. “It means you’ve got a good head. But us you can trust.”

      “Look, we’re here against our will too,” I said evenly. “Same as you.”

      “Are you being sold?”

      The sass was unexpected, and I liked it. I liked that this sweet little thing had some fire in her.

      “No, but we’re getting our heads cut off if we don’t jump when Jeb Pike says jump. That work?”

      She smiled quietly. “Okay.”

      “Okay?”

      “Okay then, I trust you.”
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      “Spread your legs.”

      She shivered at my words, and then she gasped when I put a hand on her knee.

      Slowly, she started to part them, her hands dropping between her legs to cover herself.

      I pushed them away.

      Dang she was perfect. And honestly, that sweet little muff was sexy as idiot, but Jeb Pike’s rules were that the girls had to be clean shaved.

      “I’m gonna lather you now.”

      She nodded, eyes wide as she swallowed thickly.

      “Here, lean back against Roman.”

      My friend was kneeling behind her, and she slowly let herself sink back again him. His hands went to her arms, steadying her, and I could see her shiver at the touch.

      I sprayed some shaving cream on my hand, my pulse roaring in my ears as my eyes locked between her legs. I could see her stomach cave and tremble, her breath coming fast as I filled my hand with the foam. I reached forward and slowly started to lather her.

      Holy. Idiot.

      My vision drowned to a single focus of my hand touching that sweet, perfect pussy. My cock throbbed in my jeans, pulsing hot against my thigh as I felt the tender skin of her beneath my hand. Johanna gasped slightly, her chest rising and falling, her legs trembling, but still so submissively spread for me.

      And I was telling myself this was just the job, but I knew that was dead wrong. I liked putting my hands between her legs. I liked the way her soft lips felt under my fingers as I lathered her with the cream.

      I liked the way she trembled for me as I ran my hands over her most intimate area.

      Reluctantly, I pulled my hand back, swallowing heavily as I reached for the straight razor and dipped it under the water. I got it nice and hot before I brought it back out and moved in.

      “Keep those legs spread, baby,” I growled hoarsely as I brought the blade to her skin.

      Johanna gasped quietly as I shaved away one little bit at a time, dragging the hot blade over her tender skin and leaving it pink and bare in its wake. Her breath caught once or twice, her body stiffening, but she kept still.

      “Just relax,” Roman purred in her ear, and I looked up to see her slowly exhale, her eyes locked on my hands between her legs, and a flush on her cheeks — the kind of flush a girl only gets one way.

      Being turned on.

      And the thought that this hot, off-limits, gorgeous creature was getting worked up over my hands on her had me ready to tear my jeans off right there and bury my cock to the hilt in her.

      I rinsed the blade instead, and brought it up once more, my fingers pulling her skin taut as I cleaned the last bit away from her. I cupped some water from the tub and poured it over her, watching the last of the shaving cream rinse away.

      I almost lost it.

      Just the sight of that bare, pink, glistening pussy, and I almost dove right in right then and there and slid my tongue deep inside her folds. I wanted to taste very bit of her until she was squealing for my tongue.

      But I couldn’t, and I knew that.

      Giving in to that temptation could be the end for all three of us.

      “How’s it feel?”

      She was panting, so help me God.

      “Good,” she whispered, her voice so innocent. “Different. Tingly.”

      “Hang on.”

      I reached over and grabbed some skin-care ointment.

      Johanna’s eyes went wide. “What’s that?”

      “So you don’t get sore. Here.”

      I growled as I started to rub that oil on her bare shaved groin, feeling my hands slipping over her smooth little mound, those soft lips. And I was just doing one more pass and telling myself this was it and to take my hands off her.

      When she moaned.

      I froze, the blood roared in my ears.

      I hadn’t just imagined that. This girl had just moaned as I touched her. And that was the dam breaking.

      I kept rubbing. My hands slipped over her lips, and my eyes moved up her body to see her closing her eyes, her mouth opening. Roman’s eyes flared, and he shook his head at me, but I was past caring, past giving a trash.

      I moved in faster, more determined circles, my fingers brushing right over her little clit and making her gasp as she arched her back. My thumb rolled over her nub, my fingers slipping up and down her lips until she was starting to shake on the edge of that tub.

      She whimpered, melting back into Roman’s chest as I teased her pussy. I could hear my buddy growl, and I glanced up to see the pure need on his face as his hands moved to her sides, fingers tracing up and down her ribs.

      She shivered, but she didn’t stop us — didn’t say anything. Her eyes stayed close, her mouth panting in arousal, her nipples hard and erect as I played with her clit faster and faster.

      Roman’s hand skimmed up and down her sides, brushing the sides of her breasts, and he leaned in, his lips brushing her ear.

      “Oh goodness,” she whispered quietly.

      That was the last of my restraint, if you could even call where I was at that point “restraint.” I leaned in, opened my mouth, and dragged my tongue up that perfect pussy.

      I’d barely flicked over her clit when she suddenly exploded. Her hips bucked against my mouth, the cry broke from her lips, and she gasped loudly as her whole body shuddered with her climax.

      The room went still.

      Idiot.

      Idiot, that was bad.

      I pulled away quickly, and Roman did the same. Johanna opened her eyes, staring at us.

      “That—”

      “You’re good to go,” I said briskly, standing. “Now you fit the rules.”

      I had to get out of there before I pulled her into my lap spread her legs and eased every inch of my rock hard cock inside her sweet little pussy.

      Roman cleared his throat, shifting the noticeable bulge in his own jeans.

      “We’re downstairs. Buzz the button on your bedside table if you need anything.”

      Joanna bit her lip, her legs closing and her arms crossing over her chest as if suddenly bashful. Yet her eyes blazed with something… hungry.

      “Thank you,” she whispered.

      We turned, and stepped briskly from the room, closing the door to her room on the way out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Johanna

      

    
    
      Oh my goodness.

      What had just happened?

      As they closed the door behind them, I found myself slipping back into the tub, sliding down until my chin was touching the bubbles on the surface of the water.

      I couldn’t believe what had just happened had actually happened. I knew I should have been scared about what was going on with everything and why I was here and all that, but there was something about them that made it better.

      Something about them comforted me.

      For so long, no boy had ever interested me. I’d spent years listening to Peggy talk about all her male conquests, and at no point had it ever appealed to me, because none of the guys I’d ever met had sparked anything like that in me.

      Until now. And to make it all completely and utterly confusing, there was two of them that did. Worse? They were my captors. But still, I couldn’t deny how they’d felt earlier. Yes, I was their prisoner, but that’s not why what happened earlier had happened. I could have fought. They were much bigger and stronger than me, but something told me they’d have walked away from that if I’d put up a fight.

      And I hadn’t — not at all.

      Later, under the covers of my bed, I felt my whole body tingle at the memory of sitting perched on the edge of that tub with both of their hands on me. It’d started — well, I’d say it started innocently enough, but it hadn’t. Not at all.

      It’d started with these two rough, gorgeous cowboys bringing me to the tub to shave my pussy for me. I mean my goodness, I’d never imagined a situation like that in a million years.

      I could still feel Colt’s hands on me, the way his fingers had slid between my legs. No one had ever touched me there, and my body was still tingling with the memory of it. His hands had felt so much better than the agitator machine I’d used in the barn before. I’d been lost in it, leaning against Roman’s strong, powerful chest while the chill of the razor slipped over my mound.

      And then his fingers, and the ointment.

      The way my whole body came alive, and the way I wanted nothing more than for him to keep touching me there, even if I knew it was wrong.

      Sitting there spread-legged on the edge of the tub with one man’s hands on my pussy, his thumb on my clit while his friend held me and let his lips trail over my ear — it’d been too much. And I’d wanted to stop it, but I also couldn’t at all, because it felt too real — too perfect, too amazing.

      I squeezed my legs together under the covers, feeling my bare tender lips rub against each other. I moaned, slipping my hands under the sheets and moving them lower to touch myself.

      I felt so smooth.

      I felt so naughty and dirty and so sexy, all at the same time. And I wanted more of their touch.

      I wanted so much more.

      I thought of the way he’d made me come, and the way his mouth down there had felt. It’d been like nothing I’d ever imagined it’d feel like, as many times as Peggy had gone off about it. I whimpered as I brought my hands lower, fingers trailing over my soaking wet, bare lips.

      I was so wet for them, even being a prisoner here and with whatever was going on.

      There was something about Colt and Roman. Ever since that day I’d seen them at my aunt and uncle’s ranch, something had clicked with them. Something about them made me feel warm and safe, even in this place. Something about them made me feel so hot, and dripping wet, and aching for them.

      My fingers moved faster, imagining both of them doing that again. I imagined both their tongues this time, both of them kissing and touching me. Just like my fantasy in the barn, I pictured both of them - putting their hands on me, touching me in places no one had.

      Making me feel things I’d never felt before.

      Like today.

      My breath came short and quick as my fingers brushed over my clit again and again, my other hand sliding over my lips, feeling how smooth I was and loving how sexy it felt.

      In my head, it was the two of them, of course. There in that bed, in my fantasy, it was my two rough and yet gentle cowboys, under the covers with me and putting their hands all over me.

      My fingers spread my lips, and my thumb rolled over my clit, and I turned my head and buried my gasp into the pillow as the orgasm crashed through me.

      I lay there panting, my fingers still idly stroking my skin as I caught my breath. Slowly, I turned and glanced at the bedside table, and at the little red button there.

      “Buzz the button on your bedside table if you need anything.”

      And God help me, I almost pushed it.

      Almost, before I quickly took my hands away from myself and yanked the covers up to my chin.

      I had to get my head on straight. I had to get my mind out of the fantasy land they’d put me in and look at the reality here. And the reality was, I was a prisoner in this place, and they were my captors.

      My guards.

      And I knew enough that falling for them was definitely some sort of Stockholm syndrome.

      I froze as the blush crept into my cheeks.

      Falling for them.

      I quickly turned over, pulling the covers up high as I forced my eyes closed, tried to will myself to sleep, and tried to keep the dreams of their hands on me out of my head.

      I failed at that last one.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Roman

      

    
    
      She was right upstairs, tempting me.

      Tempting us.

      My hands could still feel the way her small little body had trembled and shuddered as she’d come earlier. I could still feel the way her back had arched against my chest, the way her breath had caught in my ears as her body had gone stiff and the orgasm ripped through her.

      I’d wanted to tell Colt how stupid that’d been — and hell, I still kind of did — but I couldn’t. Not after I’d been such a willing participant in it. Not after I’d held her as she came — not after I’d felt my cock pulse against her back as that sweet little moan of pleasure had fallen from her lips.

      It’d been stupid, what we did. Stupid and reckless. Yeah, we could tell ourselves we’d just been following the rules, and the protocols, and that her not being up to Jeb’s protocols was bad for us, but that was trash and we knew it. The ranch had a team of professionals for things like that — women, not guys like us who were there to take care of any and all needs the girls at the ranch needed.

      Needs like getting their pussy shaved.

      Yeah, one call and a middle-aged, extremely professional woman would have come up in a heartbeat to take care of that for her, and we knew that. A professional, as opposed to two guys like us dancing on the knife’s edge of what was appropriate and barely holding on to our sanities when we put our hands on her. Not two guys like us with raging hard erections, with lust in our eyes.

      I glanced over at Colt.

      Lucky prick, I grinned to myself. Heck, I’d just held her body, my fingers just brushing her breasts, my lips just shy of tasting her skin. But my friend had had his hands on her — his fingers spreading her soft lips, his thumb brushing over that clit.

      Dang it made me hard just thinking about it again. It made my cock lurch just imagining her reaching back to stroke me while my friend licked her pussy. I imagined getting her on her hands and knees — so sweet, so innocent, and so submissive for us. I imagined her lips wrapped tight around Colt’s cock while I gave her every dang inch of mine, my hands gripping her tight little donkey as I rocked into her.

      I glanced at Colt again, and I could see it all over his face too — the same war going on inside his head that was raging in mine. The war of duty versus desire — of responsibility to the debt and the consequences both to us and those we loved if we broke that debt, pitted against the pure need to touch her again. I wanted to say it was just the forbidden temptation of it all — that she was so gorgeous, and so young, and sweet that it brought out the devil in me. I wanted to make that sweetness mine, but it was more than that.

      It was her.

      It was the fact that she drew us both to her like moths to a flame. I’d felt it the second we saw her out at the farm, and I knew Colt had too. The two of us had gone after women together before — all the time, actually. And sure, there were a lot of women out there who went gaga over the idea of two cowboys like us showing them a good time — women who wanted the fantasy of two guys like us them like they’d never been messed before.

      But there’d never been anything that felt real — not even close. In, fact, it’d been a long dang time since we’d even tried to pursue anything, since it’d just started to feel empty and hollow.

      Johanna was something different. That girl upstairs who we’d just crossed a big line with did something to us, and brought something out in us we’d pushed away for a long time.

      And now I didn’t know how the idiot we were going to ignore that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        Johanna

      

    
    
      I awoke with a start to the sound of my bedroom door banging open. I gasped, yanking the covers up to my chin at the dark shape that lurched towards me.

      “Well, well, well, if it ain’t my newest little filly.”

      Mr. Pike.

      I gasped again, scooting to the far side of the bed as he staggered towards me. I’d gone to bed in just a pair of panties, and I shivered as my eyes dropped to the bottle in his hand that he slammed down on the bedside table with a thud. Moonlight shone through the windows, glinting off his wicked smile.

      “You know,” he slurred. “Some lucky prick is gonna have a real fine time breaking you in. I bet those lips of yours were made for suckin’ cock, now weren’t they?”

      I shivered, eyeing him and holding the covers tightly in my fists.

      “Answer the question,” he snarled. “Or else maybe I need to get that pretty mouth of yours over here and get a sample myself, huh?”

      He started to lurch towards my far side of the bed, when two figures came crashing through the doorway.

      “Mr. Pike,” Roman hissed, his shoulders bunched and his fists actually raised in front of him. Colt shook his head quietly and pushed his friends raised hands down as Mr. Pike turned.

      “The heck do you two idiots want? I’m busy in here.”

      I could see both of the cowboys’ eyes flare as they darted to me, shying away on the bed, and Mr. Pike, looming over me with his hand on his belt.

      “There’s a matter that needs your attention in C-block,” Colt said icily, his jaw clenched.

      “Well what is it?”

      “Dunno boss, we got sent to get you. Urgent business or something.”

      Mr. Pike swore. “Frigging, what the heck do I pay people for around here?” He glanced back at me and sneered. “I’ll be back for you, little filly.” He grabbed his bottle off the bedside table, shouldered past Colt and Roman, and stumbled out the door.

      The two of them were instantly by my side.

      “The idiot did he do?” Roman hissed.

      “Nothing, it’s fine.”

      It didn’t feel fine. In fact, I was shaking.

      “Johanna—”

      “Why do you work for him?”

      The words I’d been wondering ever since I realized the two men I couldn’t stop thinking about were part of Mr. Pike’s whole horrible operation came tumbling out before I could stop them. Colt and Roman glanced at each other.

      “I mean, you—”

      I wanted to tell them they weren’t bad, and that something about them made me feel good, and that they didn’t seem like the type to work for a place like this and man like that. I just didn’t know how to tell them all that without spilling what I was feeling for them.

      ...Because what I was feeling for them was silly, and I knew that. It was silly to think that way about two men like this, who worked for a man like Mr. Pike.

      “You want to know why we’re here.”

      I looked up and my eyes caught Colt’s. I nodded.

      “It’s not willingly,” Roman growled. “We work for him because we owe some very bad people a lot of money, and those people have a business arrangement with Jeb Pike.”

      “Sorry.” I glanced at the two of them, almost wanting to ask more about what would possibly force them to work for a man like Mr. Pike, but also knowing it wasn’t for me to pry.

      “It’s our grandfather,” Colt said quietly in the darkness of the room.

      “You don’t have to—”

      “We want you to know, so you can understand.”

      Colt sat on the edge of my bed, and I smiled at the closeness.

      “Our grandfather was about to lose the farm, I guess sort of the same thing as your aunt and uncle. We needed more money than we could have possibly found in the short period of time we needed to find it, so we went to people who did. Bad people.”

      My brow went up in surprise. “Are you two related?”

      Roman chuckled as he sat on the other side of my bed, facing me. “Nah, we just call him grandpa because he’s an old fart, and he took us both in.”

      “Roman’s mom worked on his ranch, and my pop was the town drunk,” Colt said coldly. “We both were alone early, and Jake Stoneham took us both in like his own. So when the bank came after him years later, we did what we had to do.”

      “And now we’re here, at this place,” Roman growled. “Where girls come to get trained and learn how to be mistresses for rich old guys.”

      “I didn’t come here, I was tricked.”

      “Yeah, well, that’s the new direction,” Colt said bitterly. “Jeb’s got new clients — the kind of real pieces of trash who want to own women.”

      I shivered. “And that’s where I’m going?”

      “Not a chance,” Roman answered roughly.

      “We’re not going to let that happen, Johanna,” Colt said fiercely, his hand dropping to my knee beneath the sheets.

      I liked it there.

      “Why are you being so nice to me?”

      “Because you don’t deserve to be here.” Roman moved closer, his hand going around me and stroking my bare back, which warmed me.

      “Coming here of your own volition, choosing this life? Girls come here that I wonder about, but trash, I’m not going to judge. They’re here because they’ve made that decision and saw a chance to move up in their own way. But you weren’t given that choice. You’re too good for this place — to dang pure and sweet. And this isn’t a life for you.”

      “I don’t want it to be,” I said softly, crumpling slightly.

      “We won’t let that happen,” Colt growled.

      “How?”

      They were quiet.

      “We’re working on that.”

      Roman’s hand stroked my back as they started to rise from the bed. “You should get some sleep.”

      My hand shot out and grabbed his before I even knew it, holding him tight. “Will you stay here for a bit?” My voice felt small, vulnerable.

      I also realized how dumb it sounded the second I said it.

      “Sorry, I didn’t mean for—”

      “Of course.”

      The two of them sat back on the bed, moving close to either side of me, and I instantly blushed as the warmth crept into me.

      “Close your eyes, angel,” Colt murmured in my ear as they slowly pushed my head back to the pillow. “Close your eyes.”

      I felt safe with them there, like nothing could touch me. And I must have dozed off, because suddenly I was dreaming of some older, rich, gross man, leering at me and taking me away on some huge yacht.

      I awoke with a start and a gasp on my lips.

      “Hey, hey!”

      Roman was right there, arm around me, holding me tight. Colt was on the other side of me stroking my arm and my knee comfortingly.

      “Just a dream, baby,” he said softly.

      They moved closer, bodies against mine, making me warm.

      “Thank you,” I said quietly.

      “For what?”

      “For this.”

      I shivered feeling their bodies against my own. Yeah, I felt safe, but also much warmer than I knew I should be — warmer in places I knew I shouldn’t be. I could feel my pulse skip a little at their touch, my body tingling at their nearness. Whatever it was about these two rough cowboys, they pulled at something inside of me.

      And here they were comforting me, and we were all seemingly ignoring the fact that Colt had made me come the night before with his fingers and then his tongue. And I was trying to ignore that too, but it wasn’t going away. In fact, the more I tried to not think about his tongue on my pussy, the more I couldn’t stop.

      And the hotter I got between my legs.

      “You can get under the covers if you want.”

      I was shocked by my own boldness, but something about them made me bold.

      “Johanna,” Roman said, his voice tight. “Not sure that’s a good idea.”

      “Why not?” I whispered.

      “You know why.”

      Colt’s hand tightened on my knee. “We’re — we can’t touch you, Johanna.”

      “You already did.”

      Again, I was blown away by my own brashness, but they did something to me. They brought something out in me that I couldn’t have put back away even if I wanted to.

      “That was a mistake,” Colt said darkly.

      My brow fell and I looked down. “Oh.”

      Fingers touched my chin, raising my face up to see Colt grinning. “Nah, that’s a lie,” he said with a grin. “It’s just that you’re like kryptonite to us, Johanna. You’re a blasted wrecking ball that breaks down everything we should do and how we know we should be around you.”

      I could feel Roman moving closer behind me, his hard-chiseled chest pressing against my bare back through his shirt.

      “Earlier — yesterday I mean.” Colt shook his head. “I shouldn’t have done that.”

      “I’m glad you did.”

      They were closer now, and slowly, all three of us started to slip down to the sheets — Colt looking me in the eye and Roman holding me tight from behind. My heart flip-flopped, and my pulse thundered as I realized how hard they were, both of them pulsing against my body through their jeans.

      “Incredible, angel,” Roman growled in my ear, making me gasp. I was so wet, panting for this.

      For them.

      “We should go,” Colt said, his voice strained.

      “I— you really can stay,” I whispered.

      “Johanna—”

      “Please,” my voice broke.

      I could see the flicker of something fierce burn across Colt’s face, and I could feel Roman’s hands tighten on my hips as he groaned behind me. Colt’s hand trailed up over the bare skin of my belly, making me gasp and arch my back. Roman pressed hard against me, his cock throbbing against my rear as his fingers dug into my skin.

      I was panting I was so turned on — so incredibly wet and wanting the two of them so badly it scared me.

      Roman’s lips brushed my ear as Colt leaned in, his breath hot on my neck.

      “Please,” I gasped. “Don’t leave me alone tonight. I need you here. Both of you.”

      Colt pulled back, his fingers touched my chin, and suddenly, he was kissing me.

      Wow, was he kissing me.

      I melted into that kiss, the breath leaving my body and my pulse pounding like a drum as his perfect lips claimed mine. I could feel him growl into my mouth, and I moaned as his tongue pushed inside, tangling with mine.

      Roman’s lips moved to my neck, and I moaned louder as the two of them pressed tight to either side of me. I broke from Colt’s lips as Roman pulled me around, his mouth hungrily taking mine next. I could feel the both of them unbuttoning their shirts, and the hot sear of their skin pressing against mine sent shivers through my body.

      I moved back to Colt, moaning into his kiss as I felt Roman’s hands slide around my front to cup my bare breasts. I whimpered as his fingers found my nipples, pulling and twisting them gently and sending lightning through my body.

      Colt pulled back and started to slide his jeans down, and I gasped and felt Roman do the same.

      This was really happening.

      I was really about to be naked in a bed with two men. I’d gone from zero experience to this, and my head was still spinning from the rush of it. For a moment, I gleefully imagined the smug look I’d give Peggy now.

      The men moved back against me, and I gasped loudly at the feel of two huge, pulsing shafts against my skin. I shivered as their hands pulled me tight again, lips seeking my skin and those two powerful cocks throbbing hard against me.

      Tentatively, I reached out behind me. My fingers found rock-hard abs before I trailed lower.

      I gasped.

      I’d never touched one before, and now I was touching two of them. Two thick, pulsing, powerful-feeling cocks, pulsing so hard for me. I wrapped my small fingers around the two of them, struggling to suck in a heavy breath of air as I started to stroke them.

      The men groaned.

      “Idiot, baby,” Colt moaned against my neck. “Just like that.”

      Roman’s hand slipped under the waist of my panties, cupping my tight little donkey in his powerful grip before he started to yank my panties down my legs. Colt’s cock throbbed against my belly, my small hand stroking him as he reached down between us. I whimpered as his fingers stroked my bare lips, and when he parted them and began to ease a thick finger inside, I moaned loudly.

      Roman’s hand slid down between my rear cheeks, making me jump as his finger slid over my most private place before he moved lower. His fingers found my pussy as well, and I moaned and writhed for them as he slid one in alongside his friend’s — both of them moving wetly in and out of my tight pussy as I went to pieces for them.

      But I needed more.

      I wanted more.

      Take this, Peggy Nathanson.

      I didn’t feel like a prude anymore, that’s for sure. Maybe I had been waiting for Mr. Right to ride in, like Peggy had said. And maybe that “Mr. Right” was two misters. I didn’t know what I was feeling for these two, or what this meant. But I did know that I’d never wanted anything more in my life than I did with them right there in that bed.

      I kissed Colt once more before I started to slide my body down between them, my pulse roaring.

      “Idiot, Johanna,” Roman groaned as I twisted onto my knees between both of their legs. The two guys laid back, both of them staring at me like they wanted to devour me as I reached out and started to stroke them both.

      I may have never done this before, but I couldn’t imagine starting anywhere better.

      Slowly, I leaned in and pressed my lips to the head of Colt’s cock.

      He groaned.

      My pulse thundered, feeling emboldened by his reaction. Slowly, I parted my lips and slid them over his head. He groaned his hand coming down to tangle in my hair. My pussy throbbed as he tugged it — not hard, but just enough to send a thrill through me. I moaned around his cock, loving the way he moaned and arched his hips when I did.

      I pulled off of him and looked up at Roman, seeing the fire in his eyes as I moved to him next. He groaned as I kissed my way up the underside of his big toe, licking him with my tongue like an ice-cream cone until I got to the crown. I slurped him inside, swirling my tongue around the head as his hands slipped into my hair as well.

      My whole body roared with desire as I moved back and forth between them then, bobbing on one and then the other, sucking them both as they held my hair and guided my lips up and down their cocks.

      Suddenly, the two of them reached down, and I shrieked, giggling as they spun me around and pulled my rear back towards them, on my knees.

      “Get up here, beautiful,” Roman purred, his hands grabbing my rear tight.

      My hands went to their shafts again, stroking as I felt two breaths blow across my bare, exposed backside. I whimpered when I felt one man’s lips on my thigh, the other kissing down the small of my back. My eyes shut tight as I felt a tongue brush across my inner thigh. It centered, and I cried out as the tongue dragged wetly though my trembling pussy lips. I choked out a gasp, moaning and stroking them both as one of their tongues pressed deep inside of me. It dragged down to my clit, and I almost shrieked before I suddenly and wantonly leaned forward and inhaled one of their cocks, muffling my moans.

      The lips on my back moved lower, across one rear cheek and then the other, before I felt hands grip me tight and pull me wide. I blushed, knowing they could see everything, and feeling so exposed and open for them. The lips moved closer, and closer, and my back arched as I felt hot breath there, across my most private place.

      “Wait, what—”

      “Shh, baby,” Roman’s deep baritone husked.

      “Not there,” I whimpered.

      His tongue suddenly flicked out, and I cried out as it swirled over my tight little jerk. He pulled away, leaving me gasping for more, my body aching for his tongue there again.

      “Does it feel bad?”

      I panted. “No— no.”

      “Then relax.”

      The tongue pressed hotly to my rear again, and it felt incredible. It felt like lightning sizzling through me — like white light oozing through my whole body. I didn’t care right then how dirty and how filthy it was, I just knew having both of their tongues on me at the same time felt divine.

      I moved back to the cocks in front of me, bobbing my head on one and then the other. Slowly, I learned what made them moan louder — what made their balls draw up tight and what made their hips pump against my lips and tongue.

      The two of them moved faster, tongues swirling over my clit, my rear, my pussy lips. Fingers slid inside my slit, curling deep inside and making my head spin as they stroked some magical place inside. A second finger began to tease my rear as the tongue swirled over it, and my whole world started to crumble.

      The two cowboys licked me harder, and faster, and more insistently, and I could feel my whole body start to melt. Tongues swirled over my most private places, hands slid over my body, teasing my nipples, gripping my rear, and tightening in my hair as I sucked them as hard as I could. My eyes squeezed shut as the pressure started to build past the point of being contained.

      Lips fastened around my clit as a tongue batted across it. The other one pushed hot against my quivering rear, and the whole thing exploded.

      I screamed into the sheets, my whole body shattering and writhing as the two men held me fast and made me come like I’d never come before — like I’d never even imagined I could come. They licked me right through my orgasm, tonguing me right into a second as I clutched the sheets in my fists and arched my rear back towards them.

      Slowly, they pulled away with lingering kisses on my skin. I was panting as they pulled me around, sandwiching me between both of their hard, chiseled, perfect bodies. I whimpered as I felt their hard cocks press into me, the two of them stroking themselves against my skin. Hands pulled one of my legs up, and I suddenly froze as I felt the head of Colt’s cock begin to tease over the lips of my pussy.

      He started to push forward, when my hand flew to his chest.

      “Wait, I—”

      I panted.

      “I’ve— uh, I’ve never…”

      I trailed off, my cheeks going red. Goodness, how was I even going to tell them this? How was I going to tell them that this was my first time, and that I’d probably be awful, and that whatever idea they had in their heads of me being this little sex kitten was completely wrong?

      Roman’s lips brushed my ear. “Never been with two guys?”

      I shook my head, and he chuckled darkly.

      “Just relax and enjoy baby.”

      His hands slid down to my rear, cupping me tightly as he ran his mess up and down the crack of my rear. Colt did the same with my opening, his head slipping up and down my lips and making my head spin.

      “No, wait, I mean—”

      I bit my lip, and Colt stopped, his brow furrowing.

      “What’s wrong?”

      I took a deep, shaky breath and closed my eyes. “I’ve never been with one guy before.”

      I felt them freeze. “Wait, what do you— oh incredible.”

      I felt the two of them tighten their grips on me.

      Incredible.

      They started to pull away, and I felt my whole face crumble.

      “No, please—”

      “You’re a virgin?” I opened my eyes at the sincerity in Colt’s voice, and I nodded.

      “Incredible,” he husked.

      “I’m sorry! I didn’t want to tell you because I didn’t want you to be disappointed when I’m not that good—”

      “Shh, hey, angel,” Roman purred into my ear, pulling me close. He turned my head to the side and kissed me, and I swallowed thickly as I felt Colt move in close again as well.

      “It’s not that baby, it’s Jeb. If he knew, you’d be sold in a second, for triple the price.”

      “I want you to,” I whispered, feeling it with every single bit of my body.

      “We can’t, baby,” Colt said, his voice tight and his eyes blazing into mine. I could feel his cock rock hard against my belly.

      “Please.”

      “We can’t take that,” Roman groaned into my ear. “That’s a gift we can’t accept.”

      “I want you to,” I gasped, feeling their hands moving over my skin.

      “Why us?”

      “You— you feel right. You feel like I’ve known you forever, and you make me feel safe. And I want this so bad.” I bit my lip as I looked into Colt’s eyes and kissed him, before turning and pulling Roman into my lips as well.

      “Please, before Jeb finds out and sells me, just let me feel this. I want you two to show me the first time, not some rich old guy.” I looked at each of them again, feeling my body pulse for them, and feeling their hands holding me tighter.

      “I want you both to take it.”

      They groaned, moving tighter against me. Cocks throbbed against my skin, and I gasped as I felt a finger trace over the soaking wet lips of my pussy.

      “Incredible, Johanna,” Colt groaned, eyes on fire as he looked into mine.

      “Please,” I whispered, gasping as I felt them both start to stroke themselves, their pulsing hard, gorgeous cocks hot against my skin.

      “Lay back, angel,” Roman whispered into my ear. “Lay back and let us show you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 12

        

        Roman

      

    
    
      A virgin.

      This sweet young thing — this sexy, gorgeous, perfect girl was a virgin.

      Untouched.

      Innocent.

      Ours.

      She moaned when I leaned down to kiss her, arching her back and letting her fingers trail up my arms. I slid my hand into her hair, tangling my fingers in it and pulling tight as I crushed my lips to hers. My cock throbbed, my blood pounded like a diesel engine in my ears. Everything I was in that moment was centered on claiming her.

      But, not just her. I wanted this to be her everything. I wanted to make this so good for her that she’d never forget it. I wanted to drive my cock so deep, and make her come so perfectly, and scream my name so loud that nothing would ever touch how high she’d place this moment.

      I pulled away as Colt dove in, growling as he kissed her fiercely. I slid down and brought my mouth to her sweet untouched pussy, tasting her one last time before we claimed that cherry forever.

      I tongued her until she was gasping, before I pulled up, kissing my way up her belly. Colt pulled away from her and nodded at me.

      “You.”

      We both wanted her, and we’d both have her. But only one of us could be “first.”

      Part of me wanted to argue with him. Part of me wanted to have this big back and forth about which of us would get her first, but that was tasteless at a time like this. Arguing over her about which one of us went first, like she was some piece of meat, was no way to start this.

      So I just nodded. If my best friend and my blood brother wanted me to go first, so be it.

      I turned to look her in the eye as I slid up her body. “That okay with you, angel?”

      She nodded, her eyes blazing into mine, hooded with lust as she sucked on her bottom lip.

      “I’m going to go slow.”

      “Don’t make it different, just—” She chewed on her lip. “Just do what you’d do for anyone.”

      I shook my head. “Except you aren’t just anyone, beautiful.”

      Her brow went up.

      “You’re a whole lot more than that.”

      She smiled as I moved between her legs. I took her hand and brought it down between us, letting her fingers slide over her slippery lips.

      “Feel how wet you are, baby,” I growled, dragging the head of my mess up and down her folds. “Now spread those lips for me.”

      She moaned, her soft, lithe fingers parting her delicate folds. I glanced down and met her eye as I eased my cock forward, right against that sweet virgin groin.

      “You sure you want this?”

      “I’ve never wanted anything more than this,” she gasped out, her fingers rubbing her own clit as her chest rose and fell with her breath. “Please, do it.”

      And who was I to deny a lady?

      I groaned as I eased in, letting my head slide its way into her impossibly tight pussy. Johanna gasped loudly, her eyes going wide and her mouth making this sexy “O” shape as I inched inside.

      “Oh God,” she moaned, her hands clawing at my biceps and her eyes suddenly dropping to glue themselves on where we joined. Her fingers held her pussy lips open as I rocked forward, pushing another few inches inside.

      Holy idiot.

      She was the tightest thing I could have ever imagined, her small body gripping my fat cock like a velvet glove as I slowly fed her every dang inch. Her moans got higher and higher, and sweeter and sweeter, until finally, I was all the way inside. I could feel my heavy balls resting against her lips as I looked down and met her gaze.

      “Now, I’m going to forget you like you deserve to be messed, angel.”

      I slid out until just the head was resting inside those lips, before I pushed forward again. Johanna cried out, her back arching and pushing her perfect belly skyward as I buried every inch of my big toe inside her.

      Colt was stroking himself to the side of her, watching as I started to slide in and out of her. He reached forward, cupping her breasts with his other hand and teasing her nipples. He slid his hand higher, and she moaned as he slipped two inside her mouth. Her soft, pouty lips closed around them, and dang if I didn’t almost come right there watching her suck his fingers so eagerly, her eyes closing in ecstasy.

      Colt moved forward, stroking his cock and kneeling next to her head. She turned, and when her eyes opened, she moaned at the sight of my buddy stroking his cock.

      She wet her lips, and that’s the only invitation he needed. He pushed forward, letting her lips close over his head as he groaned and slid his hand into her hair. Johanna whimpered as he pulled her onto him, her small mouth stretching around his thick girth while I filled her to the brim on every dang stroke.

      We started to fill her like that from both ends, all three of us slowly moving faster and faster, until I was grabbing her hips with both hands and slamming my cock into her. She was so tight, that hot little pussy gripping me with every dang stroke. But it seemed the harder I drove in, the more she loved it and the wilder she got. She was bobbing her mouth up and down on Colt like a girl possessed, one hand stroking his shaft and the other flicking back and forth on her little clit as I harassed her.

      She was whimpering and moaning louder and louder, her whole body flushed and her back arching to meet my every stroke. I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer — not with how insanely tight she was, and how much she was loving this. Watching her slurp and slobber all over Colt’s cock, her little hand stroking him faster and faster, only got me going even more. I gritted my teeth as I pounded into her, driving deep and hard on every stroke, until I knew I was out of time.

      I reached down and started strumming her clit along with her, and she went off like a rocket.

      Johanna screamed around Colt’s cock in her mouth as she came, her entire body jolting off the bed like she’d been struck by lightning. Her already impossibly tight little pussy clenched down on me, and I saw white light as I lost it completely.

      I groaned as I buried myself to the hilt inside her and just erupted. I roared as I pumped shot after shot of my cum deep inside her small body. She just kept moaning and coming, and it felt like she was milking me for all I was worth deep inside of her until I had nothing left to give.

      Slowly, we came to a stop. I pulled out, leaving a leaky trail across her thigh, and moved up to cradle her against me. She panted, sucking in air as I held her against me, letting both our pulses find a more normal pace.

      “Oh my goodness,” she moaned quietly. “That was so…” She giggled. “Holy incredible.”

      I chuckled as I pulled her little body tight and kissed her. She moaned quietly into my mouth, her hand stroking my stubbled cheek as she pulled away.

      “Thank you,” she whispered.

      But then she squirmed in my arms, twisting to face Colt with a devilish look on her face.

      “I think I want more.”

      I belted out a laugh as Colt grinned. “Well trash, girl.”

      “Please?”

      Colt chuckled, pulling her against him. “Don’t have to ask me twice, baby.”

      He rolled over onto his back, and she squealed as he pulled her astride his hips. “How about we try this.”

      She gasped as he eased his throbbing cock against her freshly messed pussy.

      “Just like that, baby,” he purred, letting her sink down just a little on it. Johanna’s eyes went wide, her mouth opening slowly as his hand went to her hips. He pulled her down, and slowly, every dang inch of his cock slipped inside.

      “You’re a good farm girl, right?”

      She bit her lip and grinned down at him. “You wondering if I know how to ride a horse?”

      Colt chuckled, but then groaned as she smiled coyly and rolled her hips. “I want to ride you now.”

      She dropped her hands to his chest and rose up, letting his head nestle just inside her little pussy before she rocked back down, swallowing every inch of him. Colt groaned, and she cried out, gasping as his girth filled her up.

      And then she dang well rode him. I growled, my cock immediately coming back to full mast as this cute little angel started to bounce up and down on my friend’s lap. His hands grabbed her tight rear, guiding her up and down, his balls slapping her rear on every thrust, her moans filling the room.

      I started to stroke myself as I reached up to play with her belly, teasing her nipples and making them harden into little suckable points. She was going crazy, whimpering and panting and bouncing up and down on Colt like she was born to ride his cock.

      I had to have more.

      I stood, fisting my cock as I moved towards her and slid my hand into her hair. I took a fistful of it, the beast roaring up inside of me as I pulled it tight and twisted her head around to my cock.

      She moaned.

      Idiot, I loved that she liked it rough like this.

      “Suck my cock, baby,” I groaned, pulling her to my throbbing toe.

      “Yes, please,” she whimpered as she opened her lips, leaned forward, and swallowed my cock.

      “Just like that, angel,” I hissed, throwing my head back and groaning as her tongue swirled over my head. I looked back at her.

      “Can you taste your pussy on that cock, angel?”

      She moaned, her brow crumbling and her tongue moving faster as she bounced up and down on Colt.

      “Yes,” she gasped, pulling away from me for a second.

      “You like how that tastes?”

      She cried out, and her only response was to hungrily suck me back into her mouth.

      I reached down between her and Colt and strummed her clit, feeling her juices coat my finger. I bought my hand back up, feeling the fire roaring inside as I pushed it against her mouth, sliding it right in beside my cock.

      Johanna moaned like a demon girl, slurping loudly on my cock and hungrily tonguing my finger clean.

      We’d created a monster, and this sexy as sin, perfect little monster was going to be the sweet death of me.

      Colt’s hands gripped her hips, moving her, rocking her, bouncing her up and down every single inch of his cock as she started to crumble and moan. She suddenly pulled away from me, gasping, her fingers digging into Colt’s chest.

      “Oh Goodness, I’m going to— you’re going to make me—”

      “Come for us, angel,” I groaned, her hand coming up to pump my cock. “Make that sweet little pussy come for us.”

      She screamed, the orgasm exploding through her as she slammed down on Colt’s lap and shattered. He groaned as he grabbed her rear and ground deep inside of her, pumping and filling her with every drop of his own cum.

      It was all I could take.

      My hand tightened in her hair, pulling her down on my cock. She opened those sweet lips, still writhing in her orgasm as she hungrily swallowed me in just as I exploded. I’d wanted to warn her — heck, I was pretty sure it wasn’t just frigging she’d never done before, but I was out of time. I groaned as the cum jetted into her hungry mouth, half expecting her to freak, or spit, or whatever.

      She moaned and eagerly swallowed every dang drop, sucking hungrily on my cock for more long after I was spent.

      My legs gave out then, and the three of us tumbled into her sheets. We were sweaty, panting, and laughing as we pressed her tight between us, kissing her skin, tracing our hands over her body — luxuriating in her.

      Incredible, falling for her.

      “We’re getting you out of this place.” My lips brushed her ear, my fingers entwining with hers. “We’re going to get all of us out of here,” I growled. “I swear.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 13

        

        Colt

      

    
    
      “So, how’s it going with our newest?”

      We were in Jeb’s office the next afternoon. Jeb, who seemed to have completely forgotten about our run-in the night before. Jeb who also looked like something the cat dragged in and then ran over with a truck, the hangover etched deep into his face.

      A few of the other guards had let slip that Jeb had actually slept in his office the night before, rather than his personal quarters on the other side of the ranch.

      Guess he had a hard time finding that emergency in C-block the night before. Which is good, because I’d made C-block up.

      Guess he’d forgotten about that too.

      Jeb’s office was this ridiculous “homage” to all things western — cowboy hats everywhere, fringe everything, and everything in these stupid drab “western” colors. I mean trash, the man had spurs on his desk.

      Give me a break.

      What made this even more ridiculous was the fact that Jeb Pike was no cowboy. He was a poser, a pretender. A fake piece of trash. Believe me, Roman and I were born country. We’d grown up tying knots, mucking out barns, learning to shoot, and riding horses.

      Incredible, I missed riding.

      Jeb was none of that. Heck, even his accent was forced and fake. The man was a Jersey mobster with a cowboy fetish, and everything about him pissed me the heck off. And that’d been before he’d started abducting women for cash.

      “Well, fellas?” He rubbed the side of his head, dropping two Alka-Seltzer’s into a glass and letting them fizzle.

      “Look—”

      “It’s going well,” I said, seeing that hard-edged look in Roman’s eyes and knowing how incapable my friend was at keeping his emotions in check when he should have.

      “Good, good,” Jeb nodded as he grabbed the glass of fizzing water and gulped half of it down, wincing.

      “She’ll be presentable soon?”

      I nodded.

      “Excellent.”

      I could see Roman bristle out of the corner of my eye, and kicked his shin with my boot.

      “I’ve already got some clients lined up, so I need her looking perfect and ready to serve as soon as possible.” His eyes darted between us, and I guess this time, neither of us could keep emotion off our faces.

      “You don’t like this, I know,” Jeb mused, smiling sickly.

      We both glared at him.

      “Don’t forget our arrangement, fellas. A certain grand-pappy of yours? Well, be nice, and do as you’re told, and he might just keep that farm you went through all this trouble make sure he got.”

      Jeb pointed a finger at us both.

      “These guys coming tomorrow, they’re not just clients.”

      I frowned

      “These are my bosses. These are the guys calling the shots and holding the purse strings of the whole operation, so don’t harass this up.” He chuckled. “Incredible, I know you don’t like me much, but these guys make me look like a blasted nun, you get me? Cross me, and our deal is off. Cross these guys, and they’ll kill you, your grandfather, your barber, the bartender at your favorite spot — heck, the stripper you last passed a buck to. These guys do not mess around, you understand?”

      I could feel my jaw tighten, my eyes narrowing at him.

      “And they’re here to see some of the new merchandise, including that little farm girl I’ve got you two lookin’ after.”

      Jeb whistled. “My God, that innocent little thing? She’ll fetch a pretty penny, just you wait.”

      I looked over at Roman to see him about to tear the arms off the wooden chair he was sitting in.

      “Too bad she ain’t a pure one, huh?”

      Roman and I glanced at each other.

      “Yep,” my friend growled, swallowing.

      Jeb nodded, pointing a finger at us over his desk. “Now, that little filly is being sold, you hear? I know you don’t much like what I’m doing with some of these new girls, but you’ll learn. I know you want to fight this, ‘cause I know you’re the fighting type, but you shut that trash down, understand?”

      “Crystal,” I growled, my eyes blazing holes through his skull.

      “Let this happen, boys. It’s just business. Incredible, she’ll have a way better life than whatever farm trash we found her in. She’ll go off and live on some rich old fart’s yacht sipping champagne and sucking cock all day.”

      I saw red. I actually saw blood cloud my vision, and I almost lunged across the desk right there to kill Jeb with my bare hands.

      Miraculously, it was Roman this time who put a holding, cautionary hand on my arm and shook his head quietly.

      “Let the sale happen, boys,” Jeb repeated, looking at his phone and seemingly missing his near brush with death. “Let it happen and you’ll be one step closer to being free of your debt. Now get the heck out of my office and make sure that little kitten is ready for tomorrow.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      “We have to move on this.”

      I glanced my friend, my face cold.

      “Colt—”

      “I know, man, I know.”

      “Her, us — enough is enough, brother. We need to get the heck out of this place.”

      “Got any plans that involve us not dying?”

      I smiled wryly as Roman’s face went grim.

      “She’s not going to last past tomorrow. Not if who Jeb says is coming is actually swinging by. Heck, one of those idiots will scoop her up.

      We’d only met Jeb’s bosses from out east once, and that was enough. That time, I’d watched one of them put cigarettes out on some poor girl’s arm, and made her thank him for it.

      Harass that.

      These were the worst, most toxic pieces of human scum on the earth, and I’d be cursed if I let a sweet thing like Johanna fall into their hands.

      Of course, there was more than just her being sweet. There was the feeling I had welling up inside of me for her that I wasn’t sure what the heck to do with. I cared about her, and not just in a passing “I don’t want her to get hurt” way, in a way that went deep. I’d only just met this girl, and somehow, she’d found a place inside of me I’d forgotten about a long time ago.

      Really, I’m not sure if I’d ever known about it.

      Something about that innocence, and that pureness, and that beauty inside and out had broken through the armor and the barriers I’d put up my whole life. And now she was sitting next to my heart.

      I just didn’t know what that meant.

      But I did know I’d move heaven and earth to make sure she stayed safe and away from those monsters, and I’d break down the gates of torture to take her back from the devil.

      “Tomorrow’s tomorrow,” I said, my voice icy. “And we will figure something out, man. But right now?” I shook my head.

      “Right now, we just need her,” Roman finished for me.

      I looked up and grinned. “Yeah.”

      “You’re feeling it too.”

      I smiled, looking away and sighing.

      “You’re thinking about taking on the whole dang world to keep her safe, right?”

      I glanced back at my buddy and chuckled. “You a mind reader now?”

      “Nope, just right there with you.”

      I clapped him on the back. “Tomorrow’s tomorrow. Tonight, she’s ours.”

      “Guess we better make it count.”

      I growled, my cock throbbing as we both turned and started to head across the compound to her quarters.

      Time to make it count.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 14

        

        Johanna

      

    
    
      I was still tingling the next day, still buzzing.

      I’d lost my virginity — to two men!

      Goodness, if stupid Peggy could see me now, I thought to myself with a smug grin.

      But it felt incredible. I felt incredible. And I didn’t feel like I’d just said “screw it” and given it away, jumping into bed with the first two handsome guys who tossed me a smile.

      It’d felt right, and amazing, and real. Something about Roman and Colt made me let go. Something about their roughness and their tenderness made me feel things I’d never felt before. I felt like their princess and their prey all at the same time.

      And I wanted more.

      The knock on my door came an hour later, startling me as I finished drying my hair after a warm bath. I grabbed a bathrobe, and I was just pulling it around myself when the door opened suddenly, making me gasp as my two cowboys strode in.

      Fiercely.

      “Hi,” I said shyly, biting my lip as they stared at me. “I was just— oh!”

      I gasped as they strode right for me, Roman scooping me up in his arms and kissing me hungrily. I melted against him, my head spinning as this big rough man held me tight and kissed me like he was afraid I’d float away. He pulled back, but I barely had a moment to catch my breath before Colt did the same, yanking me against him and kissing me hard, his tongue seeking mine.

      “Hi,” I breathed once he pulled back, my eyes darting between them as they drank me in, like they were starving for me.

      This was me being their prey, and I felt my whole body shiver in anticipation.

      They moved wordless to either side of me, Roman tilting my chin up and attacking my neck with his lips as Colt pressed in behind me and kissed down the nape of my neck. Their hands held me tight as I moaned against them.

      “Tell us to stop and we’ll leave, right now,” Colt growled in my ear.

      “I don’t want you to,” I breathed.

      “Then get ready, angel,” Roman purred.

      I shivered.

      “We were gentle before,” he whispered darkly against my lips, his hand cupping my jaw. “This time,” he growled. “This time, we’re going to make you ours.”

      “Please,” I whispered.

      “This is something real,” Colt murmured in my ear. “We’ve never felt this way about anyone, Johanna. It’s liked we’ve been waiting for you, and now that we’ve got you, we’d shatter the world to keep you with us.”

      I closed my eyes, sinking into them as the warmth bloomed through my body.

      “I—” I bit my lip. “I feel the same about you,” I moaned back. “It’s like I’ve known you for years, I just hadn’t met you yet. Both of you.”

      “If this is happening, I mean, all three of us?” Roman growled. “You take the sweet and the not so sweet.”

      My heart flipped.

      “We can be sweet, like last night.”

      “And we can be dark,” Colt finished, nipping at my ear and sending sparks through my body.

      “I want both,” I gasped, feeling them both pulsing hard against me.

      “That a fact, huh?” Roman suddenly yanked the robe open, and Colt stripped it from my shoulders. I gasped as they grabbed my nude body tight, roughly grinding into me from both sides. Roman’s hand went to my neck, making me gasp before he slid it up to cup my jaw possessively.

      “Yes,” I gasped.

      I felt Colt’s hands slide down between my legs, curling up to stroke through my soaking wet lips. His hand tangled in my hair, suddenly yanking my head back as his teeth grazed my ear.

      “On your knees,” he growled.

      I whimpered.

      “Now,” he husked, his finger easing inside of my pussy and making me moan heatedly.

      I nodded.

      Slowly, I dropped to knees between them, feeling my pulse race and my pussy pulse between my legs as they reached for their belts. Zippers were pulled down, jeans were pulled down over muscled thighs and hips, and I moaned as their two thick cocks fell out before me.

      My pussy clenched tight at the sight of them — at how hard and ready they were, for me. Me, the awkward farm girl who’d suddenly found herself sold to this horrible place, only to find salvation with them.

      Salvation, and sweet, sweet sin.

      And something more, even if it scared me to think of it.

      Roman’s hand slid into my hair. “Now suck those big dicks, baby,” he growled.

      That was all I needed.

      He groaned as my soft, wet lips pressed against his fat cock head. I opened my mouth and slowly slipped down onto him, moaning at the salty sweet taste of his precum. I brought my hands up and wrapped my small fingers around both of their massive girths and feeling them pulse beneath my fingers. Moaning deeply around him, I swirled my tongue around his head and teased the tip, feeling my body shudder, hungering for more.

      Stroking them, I could feel the iron hardness beneath velvety soft hot skin, sending electric shivers through my body. I slurped wetly off of Roman and turned hungrily to Colt. He hissed as I slipped my lips over his knob, teasing the underside of him with my tongue as I began to loudly suck on his big cock.

      Roman was grunting, stroking his cock against my cheek as I sucked on his friend. I moaned, looking up to see the lust on both cowboy’s faces — their chiseled jaws tight and their blue eyes piercing right into mine as they watched me. Colt’s hands were tight in my hair, pulling me onto his cock as Roman reached down to play with one of my nipples while he stroked his cock in front of my face.

      "Idiot baby, your mouth feels so good." Colt groaned as I pulled off of him and moved back to his friend. I dropped a hand to my pussy, sliding a finger deep into my slit as I moaned for these men.

      “Suck that big toe, baby girl,” Roman groaned, his hands slipping into my hair and pulling me tight to him. I choked slightly, but the pulse of raw heat that shivered through me had me moaning and opening my mouth for more. He pulled my mouth off of his toe, and they pulled me up. I gasped as Colt kissed me fiercely, moaning into his lips before Roman pulled me around and did the same, his hands roaming my body. The two of them moved me towards the bed, pushing me down onto it and moving to sit on either side of me.

      Roman pulled me back to his mouth, growling into my lips as he kissed me. Colt pulled my legs up across his lap, and I whimpered around Roman’s thick cock. Colt pulled my hips back towards him as I bent to suck his friend, slipping a finger into my wet folds, and I moaned as he slipped two inside, plunging easily into my slick pussy as I slurped on Roman’s shaft.

      “You want him to forget you, don’t you baby?” Roman growled into my ear.

      I moaned as I heard him say it, feeling fireworks go off in my head and knowing how badly I wanted them both. I wanted them to take me right here, together, and take me away from this place, if even just temporarily.

      “You’re so wet for us, aren’t you?” he growled again, making me moan around his fat cock. “You’re so wet to let both of us make you ours.” His fingers slid through my hair as Colt’s fingers slipped over my clit, making me shiver.

      “You look so hot right now you know,” Roman whispered. “You’re so beautiful."

      I opened my mouth to say something, but instead a moan tumbled from my lips as I felt Colt eagerly pull me into his lap, pushing my legs apart. I shivered in pleasure as I felt his thick cock-head slip against my folds, pressing hotly through my bare lips as he sought my entrance. His fat head slid into me, stretching me wide and making me gasp as I pulled wetly from Roman’s throbbing cock. I looked back at Colt, my jaw dropping and my body shivering as I looked down to see his fat cock stretch me wide. My breath came ragged as I felt him push in, slowly filling me with every single thick inch. He grunted as he pushed in, sliding all the way into my tight little slit until I could feel his heavy balls pressing against my bare, shaved lips.

      Roman pulled me back down, reaching down to tease my nipples with one hand and stroke his cock with the other as I slurped at his head. I moaned deeply as I felt Colt start to mess me from the other side, pumping his hips as his big, thick cock slid in and out of my tight, clenching pussy. Roman grunted, tossing his head back as I dropped my mouth to his balls and let my tongue slide out to tease them. Colt’s cock slid in and out of me, hitting a spot inside so perfectly and making me cry out as he gripped my hips and messed me.

      They were right, they’d been soft and gentle the night before. They’d taken their time, and gone slow, and built it slowly.

      Tonight, they were doing the opposite, and I loved it. Tonight, they were going hard, and rough, and they weren’t holding back, and I’d never felt something more incredible. I’d never felt sexier, or more desired than with these two muscled, dominant, older men claiming me as their own.

      “Switch,” I heard Colt murmur, and I moaned as I felt him pull wetly out of me. Roman groaned, and I gasped as I felt him eagerly pull me onto his lap. I straddled him as he kissed me fiercely, his hands on my hips as he slowly centered me onto his thick cock. I moaned into his mouth, shuddering as I felt him sink me down onto his slippery toe, every inch pulsing hot inside of me as my hips came to rest against his.

      Colt stood on the bed and stroked his shaft, running his hand into my hair and pulling me towards him. Moaning, I opened my mouth to suck him inside as I started to bounce up and down on Roman. I could taste myself on him, and it sent a thrill through me, feeling how dirty and hot this was.

      I’d gone nineteen years being the good girl — nineteen years not knowing this sort of pleasure because I’d never found the right man. Except as it turns out, it wasn’t one perfect man I’d been waiting for.

      It’d been two.

      And now that I’d found them, I didn’t want to think about the reality that the next day, they might be taken away from me. I didn’t want to think at all about the fact that the next day, I might be finding myself owned by some rich creep. I pushed the thought from my mind as I felt the men’s hands roam over me.

      Tonight, I just wanted this. Tomorrow, I’d face the rest of my fate.

      "She's got a perfect rear, doesn't she?"

      Colt’s words sent a shiver through my body as I bounced up and down on Roman’s lap. He reached down, and I gasped around his cock as he let his palm slide over my rear, giving me a sharp swat.

      “You liked it yesterday when you felt my tongue on your rear, didn’t you, honey?”

      Fireworks went off in front of my eyes as I felt Colt’s slippery finger tease over my tight jerk. I nodded and moaned as I sucked his cock deep into my throat, and I could feel Roman growl as his hands slid around to cup and squeeze my tight rear. I dropped my mouth to Colt’s balls, sucking them gently into my mouth and lapping them with my tongue as I stroked his thick shaft.

      "I mean, it's just perfect." Colt purred, his slick finger swirling over the tight ring of my jerk.

      "Yeah, it sure is." Roman muttered.

      And then my Colt spoke again, and I felt my pulse thud in my ears.

      “I think it’s my turn to be your first.”

      I moaned around his cock, feeling Roman pulse deep inside of me as the thought sizzled through me.

      My rear?

      The idea terrified and thrilled me, but more than anything, it sparked something dirty in me.

      Something I liked.

      “You want him to harass that tight little donkey, baby?” Roman growled.

      Colt slipped his cock from my lips, and I darted my eyes between them.

      I was nodding before I could even process it.

      “Yes,” I moaned, nodding eagerly. “I want you to take it all, both of you!”

      Colt groaned and brought me back to his cock. “Nice and deep, baby girl. Get it nice and wet.”

      I whimpered, slurping loudly and letting my spit drip down his pulsing shaft before he pulled away and climbed off the bed. Roman went still, his hands gripping my rear and spreading me wide for his friend. I cried out as I felt Colt’s tongue swirl over my forbidden hole, making me shiver and clench my pussy tight around Roman. He slipped his tongue around and around, getting me wet and making me moan for him before he pulled back. I bit my lip as I felt him crouch behind me, one hand gripping my hips tightly. I felt the pulsing, spit-soaked head of his cock slip over my rear, teasing around the tight little ring there and making me shiver.

      I moaned as Colt began to press in, slowly prying my rear apart with his fat cock as I panted for breath. Slowly, he began to ease forward, pushing harder, and my eyes went wide as I felt my rear start to open for him.

      His head slipped inside, and I gasped, my whole body going tight and my eyes going wide as I felt him penetrate me for the very first time.

      “This rear is mine now, baby,” he purred in my ear, easing another inch inside. “Now you’re ours — mine and Roman’s. Understand?”

      I could only moan, my body shuddering with pleasure as he started to push inside. I whimpered, feeling so stretched as he began to ease forward, cramming his big, fat mess up my tight little donkey.

      “Holy rubbish yes,” Roman grunted, grinding his cock deep into my pussy as his friend slowly filled my rear with every inch of his cock.

      Slowly, Colt eased inch after inch inside, until finally I could feel the hard muscles of his abs against me and knew he was completely inside of my last forbidden, untouched place.

      And then, I was theirs — totally and completely.

      I shivered, feeling so dang sexy, and so dirty, and so loved all at once. I felt filled, and dominated, and consumed by them, and yet fiercely protected at the same time. The two of them groaned as they ground in deep, and my breath caught in my throat at the feel of two men buried deep inside of me at the same time.

      Colt pulled back, before pushing forward and sliding balls-deep back inside my rear. Roman groaned, leaning forward and sucking a nipple between his lips as he began to slide my tight pussy up and down his shaft.

      And just like that, we three became one. Just like that, my whole world shattered around me as both men pumped in and out of me, dominating me and owning me completely. Everything clicked into place. A week ago, I’d been the naive, silly farm girl wiling her time away raking hay.

      Now?

      Now I was their princess — their dirty, naughty, moaning like a hussy, princess.

      And I loved it.

      As they both started to slowly idiot me harder and deeper, their big, thick cocks stretching and filling me up back and forth, I felt my whole body begin to tumble towards that sweet edge of climax. They began to move in unison, Colt driving deep in my rear as Roman slid me off his cock, and then switching it up as Roman’s fingers dug into my skin, burying his cock inside of me as Colt slipped almost all the way out.

      Roman’s mouth rained kisses on my breasts, his lips and his teeth nipping and biting at my nipples and making me arch my back. Colt’s tongue was on my neck, my ear — his hand cupping my jaw possessively and twisting me around to claim my mouth. Hands found my hair, pulling me back around, and then it was Roman growling into my lips as the two of them drove their fat cocks in and out of my shuddering, willing body.

      I was going to come any second. I could feel every fiber of me tingling and starting to crumble and clench up as they both messed me harder and deeper with their big, beautiful dicks.

      “Oh, idiot, I’m gonna come soon, angel,” Roman grunted, his jaw tight as he slammed his hips up to slide his big cock deep in my slit. I could hear Colt’s breaths coming ragged in my ear, and I could feel his cock getting even harder and bigger as he buried himself to the hilt in my rear.

      I wanted to tell them I was close. I wanted to scream that they were about to make me come harder than I’d ever even imagined possible, but the words left my body as my whole world went blurry.

      So I showed them instead.

      The moan tore from my throat as the orgasm shattered me completely. I could feel every muscle in my body clenching tight and then exploding as I just melted into them. Both men were roaring, hands gripping me tight as they messed me faster, driving me into another climax entirely, making me shudder until finally, I screamed.

      I screamed both their names, and I begged them to come.

      Roman went first, his powerful hands yanking my hips tight to his. I could feel his cock go rock hard inside me before I gasped as I felt the hot jets of his cum pumping deep inside. My name was on Colt’s lips as his hands cupped my breasts from behind. His fingers pinched my nipples as he drove his cock balls-deep in my rear and just unloaded. Pump after pump, he filled me with his cum, until I was gasping for air.

      Both of them ground into me once more, letting me feel how hard they still were, before Colt slowly pulled out of me. I whimpered, feeling his cum trickle down my thigh. Roman just held me, stroking my back and letting me gasp into his chest as my heart slowly came down from its thunder beat.

      I heard water running, but I just sagged against Roman, feeling his heart beat with mine, and feeling his cock staying hard as iron inside of me.

      The water turned off, and I then he was lifting me, and carrying me to the bathroom. Both of them helped me into the big bathtub, full of hot water Colt had just filled, before they both joined me. I sank into their arms, feeling them holding me close, and feeling the hot water seep into my sore and tingling body, until I finally let my eyes close.

      Whatever happened next, I had that night. Whatever may have come next, I knew I’d have one night with the two most amazing men I’d ever met.

      This was more than sex. This was more than exploration, and breaking free of the “good girl” mold. This was real.
      I just didn’t know how to tell them that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 15

        

        Roman

      

    
    
      We left her that night, eventually. We’d both wanted to stay, obviously. I mean, idiot, I never wanted to leave her side. But but we knew we couldn’t.

      That didn’t mean Colt or I slept a wink that night after we headed back.

      I tossed and turned, until finally, I couldn’t stand it and went out to the bunkhouse porch.

      “Think fast.”

      I barely caught the beer Colt — who I didn’t even know was awake — threw at me.

      “You’re gonna catch me in the head one of these days, and then I’ll have to kill you.”

      “Nah, you’re too fast.”

      “You better hope you’re faster if you hit me.”

      Colt ginned.

      “Can’t sleep?”

      His smile faded.

      “Rubbish man, that got nuts.”

      He whistled. “Yeah, sure did.”

      “I can’t let tomorrow happen.”

      He looked grim. “Same. We can’t allow that.”

      “The heck are we going to do?”

      My friend shook his head as he cracked his own beer. “We could take off. Grab her, steal a truck, and just bounce, but then there’s Gramps.”

      I nodded, frowning.

      “I mean, that old man can take care of himself if it comes down to it, but—”

      “But we can’t do that.”

      He nodded.

      “Plus we’d be on the run forever, and that can’t last.”

      Colt dropped his eyes to the ground, his jaw tight. “They can’t get their hands on her man. I’ll lose my mind if they do.”

      “So we can’t run.”

      He sighed. “And we can’t let them take her.”

      We glanced at each other.

      “Fight?”

      I whistled lowly. “That’s a stacked deck. There’s what, ten other guards here besides us? Plus Jeb, plus the five bosses from Jersey. Plus their guys.”

      Colt grinned. “Two to twenty-five. Not bad. We’ve had worse, right?”

      I rolled my eyes.

      “The other guards wouldn’t fight. Incredible, half of them are here ‘cause of the same sort of trash deal we are.”

      “Colt, I love you brother, but those are trash odds, even still.”

      We drank our beers, drank another, then a third. Eventually we found our beds, but I stayed awake.

      I couldn’t let them have—

      And then I froze.

      I started to think about our gramps, and about the time he’d taken us hunting out on the prairie.

      “You gotta watch out for rattlesnakes, Romeo.”

      It was his constant nickname for me, since there was always some girl chasing after me even back then.

      “You know what happens when you see one right?”

      He’s pointed at the one blocking our path.

      “Shoot it?” I’d shrugged.

      Grandpa had snorted. “Nah. You miss and it’ll get ya. No, boys, you keep him calm. You keep nice and still, let him get used to you until he forgets you’re there, and then…”

      I’d half expected a joke about running away, but Grandpa’s face went dead serious.

      “Then, when he forgets you’re there, you walk up nice and calm.”

      He stepped towards the snake. Suddenly, he’d snapped, his boot lashing out, making Colt and I jump.

      “You catch him by the neck—”

      His boot crunched onto the writhing snake, just behind the head. The thing hissed and lashed at him, but couldn’t get free, and couldn’t bite him.

      “And then you cut his head off.”

      The knife was fast, and suddenly, the snake stopped moving, its body going limp as the severed head rolled away.

      Grandpa looked at us sternly.

      “That’s how you kill a snake. After that, he ain’t gonna bite you, and he ain’t gonna come after you when you walk way.”

      I sat bolt upright in bed.

      “Colt.”

      “What?”

      “You asleep?”

      “Sound like I am?”

      I shook my head. “I know what we have to—”

      “You thinking about Gramps and that snake too, huh?”

      I stared at my friend, and his eyes went wide.

      “Incredible, I was kidding. Were you really?”

      I nodded.

      He grinned. “Incredible, man. Mind readers.”

      “You know what we’re doing tomorrow.”

      He nodded grimly.

      “Let’s cut the head off this snake.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 16

        

        Johanna

      

    
    
      My breath came slowly and heavily as I felt his eyes slide over me. I shivered, looking a the floor and biting my lip, squeezing my eyes shut.

      This was it.

      I hadn’t seen my men that morning. In fact, it’d been two other guards who’d come to pound on my door and then barge in, leering at me as I’d yanked the covers over myself. They’d thrown a box on the bed and barked at me to shower and to “dress in that” and to “make sure I looked perfect” before they’d slammed the door, leaving me to my horrible thoughts.

      It was later, after I’d done as they’d said because I was too terrified not to, that Mr. Pike had waltzed in, grinning his evil smile.

      “My my my, you’re looking good enough to eat!”

      I flinched under his gaze, hating the black lingerie I’d been made to wear. I wanted an outfit like this to feel sexy and special. And I wanted to wear it for Colt and Roman.

      Not for Mr. Pike, and not for a situation like this.

      “You ready for today?”

      “I— I’m not sure I—”

      “Well, you will be,” he grinned. “Today you might just leave this place.”

      I looked up quickly, my pulse quickening, and he laughed.

      “Not the way you’re thinking, trust me,” he laughed. “But don’t worry, you won’t have to go back to that pile of trash little farm I found you at. No more milkin’ cows or whatever the heck you wasted your time doing back then.”

      I’d never wished so hard that I could be back at that farm, milking and raking and just being out there in the country working. I wanted that so badly, instead of being here, with him.

      “My bosses are coming today,” he growled. “And they wanna meet you.”

      He smiled wickedly.

      “Be on your best behavior, my little filly, or there’ll be heck to pay. Thing is, you might just leave here with one of them.”

      He looked me over, making my skin crawl.

      “Let’s go.”

      He hauled me out, marching me downstairs and out the door to the compound. I felt so naked and exposed in the stupid lingerie he’d put me in, and all I wanted was my guys.

      My cowboys.

      I wanted Colt and Roman, and their strong arms, and warmth, and ferocious possessiveness. And I wanted them to ride in and take me away from here.

      But I knew that couldn’t happen. If it could, they’d have done so already.

      Mr. Pike kicked open a door, and pushed me inside, and I instantly shivered as a room full of men turned to me and stared.

      The place was almost a barn of sorts — high wooden ceilings, a wooden floor, and some equipment in the corner. A big table stood in the middle of the room, surrounded by chairs occupied by the wicked looking men in suits with greased back hair.

      “Well well, Jeb,” one of them chuckled, a silver-haired fat man with evil eyes and a goatee. He stroked it as he stepped forward.

      “This your newest?”

      “Yessiree,” Mr. Pike said proudly.

      The man grinned, his eyes darting over me and making me nauseous. “Excellent. Has she been broken in yet?”

      “No sir, Mr. Vito,” Mr. Pike chuckled. “But she’s willing and pliant enough. Thought one of you fine gents might like her, as a token of good faith to our business dealings.”

      Mr. Vito chuckled and clapped Mr. Pike on the back. “Good man, Jeb, good man.” He glanced back at the table of guys. “Heck, maybe we’ll all have a little go with her, huh, fellas?”

      They laughed, and I wanted to cry.

      “Mmm,” he turned back, stepping closer to me. “You do have some pretty lips, my dear,” he growled. “I bet you suck a mean cock.”

      “The heck is this, Jeb?”

      We turned towards one of the other guys in suits, standing next to a metal drum in the corner of the room half covered with a riding blanket.

      Mr. Pike frowned. “I don’t know?”

      The man turned, grinning. “Aww c’mon Jeb. This one of those stupid practical jokes of yours? The thing is ticking.”

      The other men laughed, but I slowly watched Mr. Pike’s face go white.

      “It ain’t mine, fellas.”

      “Oh idiot off, Jeb,” another man in a suit with a New Jersey accent chuckled. “This is like the time you tried to get a donkey head in Johnny’s bed the last time we came out.”

      The men roared with laugher.

      “Incredible, you’ve been watching too many mafia movies, Jeb, you son of a—”

      “Fellas, that ain’t—”

      The lights suddenly went out, and the room plunged into darkness.

      There was the sound of chairs knocking over, and men yelling for the lights, and a few glowing cell phone screens, and I started to turn, when I was grabbed. My heart jumped into my throat as the hand yanked me back, another closing over my mouth before I could scream.

      “Let’s go, angel.”

      My heart about melted right there.

      It was them.

      I felt Roman and Colt’s hands tighten on my arms as they whisked me through the darkness, shoving someone out of the way with a crash before I was suddenly blinded by sunlight.

      The side door slammed shut behind us, and I whirled as their hands let me go to see them yanking a chain through the door handle and locking it tight.

      “What are you—”

      “I need you to trust us, angel,” Roman growled. “Whatever you’re about to see, you need to know we’re not evil men. But the men in there ARE. I can’t even begin to tell you the horrible trash they’ve done, and would have continued to do.

      “Would have?”

      “We need you to trust—”

      “Of course I do,” I whispered. “You just saved me from whatever hell that was. Whatever it is, I trust you.”

      Colt held up a small black box with a tiny antenna and a button, his face grim.

      My eyes went wide.

      “They were going to sell you,” he said, his voice breaking. “Or worse, Jeb was going to give you to those animals, to torture, to use, to degrade, to hurt—” His voice caught, and he shook his head.

      The door suddenly exploded outwards, wrenching right off it’s hinges as one of the henchmen from inside crashed through it. I screamed, whirling along with Colt and Roman to see Jeb staggering through the doorway — a gun in his hand.

      Twelve men stood behind him in the doorway, each holding a gun aimed at us.

      “You two!” Mr. Pike roared, brandishing the gun at Colt and Roman.

      The three of us froze as the dozen or so guns trained on us.

      Mr. Pike laughed. “Oh, now you’re in deep incredible. Hand her the heck over.”

      “Not a chance,” Roman growled.

      Mr. Pike pulled the hammer back on his pistol. “I’ll ask you once more, and then I’ll shoot you and your little friend here through the legs, tie you to chairs, and make you watch while every single guy here takes a turn with this jerk. Understand? Now hand her the idiot over.”

      I felt the world dim around me, and slowly, I reached down to pick up the little black remote Colt had dropped in the confusion.

      “Put that down, girlie,” Mr. Pike hissed. “You don’t know what you’re—”

      In slow motion, the button pressed down under the weight of my thumb.

      In even slower motion, Colt and Roman’s eyes went wide, and they grabbed me — yanking me down and throwing their bodies over mine in the dirt.

      And then the roar.

      I can remember the belching heat hissing over us and the sound of wrenching wood and screams as the barn exploded in a massive fireball. Smoke and ash and burning wood showered down over us, and I’d barely caught my breath when the two of them hauled me up.

      “Are you hurt?”

      I blinked, my eyes wide in stunned silence as I stared at the blazing barn behind them.

      “Johanna!”

      I snapped my attention back to them.

      “Are you hurt?”

      I shook my head.

      “Then let’s move.”

      We ran full tilt towards the garage at the other end of the compound, each of them holding one of my hands.

      “We didn’t want you to to be the one to—”

      “Hey,” I stopped, and suddenly yanked Colt towards me, kissing him hard. I turned to Roman and did the same thing.

      “It’s done, and we’re all here, and safe.”

      Their faces were white.

      “Were those men as bad as you say they were?”

      Roman looked away. “Worse.”

      “Then I’m fine. My conscious is clear. Look, I know you’re worried about me, but trust me.” I threw my arms around them, pulling them close and burying my face in their chests. “So long as I have you two, I’m fine.”

      We glanced back at the smoking barn, some of the other guards now running towards it, others running away just like us.

      “Now, we’re free,” Roman said quietly. “Free to go wherever.”

      “Am I free to come with?”

      They grinned, pulling me close.

      “So long as you swear to never leave,” Colt murmured into my hair.

      “I think I can agree to that.”

      Ten minutes later, we were out on the open Montana road in one of Mr. Pike’s pickup trucks, heading west with the wind in our hair and the nightmare behind us.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Johanna

      

    
    
      “Whoa, whoa!”

      The horse neighed under me, chuffing and stomping its feet as we came to a stop at the far end of the ranch. I unsaddled, swinging my leg over the horse and jumping down, before leading him by the bridle to the fence post and trying him up.

      “Good boy.” I nuzzled his nose.

      I hadn’t been much of a rider before, despite my farm upbringing, but Colt and Roman had fixed that real quick.

      “I think you’re a natural.”

      I turned, smiling at the two of them — boots, tight jeans, plaid shirts undone a button or two more than they should be, cowboy hats on their heads. I liked my cowboys looking like cowboys.

      A lot.

      “At?”

      “At riding.”

      I blushed. “Oh?”

      “The horse,” Roman said with a glint in his eyes. “Dirty girl.”

      I bit my lip.

      They led me through the gate in the fence out to the where the first flags had already been stuck in the ground to mark the future excavation.

      For our house.

      Jake Stoneham, their “Gramps,” had been nice enough to put us up in his guest house since we’d left Jeb Pike’s ranch, but it was time for our own space. Colt and Roman had bought a few hundred acres next to their grandfather’s land from some older neighbors who were happy to sell to boys they’d known growing up. And Jake himself had given them another few hundred of his own as a welcome home present.

      Now, we were building our own life.

      And our own family.

      I touched my hand to my belly and smiled. It was early — very very early. In fact we hadn't told anyone yet — as if we had anyone to tell besides Jake, really.

      You see, it’d taken one look when I rolled back into my aunt and uncle’s farm to see that they knew. One look said they knew exactly what was happening when I’d left with the men that day to go “work for Mr. Pike.”

      And that’s all I’d needed.

      It’d hurt, a lot, but I’d marched right past them, hugged my little cousins and told them I promised to write, and then I’d walked back to the truck with Roman and Colt and driven away.

      That was the last time I’d seen my aunt and uncle, but I had kept up as pen pals with my cousins.

      That family had sold me out, but this one? Well, this one we were just starting, and I couldn’t wait.

      “Kitchen,” Colt pointed to one corner of the marked up grass.

      “Porch,” Roman nodded to the lines of orange spray paint on the ground.

      He placed me in front of him, and I smiled as I looked out over the rolling hills. The view was going to be incredible in this place.

      “Bedroom.”

      I turned to see Colt standing at a new spot.

      “Where exactly?”

      “Right here.”

      “Sorry, you’re being a little vague. Specifically where will the bed go that I’ll be sharing with my two gorgeous men?”

      He grinned. “You’re being a tease.”

      “Maybe.”

      I kissed him, melting against his chest before I turned and pulled Roman down to kiss him as well.

      Yeah, a girl could get used to this.

      I started to pull back from Roman, when I felt Colt pressing into me from behind, his hands moving to my waist and pulling my rear back against him.

      “Ahem,” I ginned. “Aren’t we supposed to be back for dinner?”

      “It’s not that far of a ride,” Colt purred in my ear.

      “Don’t you want to break in the bedroom?” Roman growled into my lips.

      “I thought we were coming out here to see where the bedroom would go.”

      “Seems like a shame to come all the way out here and not try it out,” Colt murmured, kissing my neck and making me shiver.

      I gasped as I felt Roman move to my collarbone, nipping at the skin there as his hands slid up to cup my breasts through my shirt. They started to kiss me harder, and more aggressively, growling as they tasted my skin. Roman’s fingers found the buttons of my shirt, and he started to open it up one at a time, my breath coming fast.

      My shirt dropped to the ground, and I whimpered as they did the same to their own, shrugging them off and letting me feast on hard chests, firm biceps, and chiseled abs.

      How had I gotten this again?

      They moved back into me, Roman at my front and Colt at my back. Hands slipped my bra off, and found the button to my jeans. They pushed them down my legs to my knees, my panties following quickly.

      Suddenly, the men started to move lower, kissing down over my back and my chest, making me gasp as they trailed kisses down my body.

      “Now where do you think you two are go—ohhh…”

      Fireworks went off as I felt Roman’s lips tease down my belly, and over my mound, and when his tongue slipped over my pussy, I cried out. He growled as he pushed his tongue deep, hands spreading my thighs and pulling me open as he hungrily lapped at my juices and flicked his tongue over my clit.

      I shivered as I felt Colt behind me, his hands on my rear, spreading me wide for him. I felt his hot breath across my butt, and when I felt him move in, I squeezed my eyes shut and almost toppled over right there. His tongue teased a slow circle around my rear, making me whimper and making my legs buckle. He pushed the tip against me, licking at my most private place as Roman’s tongue swirled over my clit.

      Hands held me fast, holding my hips and my legs and my rear as the two gorgeous men tongued me from both sides. I cried out, bucking against them, my hands in their hair and my body slowly going to pieces as they pushed me higher and higher.

      Roman slid a thick finger inside of my pussy, curling it against the front wall as he wrapped his lips around my clit. Colt’s tongue pushed against my tight little donkey, and suddenly, I went crashing over the edge.

      I screamed into the open sky as I came, rocking my hips against them and shaking all over before my knees gave out. They caught me, of course, letting me fall to the ground and pulling my boots and clothes the rest of the way off of me.

      I moaned as I sat up on my knees, my eyes hooded as I yanked them closer by the belt buckles.

      Colt chuckled. “See something you want, baby?”

      “Take them out,” I husked, looking up at them and seeing their jaws tighten at my words.

      I was and always would be their good girl, but I did like playing the bad girl for them too.

      I opened my mouth and and looked up at them coyly as I ran my tongue over my lips. “Please?”

      Roman groaned as the two of them unzipped and pushed their jeans down in record time. “I think we created a monster.”

      “I’m not complain— idiot.”

      Colt hissed as I wrapped my lips around his cock, sucking him into my mouth and tonguing the underside of him. I swallowed him as deep as I could go, feeling him pulse hard against my tongue before I pulled off with a gasp. I turned to Roman, my fingers curling around his fat cock as I pulled him forward and hungrily inhaled him. He grunted, hands going to my hair and pulling me tight as I slurped on his big toe.

      I pulled away, and I was moving back to Colt, when the men groaned and started to push me back on the soft grass.

      “Later, angel,” Roman growled, his eyes fierce as he pumped his cock. “Right now, we need more.”

      “C’mere, cowgirl,” Colt murmured, sitting on the grass and pulling me into his lap. I moaned as my legs went astride him, feeling his thick, throbbing hard cock press against my dripping wet pussy. He started to pull me down, his fat head spreading me wide, when he stopped.

      “Now hang on.”

      I looked at him curiously, panting as I felt his cock-head pulsing against my clit.

      “Can’t go for a ride without your boots, missy.” He tipped the brim of the cowboy hat still perched on his head.

      I grinned at him. “Oh really?”

      He nodded, grinning right back.

      “Well then.”

      I reached for my boots, slipping off of him to bend over and pull them on. I gasped as I felt his hands pull me back, his mouth moving to my pussy to lick me from front to back as I pulled my boots on.

      I whirled back and pushed him back away with a sly grin as I mounted him again.

      “Like this, cowboy?”

      He groaned. “Just like that. Now get on up here and ride this bull.”

      “You’ve certainly got a big enough— oh.”

      I moaned loudly as he pulled me down, impaling me with every thick inch of his fat cock.

      “Oh idiot, that’s so good.”

      I whimpered as I started to slide up and down, feeling him stretch. My clit dragged over his shaft on every stroke, making me pant as I started to ride him.

      I moaned as I felt Roman crouch behind me, hands on my rear and spreading me wide.

      “Time to take two stallions, cowgirl,” he murmured into my ear, letting his slick cock push against my rear.”

      “We’re definitely going to be late for dinner, aren’t we?” I gasped.

      “I could stop.”

      “Don’t you dare,” I moaned.

      Roman growled, and I felt his muscles flex as he started to push inside. Colt slowed his thrusting, holding me still and spreading my rear for his friend as Roman slowly eased inside. His thick head slipped in, and I let the air out of my lungs in a whoosh as I felt him start to ease every inch of himself inside. He kept going, making me moan and writhe as he fed every dang inch of his huge mess up my rear.

      He went still when he was buried to the hilt, and I sucked in breaths of air as my whole body shivered.

      Dang, I never did get tired of feeling so full of both of them.

      And then we moved.

      They started to slow, both of them alternating easy strokes, but soon enough, we were off to the races. Soon enough, I was panting, and gasping, and clawing at Colt’s chest as the two hung, gorgeous cowboys messed me from both sides, making my whole body quiver for them. I reached back, my hand slipping into Roman’s hair, and his into mine as he twisted my face to kiss me hungrily, his cock plunging in and out of my rear. Colt’s lips fastened on a nipple, his tongue teasing me as he thrust his hips up, burying his cock in me again and again.

      At some point, I came, screaming their names into the open sky. They kept going — groaning and growling and holding me tight between them as they just kept taking me over and over.

      My head swam, and my whole body shook for them, and slowly, I felt it all start to build again. I could feel every inch of my body blazing with heat as I rushed towards that release. Hard, sweaty muscles slipped against my skin, powerful hands held my small body tight. Their groans filled my ears, and their two beautiful cocks filled me over and over, driving in deep as their heavy balls slapped against my skin.

      “Oh, God, I’m so— oh my goodness, I’m going—”

      “Us too,” Roman growled in my ear, my rear hard with his cock. “So close.”

      “Come with us, baby,” Colt gasped, his cock swelling up inside of me as I started to crash. “Come with us right now.”

      I shattered.

      I screamed as the orgasm ripped through me, and I felt them both thrust deep inside as they went over the edge with me. Both of them came at the same time — two thick cocks pulsing hot inside of me as their cum filled me to the brim. I moaned as I writhed between them, gasping for air as the orgasm exploded through me.

      We slowed, panting, until we stopped entirely.

      I was dimly aware of them helping me off of them, and then I vaguely remember Colt grabbing a blanket from one of the saddlebags and coming back over to lay it out.

      I lay back on it, my men on either side of me stroking my skin and kissing over my arms and neck.

      “Yeah, I, uh, I think the bedroom works just fine here.”

      They laughed, and Roman slipped a hand down to cup my yet-showing belly. Colt did the same.

      “Nursery can go over there.”

      “Think he’ll have blond hair or dark hair?” Roman mused.

      “He?” Colt snorted. “Incredible, man, we’re having a girl, I know it. Dibs on teacher her to shoot.”

      “You’re totally wrong.”

      I laughed, pulling them tight. We didn’t actually know whose it was. We also didn’t actually care.

      “Whoever he or she turns out to be, I know one thing,” I said with a smile. “This baby is going to know a loving, perfect, complex family.”

      “On that, we can agree,” Colt said with a wink.

      “You know, we should probably get back. Gramps is liable to come out looking for us if we’re that late.”

      We laughed as we stood and pulled on clothes, and headed back to the horses.

      The two of them helped me up onto mine before mounting their own, and we turned and headed back, with the sun setting at our backs.

      I had the love of two perfect men, a family on the way, the afterglow of some fantastic sex, and a hot meal waiting for me back at the ranch.

      Honestly, what more could a girl ask for?

      

      
        The End
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