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            Double the Ache

          

          by Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Amelia Green is relocating across the country to be the new physical therapist for her dad's NFL team. She’s ready for the change of scenery, but she’s unprepared for the two hulking football players who want to make her theirs.

      Wes and Dean have been inseparable since the day they met. They even went to the same college and were drafted to the same team. They’ve known their whole lives that they wanted one woman to share. And the day they lay eyes on Amelia they know she’s the one.

      Warning: These guys are over the top but head over heels for the one they love. This ménage is filled with double the alphas, double the possession, and double the ache. Come play with us!
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      To the NFL…

      thanks for all the spank bank material.
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          Amelia

        

      

    

    
      “That’s jailbait.”

      My eyes open at the sound of a deep male voice that’s rich like dark chocolate. Goosebumps break out across my skin and momentarily I forget where I am. I blink a few times and see two enormous men filling all the space in front of me. My heart stops for a second when I realize who it is I’m looking at, then it begins to pound so hard I wonder if they can hear it. They’re both standing over me, so I sit up straight and wipe my mouth in case I was drooling while I slept. Embarrassment floods me and I try to turn away from them so they can’t see it written all over my face. After a second I look back and try to keep my tongue from hanging out of my mouth.

      Wes is the bigger of the two and his eyes are hard and unreadable. I glance at Dean, who’s smiling, with mischief in his eyes. After a moment of silence, Dean slaps Wes on the back. “You’re scaring the little thing.”

      I stare at both of them, unable to find words. These are two men I’ve dreamed about meeting since they got drafted to the NFL a couple of years ago. Everyone knows who they are and I’ve been dying to meet them since they signed with my dad’s team. I’d been so busy the last few years with college that I never got a chance to fly out and see a game. I knew my dad would have introduced me in a heartbeat if I’d asked. Being super shy was another reason I’d put off going to one of the games. I was worried I’d get tongue tied, which clearly just happened. I can’t believe this is how I’m meeting them. This was not how I’d planned it out in my head. I knew I’d be meeting them soon. Just not this soon.

      My hand flies to my hair and I pat it to make sure it’s not a wild mess. I bet I look a slob. I’m going to kill my dad when I see him. Some warning would have been nice.

      Dean pushes Wes towards a seat that’s right across from mine, then takes the seat next to him. More players trickle onto the plane, and they throw me questioning glances. I’m sure they’re wondering why I’m here. Coach Barnes gets on the plane with a phone pressed to his ear. He gives me a chin lift of acknowledgement before he goes back to yelling at whoever’s on the line. He’s the only one I know on the team anymore.

      My dad told me the team plane would be making a stop in New York on the way back to Vegas, and I needed to be on it. I hadn’t realized he meant it would be stopping to pick up the team from their last game of the season. I’m a dummy for not putting two and two together, but I’ve been running on nothing but caffeine for the last few days getting ready for my move to Vegas.

      If I had known, I wouldn’t look like I do at the moment. My eyes drop down to my lap and I curse myself for wearing pink velvet joggers and a loose-fitting crop top sweatshirt that hangs off one shoulder. God knows what my hair looks like right now, and I don’t have a speck of makeup on. Not that I wear a ton to begin with, but if I’d known the two men who star in all of my fantasies were going to be across from me at this very moment, I would have put on a little lip gloss.

      When I sneak a peek up at them through my lashes I see they’re both still staring at me. Wes is scowling and Dean is smiling like he’s got a secret. Jesus Christ, how am I going to survive this for six hours?

      Someone steps into my line of sight and I look up to see Nelson, one of the team’s star reserves, standing there. His eyes roam over me before a smirk forms on his lips. I’m sure that melts most girls, but my mind is still on two guys in front of me.

      “And who might you be?” he asks. His voice is smooth and sweet, and it’s clear he’s flirting with me. Nelson is well known for being a ladies’ man, and every time I see interviews with him he’s always cocky, but funny at the same time.

      “She’s none of your fucking business,” I hear Wes growl, and it makes the hairs on my arm stand up.

      “Move your ass, Nelson,” Dean adds, and there’s an edge to his voice.

      Nelson shakes his head, not even looking at them. His eyes are still on me, but I want him to move, too. He’s blocking my view of Wes and Dean, and though I might not be able to find the words to talk to them at this moment, I want to be able to look.

      “Is that seat taken?” he asks me, nodding to the empty seat next to me. He makes a move to sit down, then yells out as hands land on his shoulders.

      “Don’t make me repeat myself,” Wes warns.

      My eyes shift between all three of them as the air around us feels thicker.

      “You know how much Wes likes pounding the shit out of people, Nelson. Don’t push it. It’ll take five of us to get him off you, and I need your ass next week. So why don’t you go take a seat in the back and keep your ass and your head on the same body,” Dean says with a smile on his face.

      Nelson jerks out of the hold they have on him and he turns to look at them. Before he walks away he glances at me and then back to them. “Really?” he asks, raising an eyebrow in question.

      “Move,” they say in unison.

      Nelson lets out a bark of laughter. “Never thought I’d see the day.” He shakes his head and finally moves on down the plane towards the back. Dean and Wes sit back in their seats, visibly relaxing.

      I grab my book out of my bag on the floor and pretend to read. Neither Wes nor Dean say anything, but I can feel their eyes on me as the seconds tick by. I’d been dying to meet them since my dad signed them to the team, and here I am trying with every inch of my body to ignore the dynamic duo.

      The two of them signed on together, both declaring that they wouldn’t go anywhere without the other. After I heard that story I read as much about them as possible. Dean was a good old boy, born and raised on a farm in Idaho. His father was a retired quarterback who was in the Hall of Fame. Dean looks to be hot on his father’s heels to do the same. Everything about his life is All-American.

      Wes came from the wrong part of town and lost his parents at a young age. But he had a raw talent that came out of nowhere and he’s been a beast since he set foot on the field. He and Dean were best friends growing up and Dean’s parents took him in. At least that’s what I found online. They’re pretty much brothers, which makes some of the rumors about them seem a little odd.

      It’s been said they are lovers, but there aren’t any pictures of them looking romantic in any way. Unless you count them hugging after a game. The same kind of hugs all the other players give each other. The rumor has life because neither of them has ever been spotted with a woman and they live together. They hardly go anywhere without the other, so people just assume.

      My heart broke a little the day I read that article. Still, my body didn’t care that they’re not into women; I’ve got my fantasies and nothing is going to change them. And it’s not like I could pick just one of them to fantasize about. Both have their own appeal.

      Wes is dark and brooding and Dean is smiles and laughter. At least from what I’ve seen of them on the field or in interviews. Wes is built like a freaking truck. He always reminded me of a caveman, and the way he stomps around has only solidified my impression. His long dark hair hangs a little past his shoulders, and when he’s hot and sweaty on the field it gets wavy with curls. He’s at least six-and-a-half feet tall and is extremely muscled. I’m shocked when I see someone take one of his hits on the field then manage to get up after. Well, some of them get up.

      Dean is his opposite in most ways. He’s a few inches shorter than Wes, and he’s lean. From what I’ve seen of him he’s the fastest quarterback in the league. His dirty-blond hair is cut short and he always has an easy smile on his lips. He’s even got a freaking dimple, which makes him look even more dreamy. He’s got hands the size of baseball mitts and lips that any woman would be jealous of.

      Both of them are handsome in their own way, but how could I be so attracted to two people who look so different? I thought women normally had a type, but what do I know? I’ve barely been on a date.

      My upbringing did not help with my dating life. I was born in Vegas but grew up in New York. My mother moved as far away from my dad as she could. She likely would have gone to Alaska if she could have, but I’m guessing her social life and shopping addiction wouldn’t allow it. For some reason she didn't want my dad and me to be close, but I was always a daddy’s girl.

      I never knew a time when my parents were together. Only a few pictures would have made me believe it to be true. My mother and dad met one night when my dad saw her in one of her shows. She was a Vegas showgirl, which is something she tries to hide from her socialite friends in New York. She doesn’t want anyone knowing where she came from.

      I can see why my dad fell for her, though. She’s beautiful, even years later. She never settled down, but there have been men in and out of her life. She’s probably been proposed to a dozen times, and I always thought she was waiting for the right one. But I found out that if she remarried her alimony would stop. I knew she’d never give that up. Even more so now that she won’t be getting child support. She only got it if I was enrolled in school, and I graduated right before the summer.

      It’s never been said, but I have a feeling my dad only married my mother because she got pregnant. My dad’s always trying to do the right thing when it comes to me, even smiling and being polite when he and my mother have to be in the same room. Like at graduation.

      I try to put that day out of my mind. God love my mom, but everything with her has to be a big event. It might have been my graduation, but she was the center of attention. Not that I cared. I wasn’t the one who loved to be in the spotlight. I hadn’t gotten to see my dad in mouths and I wanted to spend the day with him, or at least hide out with him during the party. But my mother kept me at her side, showing me off like some sort of award that belonged to her.

      One would have never known she was against me getting my doctorate degree in physical therapy. She complained about it daily. I had to listen to it because I lived at home while going to school. Between going to an all-girls school, staying at home when I went to college, and taking on as many classes as I could to graduate as fast as possible, my social life was null.

      My main aim was to graduate because I knew what was waiting for me when I did. It’s probably why my mother hates my career choice. All I had to do was graduate and make straight A’s and my dad promised me a job on his team. The dream fueled me. I not only wanted the job, but I also wanted to be near my dad.

      Our relationship is different than the one I have with my mom. My dad has always been more affectionate and loving. He always wanted to be involved in my life. A day doesn't go by that I don’t hear his voice. When he didn’t have to work he’d always be in New York to see me or we’d take a trip together. He even has a second home in the same building as my mom.

      Our time together always felt special and I’m more than excited to really be living in the same city as him. My mother isn’t happy about it, but I’m sure after a while she’ll get used to it. It’s not like we hang out that much unless she’s dressing me up and pulling me to an event. Other than that we’re like two polite strangers passing each other in the hallways of the house. I gave up a long time ago trying to have a deep relationship with her. I love her, but I don’t think that will ever be us.

      I’m pulled from my thoughts when I feel the plane start to move.

      “Seatbelt,” I hear Wes growl.

      Maybe it’s not a growl and that’s just how he speaks. I try to remember interviews he’s done but can’t recall. Normally Dean does all the talking. I always cheered for my dad’s team but got even more into it when I got older and he would take me to games. I devoured everything I could about the players and teams since my dad made me the promise about coming to work for him.

      I fumble for my seatbelt, totally nervous in the knowledge they’re both watching me. I really need to get it together. I’m going to be working with them and traveling with them to games. I can’t be the clumsy owner’s daughter in front of them.

      Two warm, strong hands cover mine, making my breath hitch for a moment. “Let me, sugar.”

      I glance up, meeting Dean’s crystal-blue eyes and I get lost for a moment. His thumbs rub my hands, then move to the seatbelt. He clicks it into place easily and I feel warm all over.

      “Thank you,” I say when I finally get words to escape my lips.

      “You do speak.” He flashes me a dimple while giving me a teasing smile. “Close your mouth or I’ll do something with it.”

      My mouth clamps shut and I’m sure my face is bright red. He gives a little chuckle before winking at me and going back over to sit next to Wes.

      “She’s even softer than she looks,” he tells him, and Wes lets out a grunt. I look down at my hands, where his touch still lingers. His words pound in my head.

      What would he do with my mouth? My fingers go to my lips and a flood of visions come to mind.

      “Fucking shit,” someone mumbles.

      I don’t look over. I know it’s Dean who said it, and he seems mad. These two are so confusing. Opening my book back up, I get lost in the pages, trying to push everything else out so my mind can clear and this blush can fade away. I need to get it together.

      My eyes fly open when I feel something stroke my cheek. I must have fallen asleep. My eyes lock on Wes, who is rubbing his thumb softly along my cheek. His touch is so different than I thought it would be.

      “We’re here, little one.” His face is soft now, but I can’t read his dark eyes. There’s something there, but I don’t know what it is. They almost look sad.

      “Thanks.” I sit up. Wes reaches down and unlocks my seatbelt. It’s sweet, but maybe these two think I’m so incompetent I can’t even buckle and unbuckle myself.

      “Are you?” Wes asks me in his deep voice.

      I don’t understand the question. “Am I what?”

      “Jailbait.”

      I glance down and shake my head. I know I look young, and my small size doesn’t help with that. Nor does how I’m dressed and done up today. Not wanting to look back up at him, I grab my bag and shove my book inside.

      “But you’re pretty close to it, aren’t you?” I glance out the window, willing the plane to stop taxiing the runway so I can exit. “Little one?”

      “My name is Amelia.”

      Dean is standing next to him now. The plane stops moving and a moment later I hear the door of the plane open. I stand, but Wes and Dean don’t move as they block my path.

      “Who are you, Amelia?” Dean asks. I lick my lips, looking up at him. Jesus, they’re even bigger in person. Seeing them on the field through a television does them no justice. “I…ah,” I stammer, but I’m cut off when I hear my dad’s voice.

      “Melly!” My dad always calls me by the nickname he gave me as a baby. Both Wes and Dean turn to look at my dad, who just entered the plane, clearly unable to wait for me to exit. I love that he’s just as excited to see me as I am to see him.

      “She belongs to you?” Wes’s words sound deadly.

      I push past them and launch myself at my dad. I didn’t get to see him all summer. I was busy getting all my certifications in line. We’ve never gone this long without seeing each other. My dad hugs me tight and kisses me on the cheek. Before letting me go, he turns me and I see the whole team standing, trying to exit the plane.

      “Yes, she belongs to me.” Both Dean and Wes take a step towards us. The whole team is looking at me. They stop moving when my dad continues. “This is my daughter, Dr. Amelia Green.” Dean’s and Wes’s expressions change, and I don’t understand it. “She’s the team’s new physical therapist.”
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          Amelia

        

      

    

    
      “Dad, this place is too much.” I glance around the fully decorated condo, my excitement simmering with the idea of this space being mine to do with as I please.

      The place is amazing. More than I could have hoped for, and I’ve only made it to the living room. There is a huge fireplace and a big soft gray sectional sofa that looks fluffy and comfortable. Big pillows line most of it and it looks so cozy. There is light everywhere, shining in from the floor-to-ceiling windows looking out over Vegas.

      I turn to look at my dad. His hair is a little grayer than the last time I saw him. He’s in a suit like always, but today he’s a little less tense than normal. He looks relaxed. He’s handsome, and I always wondered why he never remarried. Maybe my mother ruined the idea for him. He never brought any women around either.

      “This place is perfect.” He puts his hands in his pockets. “Most of the team lives here during the season. The security is top notch.” He nods towards a phone. “You can order food whenever you want and they have a gym and a spa downstairs. Everything you need with only a call.”

      “It’s safe,” he pushes. “You could come stay with me if you’d prefer. I’d love to have you at home, but I thought you might want your own place.”

      “It’s perfect.” I love my dad and I’m so happy to be here, but I do want my own space. It’s time to start to spread my wings a little.

      “I know you like you cook.” He nods to the left and I rush over to the kitchen. I don’t only love to cook, but I love to eat.

      “Dad!” I shout, and my excitement bubbles over. I hardly got to use the kitchen at home. My mother hated messes, even though I cleaned up after myself. She also hated having any calorie-heavy food in the house. I only ever got to cook when she went away for weekends or I knew she’d be gone for the night. Sometimes I could sneak down to my dad’s place to cook. He always let me do what I wanted in the kitchen.

      I run my hand along the white granite countertop and look at all the stainless steel appliances.

      “You haven't seen anything yet,” he says as he walks over to a pantry.

      He pulls the doors open and reveals a small room lined with shelves. I step in and see the place is packed with food. It’s so perfectly done, with labels and containers, I almost don’t want to touch anything.

      “Did a designer organize this food?” I joke, but the look my dad’s face makes me think I hit the nail on the head. “I’ll never be able to eat all this.”

      “You’ll just have to invite your old man over for a lot of dinners.” He wraps an arm around me, pulling me in close, and kisses the top of my head.

      “I like that idea,” I agree. “You hungry now?”

      “I wish I could stay for dinner, but I have a meeting.” I can hear the apology in his tone.

      “I live here now. We’ll have lots of dinners. Besides, I need to unpack my stuff and settle in,” I try to reassure him. We walk out of the pantry and I go to the fridge that is stocked to the brim. I stifle a laugh and grab two bottles of water. I slide one across the counter to him and he grabs it.

      “The boxes you sent are in the master bedroom. If you don’t feel like unpacking, then I can send someone to do it tomorrow.”

      “Dad, I can unpack myself.” I shake my head in fond exasperation.

      “I know you can.” He takes a sip from his water. “Like I said, most of the team lives in the building.” His eyes dart over towards the front door. “I’m starting to regret the unit I picked for you.”

      I raise my eyebrows, unsure what he means by that.

      “There are only two units on this floor,” he adds.

      “Okay.”

      “I thought my choice was good, but now after the incident on the plane…” He shakes his head.

      “Does one of the other players live in the other one?”

      “Yeah. Two.” He sighs. “Thought it would be a good fit for you. I thought…” He trails off.

      My heart pounds. I already know who he’s talking about. If two players are living together, it has to be them.

      “Dad, if you’re talking about Dean and Wes I’m sure it’s fine. Aren’t they, you know…?”

      He shrugs, not answering, then he glances at his watch. “I gotta go.” He walks over and gives me a hug and a peck on the forehead. “Rest up. Work starts the day after tomorrow.”

      “Can’t wait.” I walk him to the door and let him out. I look across the hall at the other door and wonder if they’re inside. Shaking my head, I close my door and lock it. When we exited the plane I heard some of the players talking about going out tonight. Something about a hosting event. I’ve heard of celebrities doing that before at popular clubs. I wonder if Dean and Wes are going. I also wonder if the rumor about them being gay is true.

      The offhand comments they made to me makes me think they aren’t. Maybe they’re just discreet with their women or something. I explore my condo a little more and almost die when I see the master bathroom. I’ll be taking a swim in that tub later for sure.

      I look at all the boxes stacked up and open a couple to make sure everything is here. I pull out the things I know I’ll need for the next few days. After making my way back into the living room I fish my laptop out of my bag before flipping the switch to start up the fireplace. I fall onto the sofa, sinking into it, and grab a comfy blanket.

      I go through a few emails before my interest is piqued. I have messages from the dating site I signed up for the other day. I set up a profile before I left for New York. I might have had too many glasses of wine when I did it, but I just wanted to try dating.

      My mind goes straight to thoughts of Wes and Dean, but I push them away. Even if they do play for my team, they have heartbreak written all over them. Plus, I could never pick between them.

      I start clicking through the messages and delete all but one. It’s clear the others were looking for sex and I’m not into one-night stands. At least I don’t think I am. I’m not sure what I’m into, if I’m honest with myself. I do know I don’t want to die a virgin, but I think I need some kind of connection to get naked with another person.

      A guy named Mason messaged me and I look up his profile. He’s cute. Some of his pictures seem a little showy—one shows him standing next to a sports cars, another at a fancy party. He looks like the kind of man my mother would try to set me up with. He’s clean cut with short brown hair and light blue eyes. He looks like a boy-next-door type of guy. It says he’s a doctor who loves baseball, never been married and doesn’t have any kids.

      Out of everyone who has sent me a message he’s the only one I would consider a date with, so I message him back, letting him know I’d love to meet up for drinks some time.

      When I hear giggling I set my laptop down and go over to the front door. I look out the peephole and see two girls standing outside Wes and Dean’s door. A moment later the door opens and Dean comes out, hugging both the girls before opening the door wider and letting them in. My heart drops when the door shuts behind them.

      I close my eyes, hating the jealousy wrapping around me. As if I have a claim to them. How can I be upset? I was just setting up a date, so it’s not like I’m innocent.

      I jump when suddenly someone comes and stands in front of my door. I can make out Nelson’s face as he knocks, and I open the door.

      He’s changed out of the suit he had on. The team is required to wear suits coming and going from games. Now he’s in dark blue jeans and a tight white polo.

      “Hey, gorgeous. Some of us are going out tonight. Want to come? You can hang out and meet some of the team?” He leans up against the doorframe looking casual and relaxed.

      I glance over to Wes and Dean’s door and debate for a moment.

      “Yeah, I think I do. Give me ten minutes to get ready.” I open the door a little more, inviting him in. He steps inside and shuts it behind him.

      “I’ll wait. The place isn’t far from here.”

      I go to my bedroom and rush to find something to wear. I go with a dress and a pair of chunky heels, then I fluff my hair a little and put on some mascara and lipstick. When I get back to the living room Nelson is standing where I left him. He turns when he hears my heels clicking on the wooden floor.

      He lets out a whistle, and I laugh. It’s playful and I don’t feel like he’s hitting on me. He offers me his arm in a friendly gesture, so I take it and grab my purse with my other hand.

      “I’ve never been to a club before,” I admit.

      “Then you’re in for the time of your life.”

      Good. I need to get my mind off the men who are living next door to me and the women they have in their home. It’s not going to do me any good to dwell on what they’re doing inside.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          
            
              [image: ]
              [image: ]
            

          

          Wes

        

      

    

    
      I hate the off season. There’s too much downtime. I’m a beast and I need to be trained. I’ve spent my whole life working hard so that I can be the best when the time comes for me to step on the field. The off season makes players lazy.

      Thank god I’ve got Dean to push me, because I do the same back to him. I’m normally pretty quiet and just grunt when I need to, but I’m extra moody when I’m not burning off all the pent-up energy.

      My thoughts drift back to the patch of bare skin on her shoulder that I stared at for six long hours. I turn the shower to cold and hope that the chill takes away my need for that little blonde piece of ass.

      Amelia.

      Fuck, that name makes a knot in my stomach and I don’t know how I’m going to control it. I grab the shampoo and try to wash away the thoughts from the flight. I could feel the energy pouring off of Dean in waves and it made me jittery. His need triggered my own and there we sat inches away from what we wanted.

      I hear the whispers. There’s always been talk when it comes to the two of us. From the moment we met we’ve been inseparable. After my parents died I was put in a group home. The people who ran the home were nice enough, but it was just a job for them. Dean’s parents raised me as their son, so when I tell people he’s my brother I mean it. I even call his parents Mom and Dad. I had a bed in his room that I slept in more than I did the home. We went to the same college, shared the same dorm room, and even lived off-campus together. People thought we were freaks because we always shared a room, but we never liked being alone. I’ve never touched Dean in a way that wasn’t brotherly, and I’m not sexually attracted to him. But he is my soulmate in every sense of the word, and I don’t like being apart from him. It’s the reason we entered the draft together and were a package deal. I don’t give a fuck what people think about us.

      When we were in high school we went camping alone for a weekend. We were out on the lake fishing when Dean asked me if I thought about having sex.

      “That’s all I think about.”

      “No. I know that. But that’s not what I mean. I’m not saying it right,” he says.

      “What do you mean then? Explain it to me.” I cast my reel and Dean is quiet for so long I’m about to get worried. I feel a stirring in my gut and I know what’s coming.

      “Do you ever think about having sex. With the same girl, at the same time.”

      I look over at him and he looks at me. For a beat there’s an understanding between us, and I nod.

      “Does that make us freaks?” he asks, and I can hear the fear in his voice.

      “Does it matter?” I grunt and toss my line again.

      Silence passes again and I hear him let out a breath. “I guess not. It’s just…I think about fucking a girl and then I think about you. I don’t want to fuck you, but I love you.” He shrugs and I can tell this was a big confession for him.

      “I love you, too,” is all I say. We’re a family.

      We had a couple of conversations like that throughout our lives, and in college we tried it out. We were star football players and had girls beating down our doors, but there was never the right one. They were always more hung up on one of us more than the other, or they didn’t want to do it full time. It was a fantasy for them, a one-off. We were a circus act and they just wanted their turn at the freak show. After a couple of times we hated the way we felt and decided not to do it anymore. Not until we found someone who wanted us both and was in this for the long haul. Trying to divide us hurt our relationship, and we learned that we weren’t willing to settle.

      I get out of the shower and towel off as I go to the sink and grab my razor. I look down to see the blade is dull so I go to the other side of the sink and grab Dean’s. We share a bathroom and bedroom just like we did in college. Our mom says we must have been conjoined twins in a past life and we don’t disagree. If we’re not in the same room, we usually go find the other one so we can hang out. Some people might find this weird, but we usually just keep our private life private.

      There’s a knock at the door and I walk through the bedroom into the living room to see Dean answer the door. Cassie and Emma come in and I nod in greeting before going back into the bathroom. Cassie is Dean’s older sister and Emma is his younger sister. They’re my sisters, too, to all intents, and they’re in town for the weekend.

      They know about our living situation, having grown up with the two of us always together. I guess looking back on it, it could have seemed weird to outsiders, but in our family it’s just the way it was. I got real lucky Dean’s family welcomed me and never made me feel different.

      Cassie comes in the bathroom and opens the cabinets under the sink. “Do you guys have any tampons?”

      “No,” I say, as I rinse off my face and go to the bedroom closet. Emma comes into the bedroom with Dean behind her.

      “You guys still haven’t had a chick in this place. Whatever, I’ll just get some on the way out tonight,” I hear Cassie say from the bathroom.

      “No chicks. But I think we’ve found the one,” Dean says, falling onto the bed and lying across. It.

      “What!?” our sisters squeal at the same time.

      I close the closet door and get dressed, but I hear Dean mumbling to them. He’s telling them about Amelia and our flight home.

      Amelia.

      I rub my eyes and take a deep breath. We didn’t talk about it when we got back. I knew what Dean was thinking the whole time without having to say a word. He’s always thinking and planning. She’s the one. We’ve been waiting for years thinking we might know when the time came. Turns out we were right.

      I put on a pair of jeans and a polo before I exit the closet. Dean is lying on the custom bed we had made when we bought the place. We share it, but it’s big enough that I could roll over three times and still not touch him.

      Cassie and Emma are sitting at the end of it hanging on every word he says.

      “Didn’t I buy that shirt for Dean?” Emma asks as she shakes her head.

      “It looks better on me,” I say as the material stretches tight across my chest.

      “So you’ve found her,” Cassie says, smiling from ear to ear. “I can’t wait to meet her.”

      “We haven’t even met her,” Dean says, and I shove my hands in my pockets. “It’s complicated, but she’s it.”

      “Wes?” Emma asks, waiting for my confirmation.

      I nod and she does a little excited clap of joy as she bounces on the end of the bed.

      “We should celebrate. You guys have anything to eat?” Cassie says as she gets up and walks towards the kitchen.

      We have a nutritionist who stocks our fridge twice a week, so she knows good and well we’ve got food in there. Cassie is like us when it comes to food and she’s not going more than an hour without a snack.

      We all go into the kitchen and I grab a drink of water while Dean and Emma make food. After about an hour or so Cassie tells us she and Emma are going to a club, something they often do when they come to Vegas to see us.

      “I’m out,” I say, and all three of them roll their eyes.

      “We know,” Emma says, and she and Dean laugh.

      Dean’s phone chimes and he reaches into his pocket to grab it. I take a sip of my water, but I feel the energy in the room change. I glance back at him and watch as his face turns white.

      “What is it?” I ask, and I’m beside him instantly.

      He doesn’t speak, he just turns his phone towards me. There on the screen is a picture of Nelson and Amelia together in a Vegas club, the two of them laughing and holding drinks. There’s another chime and it’s a text from Nelson.

      Nelson: Y’all are missing out

      Dean grips the phone so tight I think the screen might shatter. Usually I’m the one with the anger management issues, but not today. I take the phone out of his hand and text him back.

      Dean: Where you at?

      Nelson: The Strip…come and find us!

      I growl as I hand the phone back to Dean, but before he can take it Cassie snatches it out of his hand.

      “Looks like Nelson has something you want,” she says, showing it to Emma. “They’re at Viper.”

      “How do you know?” I ask, and she rolls her eyes.

      “Are we going or not?” Cassie says, looking between me and Dean.

      We don’t even have to speak to know the answer to that question. We’re already in motion by the time she’s finished asking it.
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      When we get to Viper we walk right up to the front of the line and the bouncer opens the velvet rope. I nod to him and slip him some cash, and Wes, Cassie, Emma and I make our way through the crowd. I’m leading the group and head all the way to the back for the VIP lounge. If Nelson is in here, that’s where he’ll be.

      When we get to the next bouncer, he steps out of the way and shakes our hands, welcoming us and offering bottle service. Wes and I turn it down because we don’t drink. Not even in the off season. Cassie and Emma immediately start ordering drinks when a waitress comes over to us. I’m scanning the room and I feel Wes beside me doing the same.

      “There!” he shouts over the music and points to the back where the DJ booth is.

      Nelson is up on top of it with headphones on pointing out into the crowd. Running backs are always show-offs. I look around again but don’t see Amelia anywhere.

      “Fuck,” I mutter as we make our way over.

      When we get to the booth, Nelson spots us and for a second he’s laughing, then, when he sees our reaction, drops his smile and comes out of the DJ booth.

      “I knew I could get you guys to co—”

      “Where is she?” Wes and I say at the exact same time.

      Normally Wes is the crabby one while I’m the comic relief, but right now we both have the same goal. To find Amelia and get her out of this place.

      On the way over, Cassie and Emma told us all about the Viper and what kind of celebrities come here. It’s one of the hottest clubs in Vegas right now, and there are a lot of people in here that we sure as hell don’t want around what’s ours.

      “Calm down, she went to the bathroom,” Nelson says, holding up his hands.

      He looks past me, smiling and winking. I glance over my shoulder and see Cassie holding up a drink to him and then giving him a wink back.

      “Stay away from my sister,” Wes orders before we turn and go towards the bathrooms.

      I see Cassie shrug as she walks over to Nelson and gives him a hug. They’ve met a few times when my sisters came to visit, but I never thought anything about it. Now I’m wondering how well they know one another. Emma is dancing with one of our guys, Linsley, and I give him a look that tells him to take care of her. He nods as he switches out her drink for water and keeps on dancing. He and Emma usually hang out when we’re all together, but she says she’s not interested. She doesn’t want to date a jock, which I personally find offensive. But whatever, she’s twenty-one now and can make her own decisions.

      Wes and I don’t have a problem if Emma dates Linsley, he’s a good guy from a good family and doesn’t drink or party. I’m actually shocked he’s here tonight, but when I look around I see most of the team is. Nelson, on the other hand, is a player, and Cassie damn well knows it. She’s too good for him, but I can’t tell my big sister what to do.

      My family is close knit, so I’m sure I’ll find out exactly what’s going on soon enough, but for now I’ve got bigger things to focus on, and it’s in the shape of an hourglass with skin as soft as silk.

      When I reach the women’s bathroom there’s a long line. Shocking. Wes and I go up to the door and there are some catcalls while we go. We ignore them and enter. There are three stalls inside with about ten women standing in front of the mirror. I glance around and don’t see her, so I decide to try plan B.

      “Yo! Amelia, you in here, baby?” I shout over the music and the noise.

      The bathroom bursts into a flurry of giggles and I roll my eyes. After a second of no one answering I decide to try it another way.

      “Paging Amelia Green! You’ve got ten seconds to get your apple bottom out of this bathroom before Wes and I come in and get you!”

      Suddenly one of the doors is flung open and she steps out scowling at me, mad as hell. The girls in the bathroom start cheering, and her face turns bright red. She walks over to the sink and calmly washes her hands before taking a paper towel and drying them off. She squares her shoulders and marches to where we’re standing, but instead of coming to where we are, she pushes past me, elbowing me in the side as she goes.

      “Gahh,” I cry out as I grab my side. I feel Wes chuckle beside me as we watch her go back into the VIP. “What’d I do wrong?”

      “You’re an idiot,” Wes says.

      “An idiot that’s going to get her to come home with us,” I say, and chase after her.
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      I take a deep breath, trying to pull myself together. I was having a pretty good time since I got here. After a few drinks and getting lost in the music I could forget about Wes and Dean. Okay, not forget, but they weren't flooding my every thought with what they might be doing with those girls they let into their home.

      A knot fills my stomach all over again thinking about it. I saw the four of them come in together. They were hard to miss. Not only because of their size, but because everyone turned to look at them as they entered and moved through the club. A bunch of people shouted their names and cheered for them. My eyes filled with tears at the sight of them with the other women and knew I had to get myself together. The safest place was the bathroom. I wouldn't let them know it bothered me because I have to work with these two. But my bathroom escape was short lived.

      Why were they even in the freaking bathroom looking for me to begin with? I push my way through the crowd, seeing the club has gotten busier since we arrived. People are everywhere, making it hard to move. I’m getting squished, but I need to get out of here.

      Just as I’m getting frustrated, people suddenly start moving out of my way on their own. When I feel heat at my back I know why. I don’t even have to turn to know they are both hot on my “apple bottom.” God help me, the reminder makes me add a little wiggle to my steps as I walk. I don’t know if that’s my doing or the alcohol swimming through my system.

      I spot Nelson over at the table he snagged us earlier, along with a few other players from the team. He introduced me to a lot of them already, and everyone had been nice. I was happy to get to meet some of them out of a work environment. I didn't want to get labeled as just being the boss’s daughter. I want them to see me as more than that and I want everyone to like me. Maybe that’s something I inherited from my mother and I don’t know if it’s good or bad. I’m not used to being around so many men.

      Nelson is pouring shots when I walk up to the table. I notice one of the girls Wes and Dean came with is standing next to him. She’s beautiful. She has dirty-blonde hair that hangs all around her shoulders in long waves. She’s in a tight black dress and heels that have to be at least five inches, giving her supermodel height. She’s swaying to the music and making her hair bounce with each move. She not just pretty, she’s sexy. I’ve never considered myself to be sexy. I’ve been called cute and adorable, but not sexy. In fact, the dress I have on tonight is the sexiest thing I own and it looks frumpy compared to what she’s wearing.

      Nelson’s gaze is on the woman. I have to hold back a snort as I watch him spill the shots he’s pouring because he can’t take his eyes off of her.

      “Nelson!” I hear Wes bark from behind me, loud enough to be heard over the music.

      It makes me jump and I stumble in my low heels. Warm hands catch me before I fall on my ass. I’m not sure whose they are, but I try to jerk free of the hold. The hands only tighten and fingers dig into my hips in a possessive grip.

      “Let me go,” I snip, but then I freeze when lips come to my ear.

      “Dean was right. You are even softer than you look.”

      I feel Wes’s lips behind my ear and every cell in my body goes on high alert.

      Nelson and the other woman are staring at us. Nelson has a cocky grin on his lips, while the girl’s mouth has formed a perfect O. I’m guessing she’s pissed because one of these two men is hers and they’re both with me for some reason.

      Wes’s hand slides from my hip to my stomach and he wraps himself around me. I panic and use my elbow and swing back hard. Wes lets out a little grunt, and I hiss. It’s like hitting a freaking wall and I wonder if I did more damage to myself then I did to him.

      Wes lets me go and I dart from his hold, scared he might try to grab me again. I walk straight to Nelson and pick up one of the shots on the table. I throw it back and a harsh bitter taste fills my mouth. I grab another and shoot that back, too.

      A warm buzz flows through my body and I try to ignore the taste. I’ve never really drunk before, and I don’t know what this is going to do to me. I’ve had a few glasses of champagne at events my mother took me to, and I’ve occasionally sipped a glass of red wine when out to dinner, but this feels different.

      Before I know what’s happening the shot glass leaves my hand as Dean takes it from me. He drops it down onto the table and gives Nelson a hard look.

      I pull my eyes away from Dean to look at Nelson, who has his arm around the woman. He rolls his eyes and drops his arm from around her at the same time Dean puts his arms around me. I feel Wes at my back, his body heat familiar and strong.

      I do a little dip to drop Dean’s arm from around me, then turn to look at the both of them. They’re like a human wall taking up all the space in front of me as both have their arms crossed over their chests. They look like they could be the bouncers in this club. I have to lean my head all the way back to even make eye contact with them.

      I put my hands on my hips and square my shoulders. “Keep your hands off me,” I shout at both of them. Dean smirks, giving me that dimple, and Wes’s face is unreadable. I’m pretty sure he’s fighting a smile, which is irritating. A little growl leaves me, and the smirk Wes is fighting breaks free. God, he's even more handsome when he smiles. I want to smack the looks off their faces.

      “Not going to happen,” Dean says.

      “No.”

      Of course Wes’s response is only one grunted word.

      “Is she yours?” I glance between both of them. Wes nods and Dean answers in the affirmative.

      I stand there shocked for a moment. “Like, you share her? Between the two of you?”

      I feel my face flush and I look away from them. I’m sure my surprise is all over my face. Then jealousy washes through me. I shouldn’t be shocked that someone as pretty as her can have both of them. I glance back at them and they look like they’re studying me. “Never mind. Don’t answer that.” I wave my hand in front of me. I don’t want to know about their sex lives. What I've already started to piece together is ripping my heart apart with feelings I don’t understand. I want them to be mine. To belong to both of them and for them to belong to me.

      I turn back to the table. Nelson has a shot in his hand and he’s about to take it, but I slip it from him.

      “Amelia.”

      I ignore the voice while I throw the shot back and feel the burn, happy to focus on something else in this moment besides my jealousy.

      “Wanna dance?” the woman asks.

      She has a dimple in her cheek and her smile is friendly. She reaches out to me, and though I don’t want to like her, I don’t have a real reason not to. I’m surprised she isn’t shooting me daggers.

      “Yeah,” I say and take her hand.

      “Cassie, she’s not dancing,” Dean tells her.

      “I'll do whatever I want,” I snap back at him. I smile when I see they’re not wearing those smirks anymore.

      “Maybe you all should stay over here in the VIP area and just hang out,” Nelson says to Cassie. He licks his lips as his eyes roam over her. He’s clearly smitten. I didn't taken Nelson as the type to fall for a woman. He seemed like a player to me.

      Cassie rolls her eyes. “We didn't get all dressed up for nothing.” She pulls on my hand.

      “Cassie,” Wes growls.

      “Ignore them. That’s what I do when they try to boss me around.” She winks at me.

      I bite my lip to keep from telling her how I wouldn’t mind being bossed around by them if I had the chance. Though after tonight I know I wouldn’t want to belong to them. They clearly have no problem going from woman to woman right in front of one.

      As Cassie pulls me through the crowd my mind starts to wander. Maybe they came here for me because my dad asked them to keep an eye on me or something? Maybe that’s why they were looking for me, and they aren’t the players I think they are.

      My neck tingles in the place where Wes placed his lips, reminding me that I’m likely wrong. I can’t believe I’m trying to make excuses for them. I just hate the idea of the two men I’ve been dying to meet for years could be sleazy jerks.

      I see the other woman they came with dancing with Linsley when we get to the main dance floor. I met him when we first got to the club. He was really nice and had some of the best manners I’d ever seen. He’s holding her close as they move together.

      “That’s my sister, Emma,” Cassie shouts over the music. I nod and start dancing.

      I get lost in the music for a while, but I can feel eyes on me. Every time I glance over I see Dean, Wes and Nelson are all staring at Cassie and me. I can’t keep myself from shooting glances at them every now and then.

      “I need a drink!” Cassie shouts after a few songs. She grabs my hand and pulls me off the dance floor.

      “Move!” she yells at the men, and they step out of her way. We hit our table and have another round of shots and drinks before we’re dancing again.

      Dean and Wes keep shoving bottles of water into my hands as the night wears on. I chug them down since the dancing is making me thirsty. I try to keep my distance from them the best I can, but every time I turn around I’m running into them. They are like giant shadows. As much as I want to fall into them, I like Cassie and I’d never do that to another woman.

      I’m not sure Nelson has the same code as me, because he’s clearly trying to get Cassie’s attention.

      After a few hours I drop down into one of the sofas in the VIP area. I think my night is coming to an end. My eyes feel heavy. Dean and Wes both take a seat next to me, one on each side. I feel my eyes growing heavy as exhaustion and drink try to pull me under.

      “Just going to close my eyes for a moment,” I mumble.

      My head falls onto Dean’s shoulder and I feel Wes’s hand on my thigh. His finger strokes me back and forth, the touch soothing and making me feel even sleepier.

      “We got you.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      That’s the last thing I remember before I’m shooting up in bed. I glance around, with no idea where I am, but I immediately know who I’m with. On one side is Wes and the other side, Dean. Sunlight pours in from the floor-to-ceiling windows and I realize I’m in their place. In their gigantic bed.

      I swallow, trying to remember how I got here, but it’s all blank. Nothing.

      I’m still in the dress I wore the night before, but Wes and Dean are both shirtless. I close my eyes and open them again to make sure I’m not dreaming.

      Nope. Still here.

      I try pinching myself, but that just stings and doesn’t change my surroundings. My hands itch to reach out and touch them both. I want to run my fingers along their chests, but I shake my head and get myself under control.

      I shift a little and realize they’re each gripping one of my thighs. I lift the blanket a little and confirm with my eyes. There’s no tenderness between my legs, so I don’t think anything happened. Slowly, I peel my thighs from their hold and I have to swallow back a snort when Wes grunts.

      When I’m finally free, I slip down to the end of bed. Seeing my shoes and purse nearby, I grab them before leaving their room. I wonder where Cassie is? I feel like a jerk. How did I end up in bed with her men? My heart feels heavy and I’m not sure if it’s the guilt about Cassie, or if it’s the despondence that they belong to someone else. How could they still take me into their bed while they have someone? That’s not who I thought they were.

      My question of where Cassie went is answered when I enter into the living room. I spot her moving around in the kitchen. The woman she said is her sister is sitting at the breakfast bar.

      “Hi,” Cassie chirps, turning to look at me, spatula in hand.

      “Hey.” My face burns with embarrassment, but she doesn’t seem mad at me for some odd reason. “Sorry about last night.”

      “Nothing to be sorry about.” Her eyebrows draw together in confusion.

      Maybe they’re in an open relationship or something.

      “I’m making breakfast. Want to join us?” she asks.

      “I really need to be going,” I tell her. She glances down the hall at where I came from.

      “Do the boys know you’re leaving?”

      Her sister has a smirk on her face, but I have no idea what’s happening here. Also, how could anyone call those two “boys”?

      “Let them know for me,” I rush to say as I make my way to the front door.

      “Amelia.” I hear her call out after me, but I’ve already got the door open.

      “Later!” I shout as I dart out the door.

      I fumble in my purse, looking for my keys, and it takes me a second to find them and slide them into the door. I barely get it open before I hear my name being shouted again. This time, it’s louder and coming from what sounds like two very angry men. I manage to lock my door right before the pounding starts.
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      “You keep beating on the door like that and it’s a sure way to get her to keep it closed.”

      I turn around, surprised to see Emma behind us. She’s got her arms crossed and she stares at us like we’re idiots.

      “Give her a second. She just woke up in a strange place with two strange men.”

      “We’re not strange,” I say defensively.

      “Okay, how about intimidating?” she revises.

      I look to Wes, who shrugs like she’s got a point, and I shake my head. Turning back to Amelia’s door, I place my hand on it and try to sound calm.

      “Hey, we’re sorry for scaring you. Come have breakfast with us. You can meet our sisters and eat some food.”

      “Sisters?” I hear a muffled squeak on the other side of the door.

      “Yeah, Cassie and Emma,” I say, waiting on her to open the door. But after a few beats nothing happens.

      “I told you guys to give her some space,” Emma says, throwing up her hands and going back into our house.

      “We just wanted to make sure you got home safe last night. Nothing happened. If you open the door I promise to keep my hands to myself.”

      “Liar,” Amelia and Wes say at the exact same time.

      I smile and wink at Wes. I’m totally lying, but I want to get her to open the door.

      “We have coffee,” Wes says, and the lock on the door flips.

      After a second the door opens and her soft brown eyes peek out. “Coffee?”

      I’m instantly relieved when I can lay my eyes on her again. When she sees the two of us her eyes travel down to our bare chests and it takes all my restraint to not flex for her. I want her to think I look good without my shirt on.

      “Coffee,” Wes confirms and nods.

      He’s always been a man of few words until you really get to know him. Then he talks a little more, but always gets to the point.

      “Okay, but let me change,” she says, looking up and down our bodies again.

      Fuck, I’m gonna get hard with her eyes on me, and these gray joggers are going to do nothing to hide it.

      “You’ve got three minutes,” I say.

      “I’ll come over when I’m finished,” she promises, but I shake my head.

      “We’re waiting. Now you’ve got two minutes and fifty-two seconds.”

      “Eek!” She slams the door.

      I hear loud noises coming from the other side of the door and I look at Wes, who shrugs. I don’t actually count the seconds, I just wanted her to take us seriously.

      After what must be three minutes, she opens the door looking just as beautiful as she did last night. Her blonde hair is in a messy bun and she’s got on a cropped sweatshirt and low-hanging joggers. The band of skin that’s showing on her belly is almost enough to make me fall to my knees just so I can smell it.

      “Goddamn,” Wes mutters next to me, and this time I’m the one without words.

      “Someone said something about coffee.” She smiles and it hits me right in the chest.

      I clear my throat as we walk across the hall and into our place. I close the door firmly behind her and flip the lock. I don’t want her getting away so easily again.

      When we walk into the kitchen, Emma and Cassie are plating up food. Amelia follows them into the dining room, and Wes and I take a seat on either side of her.

      “This is a ton of food,” Amelia says, her eyes wide as she stares at the table.

      “We’re growing boys,” I say and wink at her. Her cheeks pinken a little and she turns her focus to the napkin in her lap.

      “There. I think that’s everything,” Emma says, placing the coffee on the table. “You guys enjoy.”

      “Wait, you two are leaving?” Amelia says to her and Cassie.

      Cassie grabs her bag off the bar in the kitchen and slings it over her shoulder. “Yeah, Emma and I live in Los Angeles. We come visit our brothers when we’ve got a free weekend at the same time. This was just a quick visit to say congratulations on another great season.” She looks over at Emma, who’s got an overnight bag on her shoulder, too. “You ready?”

      “Yep. Thanks again for a fun night. It was really great meeting you, Amelia. I hope we’ll be seeing a lot more of you.”

      The two of them smile and wave goodbye as they leave. When the door clicks, we’re finally alone and excited anticipation rolls over me.

      “So, they’re your sisters?” she asks, not looking at either of us.

      Wes grabs the coffee and pours her some while I take her plate and start piling it with food.

      “Yes. Now, would you like to explain why you ran out on us this morning?” I ask.

      “Umm.” She takes a big bite of eggs. She’s stalling for time.

      “Were you trying to get away from us?” Wes asks. His voice has changed and I can tell he’s excited, too. The woman we’ve both been waiting on is in between us right now.

      “Not necessarily,” she hedges, and we both wait for her to clarify. “I just remember being at the club and then nothing else after. I woke up in a strange bed with two men I don’t know and I wasn’t sure what happened. Can’t a woman have a second to get her thoughts together?”

      “We like to cuddle,” I say, reaching out and tucking a loose hair behind her ear so I can see her face better.

      “Oh,” she says, and the color of her cheeks deepens. “Do you? Um, I mean, do the two of you, um…cuddle with one another?”

      I let out a bark of laughter at the way she’s phrasing the question. “Wes and I sleep in the same bed, but no, we don’t cuddle with one another. We have a really strong bond. One that we hope to share with you one day.”

      She snaps her head up to look at me, and her soft brown eyes are filled with more questions after my bold statement.

      “You don’t even know me,” she whispers, then looks away.

      “We’d like to get to know you,” I say.

      She takes a sip of her coffee and I wait for her to figure out what she’s going to ask next. I can practically see the wheels turning in her brain.

      “Have you lived here long?”

      “We moved in a couple of years ago when we were drafted to Vegas. Wes and I have an extra room our family stays in when they visit, but otherwise we like to lead a quiet life. We’re homebodies who tend to spend our nights playing video games or watching Netflix.” She gives me a small smile and I can see some of the fear in her body slipping away. “Wes is also a really good cook and I like to eat.”

      “You cook?” she asks, turning to Wes.

      He wipes his mouth and nods. “I took some classes in college.” He shrugs it off like he’s not Iron Chef-quality.

      “We also spend a lot of our time in the gym here. We’ll probably be doing that at some point today if you want to come with.” Thoughts of Amelia sweaty and bending over fill my mind and I lick my lips. I bet she’d taste so good.

      “I heard there was a spa,” she says and leans back in her chair. “I could use a massage after last night.”

      I lock eyes with Wes and see that we’re both thinking the same thing. We want to be the ones oiling her up. The thought of a stranger putting his hands on her…yeah, that isn’t going to happen.

      “Are you sore from last night?” Wes asks, and I know he’s doing it to change the subject from the spa back to us.

      “A little,” she says, blushing. “I guess it was from the dancing. Nothing, um, happened, right? You said we just cuddled.”

      “That’s right,” I say. “Wes carried you inside and I put you in our bed. We kept our pants on. All of us.”

      “But we all slept together?” She looks to Wes, who nods.

      “So do you, um, date women together, or how does it work?”

      There it is, the question she’s been wanting to ask.

      “We’ve never dated anyone long term before. But that’s the idea. One woman for the two of us,” I say, trying to be as open and honest as I can with her. I want this to work, and I don’t want to scare her. Giving her all the facts up front should help with that.

      She opens her mouth to speak, but she’s cut off by her ringing phone. It’s sitting on the table in front of her and I glance down to see Dad on the screen. My hackles rise and though I shouldn’t be angry, because it’s her father, I’m annoyed at anything stealing time from us.

      “Excuse me,” she says, standing up and grabbing her phone. “Hey, Dad, what’s up?”

      I look at Wes and he shakes his head slightly, telling me to be cool and not follow her. She walks into the living room and we can still see her from where we’re at. I can even make out some of her conversation, even though she’s trying to be quiet.

      “Yeah, some of the boxes, but I didn’t realize I had so much.” There’s some silence and then I hear her again. “I can’t tonight. I’ve got plans. Sure, I can do that. Okay, see you in a little bit.”

      “Plans?” Wes asks me and I shrug, I know just as much as he does.

      “Yeah, sounds perfect. I love you, too. Bye.”

      Amelia walks over to us but doesn’t sit down. “Thank you both so much for breakfast, but I’ve got to go.”

      “Why?” Wes asks, like he has every right to know.

      “My dad needs me to go over some stuff before tomorrow. It’s my first day at work,” she replies, and I can see how excited she is. She looks so happy.

      “So we’ll see you tonight?” I ask, hoping that we we’re the plans she was talking about.

      “I, um, don’t think I can tonight, but maybe tomorrow.” She walks towards the door, and Wes and I are hot on her heels. “You guys aren’t going to break down my door, are you?”

      She bites her lip and looks back and forth between the two of us. I want to pick her up and pin her against the wall.

      “Not right now. But when you’re in our bed again, your little ass better stay put,” Wes says and leans down, giving her a quick, soft kiss.

      When he releases her, I do the same, feeling the delicate touch of her lips against mine. It’s not as long as I want it to be, and it’s damn well not deep enough, but for right now it’s what we’ll give her.

      “Don’t run from us,” I say, holding her chin and making her look into my eyes.

      After a moment, she nods and then I take a step back to let her walk out of the door and across the hall. We watch her go into her place and glance back at us once more before she shuts her door. I close ours after that and look at Wes.

      “You better know what you’re doing,” he says as he turns and goes back to the dining room table.

      “Me too,” I mumble to myself before I join him.
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      I cut the sandwich in half and slide it across the counter to my dad.

      “You going to tell me why you’re all dolled up now?”

      “I’m not all dolled up,” I say defensively, looking down at myself. I’m in yoga pants and a loose-fitting shirt and I’m barefoot.

      My dad raises an eyebrow at me. “Your hair and face.”

      “Oh.”

      My dad didn’t get here until late afternoon. I wanted to keep myself busy, so I took a long bath, then spent extra time on my hair, nails, and makeup. I knew I was going to be cutting it close between my dad being here and the plans I made for tonight. I’ve already picked out an outfit and shoes to wear so I can get dressed quickly when my dad leaves. Apparently I’m not as clever as I thought. I’m not even trying to get dressed up for my date, more like keeping myself busy so I’ll stop wondering about the two men next door.

      “I might have a date.” I shrug and now both his eyebrows rise. “I mean, it’s kind of a date. I don’t…it’s nothing special.” I throw my hands up in the air.

      Dad smiles at me. “With?”

      I pick my phone up off the kitchen counter and pull up the guy’s profile to show him. My dad scans it before handing my phone back to me. “He’s a doctor.”

      I nod.

      “I don’t like him.”

      I roll my eyes. “How can you not like him? You haven't met him. Aren’t dads supposed to want their daughters to date doctors?”

      “A doctor will work too much,” he complains.

      “You don’t know that.” I grab a grape from the bowl I put out to go with the sandwich I made my dad. “We’re both into health. The human body,” I add, trying to come up with something. I don’t even know why I’m bothering. It doesn't really matter because I'm not excited about the date.

      “I’m sure he’s into the human body,” my dad says, rolling his eyes, and my cheeks heats.

      I throw a grape at him and he laughs.

      “Dad! I’ve got to put myself out there. I need to date and meet people.”

      “You’ll meet people when you come to work. That’s how most people make friends.”

      “I want more than friends, Dad, and I don’t know if it’s wise to date someone I work with.” I can’t stop myself from glancing at my front door. My mind goes straight to Dean and Wes.

      “Yeah, maybe that’s not a great idea.” I glance back to my dad and I see his eyes are now on the door. “I didn't want to bring this up while we were going over work, but since we’re done with all that I’m slipping into dad mode.”

      “Uh oh,” I mumble and smile at him.

      He takes a bite of his sandwich and I wonder where this is going. “I hear you went out last night with the team. That Dean and Wes were there.”

      “Most of the team was there,” I try to play it off.

      “Yeah, but Dean and Wes were there.”

      “So?”

      “They don’t do the party scene.”

      “Oh.” I pick up the bowl of grapes and carry it over to the fridge and put it away. I’m not sure what to say to that, but my stomach feels warm. They were telling the truth about what they like to do. They are low-key and I like that.

      “Yeah. Oh. Something had to have gotten them to come out and I think I know what that something is.”

      I turn to face my dad and his eyes are locked on me.

      “Me?” I ask. I want to get it out there and not beat around the bush.

      My dad sets his sandwich down. “Yeah, you.” He lets out a deep breath.

      “Does that bother you?” I ask. I don’t like the idea of my dad not liking something I’m doing.

      “I’m not sure what I think about it.”

      “Me either,” I admit.

      I don’t tell him that they make me feel things I’ve never felt before. When I found out those girls were their sisters, I never felt such relief in my life. That’s when I really knew I was in trouble.

      These men could own me and they act like they want to. I don’t know how to handle one man, let alone two. To top it off, they aren’t normal men. They are freaking giants who are pumped full of testosterone.

      I sigh. “Well, nothing’s happened and who knows if anything will. Let’s not worry about something that might not take place.” I’m not sure if I’m trying to convince my dad or me.

      “They went out to the club for you. They were letting the team know you’re off limits.”

      I bite my lip, unsure how to take that. I’m conflicted—should I be mad that these two are getting jealous over me, or should I be a little happy about it?

      “So you know about them? About how they—”

      My dad holds his hand up to halt me. “I put it together between yesterday and today.” The room falls silent for a moment, and I could die of embarrassment. Mother and I never talked about sex. She’d try to get me to date people she wanted to set me up with, but we never talked about other things that went along with dating. “You’re an adult, Melly. But as your dad I don’t want you to be hurt or taken advantage of.”

      “You think they’d do that?” I ask. I want his opinion on this.

      “Hell if I know. They seem like good boys.” I want to laugh that my dad keeps calling them boys. “But I don’t think you’ve dated much.” I nod in agreement. “Then maybe this date tonight might be good for you. See what’s out there. There’s no rush.”

      After last night I’m not sure Wes and Dean would agree with that. And after what my dad said I know for sure he didn’t ask them to watch out for me last night at the club. I’d pretty much pieced that together over breakfast, but it’s good to know it was their own doing. They’re territorial.

      They would probably be pissed if they knew I have a date tonight.

      “Go on the date, Melly.” My dad stands from his chair. “Make sure you meet him wherever you’re going; don’t ask him to come here. Go somewhere busy, and then come home alone.”

      I fight my eyeroll. Instead I walk over and hug my dad. I love how he’s always on my team. He’s so different from my mother.

      “I’ll get out of here so you can finish getting ready.”

      “Thanks, Dad.” I walk him to the door and open it for him.

      When I do, I stare at Wes and Dean’s door for a moment. I debate once again canceling my plans for drinks. I wonder if they’re inside lounging on their sofa and watching Netflix. That sounds like so much more fun than having an awkward first date.

      I wave goodbye to my dad and close the door. Glancing over at the clock, I see I’m supposed to meet Mason in twenty minutes.

      “Crap.” I rush to my bedroom to get ready. It’s way too late to cancel and it’s only drinks. I’ll have one and then leave. Making small talk should be easy enough.

      Stripping off my clothes, I grab the rose-pink dress I laid out, then slip my feet into a pair of flats. I grab my purse from the sofa, snatch my phone from the counter, and head out. When I get to the front of the building, I hail the first taxi I see and hop in. The place isn’t far, but I don’t know my way around, so walking isn’t an option.

      The taxi pulls up outside of a casino. I hop out and wander inside. I go over to a map and try to find the bar I’m looking for. This place is huge. As I stand there, I feel someone watching me and I glance back over my shoulder.

      A big figure catches my eye. Wes. He’s not looking at me but somewhere off to the left and he’s shaking his head. Did he follow me?

      No, there’s no way. He’s not even looking my way. I try to see what he’s staring at and why he’s shaking his head. Then I see Dean pop out from behind a sign. Clearly Dean is hiding from something, and Wes wants no part of it.

      I turn back around and study the map to find where I’m going. I give a small glance over my shoulder one more time to see Dean grabbing Wes, trying to pull him behind the sign with him. I have to fight a smile.

      I pretend not to notice as I make my way through the casino. I stop every now and then to pretend to look at something, and every time I spot them not too far behind me. Dean’s trying to hide and Wes shakes his head like Dean is being ridiculous.

      I should be irritated, but all I can think is how adorable this is. They’re both impossibly large. How could they not stand out in a crowd?

      When I get to the bar, I glance around.

      “Miss Green?” the hostess asks. She’s in a short dress that looks like what you might wear to a club. I glance around, wondering if I’m underdressed, but it doesn’t look like it compared to the atmosphere. I remind myself this is Vegas and most of the women dress like this daily.

      “Yes,” I say, giving her a smile.

      “Right this way.” I follow her and spot Mason as we get closer to the table.

      He looks just like his profile picture. He stands and I think he’s going to hug me, so I hold out my hand. He smiles, taking it and bringing it to his mouth. He places a kiss on it and an uneasy feeling rumbles in my stomach. The kiss on my hand feels wrong. It’s nothing like when Wes’s and Dean’s lips where on me.

      I hear something break behind me but don’t turn to look. I have a feeling I know who broke it. Or if I had a guess, that would give me a fifty-fifty shot of getting it right.

      “Enjoy your evening,” the hostess says and rushes off, I’m guessing, to clean up whatever mess was just made.

      “You’re even more stunning in person, Amelia.” Mason pulls my chair out for me and I sit down. His hand runs along my back, making me jump at the unwanted touch.

      “Thank you,” I manage to say.

      A waitress comes over and takes our drink orders. We fall into polite talk about where we went to college. I glance over my shoulder as Mason rattles on and on about himself. I can already tell he likes to talk about himself. I had a feeling he might be that way from his profile and some of the long-winded messages he sent me. He probably won’t even notice I’m not paying attention to what he’s saying.

      My eyes narrow on Wes and Dean, who are half hiding behind menus as the pretty hostess flirts with them. I grit my teeth, hating it. I know I don’t have a claim on them, and it’s not like I have room to be upset. I’m on a freaking date, but I can’t help myself. The idea of other women giving them attention makes me want to storm over there and smack all of them.

      Jealousy flows through me. Two can play this game, I think as I turn back to Mason.
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      The waitress says something and I look up to see she’s leaning over us and trying to get closer. I sit back in my chair and turn my eyes back to Amelia.

      “Water,” I say when she won’t leave, and after a second she takes the hint.

      Dean keeps trying to hold the menus in front of us so we can hide behind them, but I don’t give a shit if she sees us. We’re here to watch her, and I’m not apologizing for that.

      We may have listened through her door when she was talking to her dad to find out she had a date tonight. That might be considered stepping over the line by most people, but to me it’s just good sense. We care about Amelia, and we want to make sure she’s safe at all times. Plus, we want to murder anyone who tries to take her from us, and we need to know where she is in order to do that.

      “We’re supposed to be incognito,” Dean whispers, and I roll my eyes.

      “She knows we’re here.”

      “Shit. Do you think?” he asks, and I want to bang my head on the table.

      What the fuck are we doing? Are we really going to sit here and allow our woman to be touched by another man? This isn’t who we are.

      “We’ve waited our whole lives for her,” I say, looking at Dean.

      There’s silence between us, then I hear Amelia giggle. I turn to look at her and see her touch the guy she’s with. The laugh is fake. I know what she sounds like when she’s happy, and that wasn’t it. She’s putting on a show for us just to make us jealous.

      Oh hell no.

      I stand up out of my chair so fast it falls over backwards. Dean is up instantly and by my side. I make my way over to the table with nothing but determination and possession in my steps. I won’t sit back and watch this any longer.

      When we get there, her date looks up and blinks in shock to see us standing there. “Oh my god, you’re Wes Long and Dean Farmer. Wow, can I get a selfie?” he asks, standing up and getting his phone out of his pocket.

      “Amelia is leaving,” I say, holing out my hand and waiting for her to take it.

      She opens her mouth to say something, but I shake my head.

      “Get up from the table, little one. It’s time to go home.”

      Dean walks around behind her and grabs her bag. She looks at him and he gives her a big smile that shows off the dimple I know she loves. She turns her eyes back on me and I nod, letting her know this is okay. But just when I think she’s going to put her hand in mine, she squares her shoulders and turns her eyes back on her date.

      “I think I’m going to finish my drink first,” she says, the sass clear in her voice.

      “You know these guys? That’s awesome. Can you get me some season tickets?” the guy asks, and I want to knock him on the top of his head.

      Having been pushed into a corner, I decide I’m tired of being polite. I lean down so my face is even with hers and wait for her to look at me. It takes a second, but we both know she can’t resist.

      “I’m going to give you to the count of three. Then I’m going to throw you over my shoulder and carry you out of here. This isn’t a threat. I’m giving you the play we’re about to run.”

      “Did you give that waitress the same one?” She crosses her arms over her chest and raises her chin at me in a challenge.

      “Wait, are you, like, dating him?” the guys asks.

      “Both of us, actually,” Dean chimes in, not the least bit ashamed.

      “Hey, that’s cool. I was just looking to smash anyway. Since you guys share, you mind if I take her to the bathroom?”

      There’s an echo in my ears, and my vision goes red. I blink a few times, but unfiltered anger clouds all my senses as I turn my body to look at the dumbest motherfucker I’ve ever met.

      “What the hell did you just say?” Amelia asks before either Dean or I can speak.

      “No offense,” he says, holding up his hands. “I just figured if these two guys were running a train, I want to get on board.” He has the balls to wink at her, and that’s when all hell breaks loose.

      I lunge for him at the same time Dean does, knocking him out of his chair and to the floor. I hear the sounds of glass and plates smashing, and other people in the bar start shouting.

      Somewhere in the back of my mind I hear Amelia begging us not to kill the guy, but I’m like a bull and he’s a red flag. I need to make sure this guy doesn’t use his mouth again. Ever.

      Adrenaline is pumping in my veins and I don’t know exactly what happens, but when I feel strong hands on my arms pulling me off of him, I don’t fight because I know it’s Dean.

      “Fuck, people are filming,” he says, and I look around the bar to see he’s right. It’s not super crowded, but one video sold to the right people and this might as well be the Super Bowl.

      I turn around and see Amelia standing there, frozen, with her hands over her mouth. Before her eyes can meet mine, I stomp over to her and do what I said I was going to. I throw her over my shoulder and watch as Dean tosses some bills on the table and grabs her stuff.

      She’s silent as I storm through the casino, mad as fuck and scared to death. The thought of anyone treating her like less than a queen enrages me. That’s our job. We’re the ones who are going to take care of her and make sure she has everything she wants. And it scares the shit out of me to see how easily we could lose it. What if she saw what we did to that guy and she doesn't want to be around us anymore? That’s not who we are, but we’ll fight to the death for her.

      Dean pulls out his phone and I see him send our driver a text. When we go outside to the front of the casino, he’s waiting with the door open and we slide in. I hold Amelia tight in my lap as Dean tells him to take us home.

      We ride in silence and I look straight ahead. I’m terrified to see the fear in her eyes when she looks at me, and I’m not ready to face it.

      Dean is on his phone, probably texting our team media coordinator to make sure that what just happened doesn’t go viral. And that the guy we just beat up doesn’t sue us. This is going to reflect badly on the team, and though I never want to bring anything down on them, I don’t regret for a second what we did. If this turns into something major I’ll walk away from football if I have to. Amelia is more important to us than that.

      When we get to our building, I carry her in my arms to the elevator and Dean hits the button for us to go up. When we get to our floor, I don’t go to Amelia’s place. Instead I go to our door and Dean opens it for us. When we get inside I head straight to the bedroom. We need to talk and it’s easiest to do it there because we can keep her from running.

      I sit her down on the bed, then Dean sits down beside her and I kneel in front of her. I open my mouth to say something, but she looks up and bursts into tears.

      “I’m so sorry,” she cries, and I look at Dean, who looks as shocked as I feel.

      “No, baby, we’re sorry,” he says, wrapping his arm around her.

      “I probably got you guys in so much trouble. I was just being a brat. I didn’t want to leave because I got jealous you were flirting with that hot hostess.”

      “Who?” we both say at the same time.

      “That one talking to you guys. She was being flirty, so I thought I could do the same and get back at you.” She looks up through the film of tears in her eyes and swipes at the fat drops rolling down her cheeks.

      I help wipe them away and shake my head. “I’m a man of few words…” Dean laughs and she smiles. “You’re all we see, Amelia. We only want you.”

      “He’s right,” Dean says, rubbing her back. “We’re not good at all this, and we’re not good at dating because we’ve never done it. But we’ve been waiting for you. We knew the moment we saw you on the plane you were the one. When we eavesdropped outside your door we heard you say you were going on a date, and we freaked.”

      “You eavesdropped on me and my dad?” she gasps, her eyes wide with shock.

      “Yeah, we’re not sorry about that,” I say and shrug.

      A smile pulls at her lips, and I thank God her tears have stopped. I can’t handle her being sad.

      “We just needed to get to you and to stop what was happening, but then we thought that maybe we should stand back and give you space,” Dean says and then shakes his head. “Obviously it didn’t go that way. We’re sorry you had to see the fight, but we’re not sorry we had to do it. If that makes sense.”

      “You’re ours.”

      She nods and then bites her lip as she looks between us. I see her eyes travel up and down my body, then she does the same to Dean. A slight flush of color hits her cheeks and I know what she’s thinking.

      “And now that we’ve got you back here, we’re not letting you slip through our fingers again,” Dean says, leaning forward and placing a kiss on her lips.

      I watch as the soft kiss turns deep and catch the edge of their tongues as they meet. My cock throbs at the sight and I sit up on my knees and reach out to push her thighs apart. I rub my hands up her bare legs and under her dress while Dean tastes her kisses. The sound of her little moans are intoxicating as my fingers go under her dress to her panties. I trace the edge of them before tugging at the material and pulling them down her legs.

      She breaks her kiss with Dean as I push her dress the rest of the way up, exposing her little pussy. “I want a kiss, too,” I say, and I put her leg on my shoulder.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          
            
              [image: ]
              [image: ]
            

          

          Dean

        

      

    

    
      I feel Amelia’s body tighten as Wes opens her legs and stares down at the prettiest cunt I’ve ever seen.

      “Shhh. He just needs a taste,” I whisper against her ear.

      Her breath catches as I run my hand down her neck and to her chest, between her breasts. I use my other hand to unzip the back of the dress and then unclasp her bra.

      “We’re going to take such good care of you,” I vow as I watch Wes lean down and lick her pussy. He makes a sound that’s somewhere between a moan and a growl and my cock throbs. I can’t wait to get inside there and cum in her wet warmth.

      “Oh god,” she gasps as she tries to close her legs.

      “Keep them open, sweet girl. Let me watch.” I grab one thigh and hold it open for Wes as I stare down at him eating her pussy. “How does she taste?” I ask, inhaling deep so I can smell it.

      “Fuck, you gotta get a taste,” Wes marvels, leaning back. “I didn’t know a pussy could be sweet.”

      I don’t hesitate to lean down and take a long lick, getting her honey on my tongue. Fuck, she’s like creamy heaven and I take another couple of licks, greedy for it.

      Wes laughs as I lean back, not wanting to stop. “I know, bro. I don’t want to stop either,” he says and buries his face back between her legs.

      I wait and after a second he pulls back and then I dive in. Amelia falls back on the bed as her body shakes with pleasure. I lap up her pussy sugar, getting her closer and closer to the edge before I pull back and Wes takes over. Just as she gets close to cumming, we switch again, both of us wanting to eat her little cunt.

      “Goddamn,” Wes exhales when Amelia cries out and her hips come off the bed.

      I nod to him to finish her off as I move up her body. I kiss her hard, letting her taste the sweet nectar she just gave me as I pull down her dress and bra. I move my lips down her neck and to her chest, where her round, ripe tits are waiting for me. Her nipples are hard pebbles begging for my mouth. I take one, sucking on it and then giving it a long lick before I move to the next.

      “I-I’m going to die,” she says, and I smile against her nipple.

      “No. You’re just going to cum really fucking hard,” I say, going back to sucking on her.

      Her body trembles as every muscle in her body tightens. There’s complete silence as she sucks in a breath and holds it before screaming her orgasm into the room.

      Wes and I don’t stop as waves of pleasure roll over her and we draw it out for as long as we can. Her cries turn to moans and then squeals of excitement as she writhes under us. At one point it’s so intense it sounds like she’s laughing, but then she gasps for air and we slow down.

      I gently kiss her breasts as I move up her body, and then I kiss her lips softly. She’s wrung out, but we’re far from finished with her. We’re just giving her a moment to catch her breath.

      When I stand from the bed, she reaches her arms out for me, and it warms my heart. “We’re coming right back,” I say as I start stripping off my clothes. Wes does the same then leans down and takes off her dress that’s bunched down around her waist.

      I slide my hand under her back and lift her up to the middle of the bed. Wes and I climb on it with her, all of us completely naked.

      Looking down at her wet, pink pussy, I think about how she’s going to feel around my cock. “Little one, Wes and I don’t want to use condoms,” I say and watch her eyes open and dart between us. “We want you bare. I need to get my dick wet with your pussy and I know once I’m inside I won’t pull out. I won’t even try to.”

      “Are you on the pill?” Wes asks, and she shakes her head no.

      My cock throbs at her answer, leaking cum onto the bed. “Good,” I say, gripping my shaft and running my hand up and down it.

      “I’m too close,” Wes says, and I look over, seeing he’s got the base of his cock gripped tight so he won’t cum.

      I nod and reach for Amelia. “Come here, little one.” She takes my hand and sits up on the bed. “Wes is hurting for you. I need you to take care of him like he took care of you. Do you think you can do that for us?”

      I stroke her chin as she blushes and nods.

      “Good girl,” I say, and lean down, placing a soft kiss on her lips. “I’m going to get you ready.” When her eyebrows pull together in question I smile at her. “You’re going to take both of us tonight. And we don’t want to hurt you. So I want you to suck Wes off with that tight little mouth of yours while I take care of it.”

      Wes moves over and we help her get on her knees. She bends forward so her round ass is right in front of me and her face is in front of Wes’s cock.

      “I’ve never done this before,” she says softly as I lean down and kiss her back.

      “Fuck,” Wes groans as he rubs the tip of his cock on her lips.

      I run my hands over her ass cheeks, gripping the sides and squeezing. When I reach back and spank one of them, she squeaks and looks back at me.

      “Open your mouth, little one,” I order and nod towards Wes.

      When she does as I say and Wes pushes the head of his cock past her lips, I place my hand between her legs and pet her pussy softly. Her ass pushes back into it as she takes more of Wes’s cock into her mouth.

      “Goddamn, Dean, she’s done this before,” Wes hisses.

      “Amelia, have you sucked a cock before? Were you lying to us?” I ask, rubbing her clit.

      She tries to shake her head, but Wes has her hair gripped and her mouth full of cock, so she can’t answer.

      “Maybe she’s a natural?” I suggest, and Wes moans. “Maybe she’s been thinking about getting a cock in her mouth since we met, and now she’s going to work extra hard to make it good.”

      “Fuck, her mouth is milking my dick.”

      I slide one thick finger into her soaking wet pussy and thrust them in and out of her. I need to try and stretch her as much as possible because Wes and I are big. Too big for her little ass and cunt, but we’re going to make it work. It will work. She was made for us.

      “How’s it feel?” I ask, watching her move up and down his length. She’s even brought her hand up to stroke the part she can’t fit in her mouth.

      “Like she’s got a damn vacuum in her throat,” he says as he tosses his head back and pushes his hips forward. “I wanna fuck her mouth.”

      “Do it,” I say, working a second finger in her pussy. I want to watch it happen while I jerk off with my free hand.

      Wes holds her hair with both hands as his hips start to move back and forth. It’s not deep and he’s not going at it hard, but he’s using her mouth to get off. The muscles in his arms and thighs are clenching with every thrust and I can see his controlled strength.

      He’s getting close, and I have to stop rubbing my cock because I don’t want to go all over her ass. Not yet at least. With my fingers still in her pussy. I lick the first finger on my other hand and bring it to her asshole. As Wes’s growls get deeper I push against the tight hole and slide inside her.

      She moans around Wes’s cock and I’m so turned on just watching them. “Good girl. You’re doing such a good job, Amelia.”

      “I’m cumming,” Wes grunts before he holds himself in her mouth and groans.

      “Fuck, that looks good,” I say, knowing the kind of relief he’s feeling.

      I watch as she eagerly swallows down what he gives her. She pushes her ass against me, and I let out a little laugh. She’s horny again after getting a cock in her mouth and a finger in her ass. I slide another finger into her tight hole, and she moans. She was made for us.

      Wes pulls his cock out of her mouth and leans down to kiss her swollen lips. “You’re so fucking perfect,” he says, exhaustion in his voice.

      Amelia beams with pride as she works her hips against my fingers. Wes lies down on the bed under her and starts to suck on her tits.

      “We’re going to take turns in your pussy for a little while. Then we’re going to take you at the same time. One here,” I say, rubbing the sweet spot inside her pussy. “And one here,” I continue, flexing my fingers in her ass. “Do you think you can do that for us, little one?”

      “Y-yes,” she stutters as pleasure wracks her body, wanting this as much as we do.

      “You’re doing so good,” Wes says as he moves between her legs.

      I’m on my knees behind Amelia and she’s on top of Wes. I move my fingers out of her pussy and push her hips down so that Wes can slip his cock inside her. I keep my fingers in her ass as she inches her pussy down on him.

      “Fuuuuuuck,” he moans as her tight, pink pussy slowly lowers.

      He hisses as she takes inch after inch, her body primed and ready to be taken. When she’s about halfway down, he lifts her off and holds her steady for me. Then I take my turn, sliding into her sweet little honeypot and getting my cock wet.

      “Jesus, you were right. She’s so fucking tight.” I get about halfway, too, and have to stop. I pull out and Wes is there ready to take my spot.

      We go like this for a long time, each of us fucking her little opening an inch more each time.

      “Fuck, my turn,” Wes says, getting eager and taking her off my dick. He pushes himself into her and pops her pussy a few times before taking her off and holding her up for me again.

      We’re both getting greedy and fighting for her pussy. It’s too good, it’s too tight and we both want in it.

      I’m balls deep now, and she’s dripping juice. I can only manage a few pops before Wes is needing her bad. We both ache and I see his balls are tight. My cock is turning purple and I don’t know how much longer I can hold off.

      “One more, one more,” he moans, thrusting up once, twice, three times. “Fuck, one more.”

      He goes fast, jacking his cock in and out before a trail of cum shoots out as he’s popping her off his cock. I see cream coating her thighs as I sink in and do the same. I fuck her hard four or five times before I feel her pussy pulled off me and my own trail of cum flows from her pussy. Wes is back inside her, and I watch as cream flows down the sides of her thighs now and all over his shaft. It’s running down between them as he growls out his release.

      He barely has time to empty his nut before I’m taking her back and jacking her off on me. Once I start to cum I growl it out and release it all into her, then pull out and squirt some on Wes’s cock. We both make a mess of her pussy but we’re not done yet.

      Wes grips his cock and squirts some of his cum on my dick before I take my fingers out of her ass. I bring my cum-covered cock to her tight hole, and when I press inside her, she doesn’t fight it. It slides in smooth and easy, and she moans as I fill her.

      Wes slides his cock back into her pussy and I feel the pressure from his length through the thin barrier that separates us. Our dicks rub together inside her as the three of us join together.

      Amelia’s legs are shaking as we hold her steady and work in and out of her. We alternate thrusts so that the ridges of our cocks and our thick heads are touching her in all the right places. She clings to Wes as I grip her ass and kiss her back.

      “Oh god, I’m cumming!” she cries as her back arches against me and her body trembles.

      “We’ve got you,” I say, and reach around to pinch her nipple.

      I nod to Wes, letting him know we’re all going at the same time. He reaches between her thighs and rubs her clit, giving her the exact touch she needs. She’s unable to fight it anymore and screams out her release, falling over the edge.

      Every nerve ending in my body is attuned to this moment and I have no choice but to sink into her one final time and release all that I can give her.

      I feel the pulses from Wes’s cock as he empties inside her pussy.

      The three of us together is messy and raw, but it’s the dream Wes and I have always had. One woman for both of us to love, to cherish, and to take care of. The sex is what we always wanted, but that’s just part of it.

      As we pull our cocks from her body, she collapses onto Wes’s chest. He turns so that she’s on her side and I spoon behind her. The three of us lie there, trying to catch our breath as Wes and I pepper kisses all over Amelia’s body.

      “I don’t think I’m going to survive the two of you,” she says breathlessly and we laugh.

      “Just wait until we get you in that big tub,” I say, getting up from the bed.

      “Where are you going?” she asks, turning to reach for me while holding Wes with her other arm.

      “To start the water. It’s going to take an hour to fill up that swimming pool.”
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      I roll over, reaching out for one of my men, and come up with only a giant pillow. I sit up and look around the room. It makes me giggle. Clothes, pillows, shoes and blankets are everywhere. I flop back on the bed and wonder where they went. I can’t help but smile. Last night was more than I could have ever dreamed up.

      I wondered how three people could be together, but they showed me how. It was the most perfect, mind-blowing experience of my life. I’ve never felt so connected with someone before, let alone two someones. It felt right.

      It makes me think that I haven’t given dating much of a try before because dating one man wasn’t meant for me. This is what I needed. I’d always felt a draw to Wes and Dean watching them on TV and now I know why. They were meant to be mine like I was meant to be theirs. That had be it. How else can I explain how fast I’ve fallen for them? How deep these feeling run inside me.

      I roll over and look at the clock on the nightstand. When I see the time I fly out of the bed. “Holy crap, I’m going to be late for my first day!” I scream. I jump from the bed, almost falling on my ass because my feet are tangled in the sheet. A little gasp comes from me when I feel the effects of last night all over my body. It's a yummy, sweet burn that makes me smile and forget for a moment that I need to get my butt moving.

      I grab a shirt I find on the floor and slip it over my head. The smell of Wes fills my lungs and I pause when I see a note sitting on the side table. I pick it up.

      Had to run to the stadium.

      Don’t leave condo.

      I roll my eyes and drop the note back down onto the table. I have to get to work. Maybe if their asses were here they could talk me into staying. I can’t be late on the first day I’m supposed to show up. Plus, they’re not even here to hang out with. I debate leaving a note of my own, but after their short note I decide not to. Besides, I’ll likely see them at the stadium. I’m surprised they’re there; it’s off season for them now.

      I go in search of my purse. I snatch it up and head over to my condo, where I take the world's fastest shower. I hate that I’m washing their smell off me. I remind myself I can easily get it back on me tonight. My core tightens at the idea.

      I braid my hair and put on some lip gloss and mascara. I stand in front of the mirror for a second and take my body in. Little hickeys mark my breasts and a few small bruises dot my hips. I run my finger along one. It’s small and I can tell their fingers caused it. I don’t remember them happening, nor does it hurt, but I like seeing them there. I lean forward, looking at my swollen lips that are well loved and I blush. I’d never been kissed before, but Dean and Wes made up for lost time just last night. The evidence is all over my mouth and I wonder if people will notice.

      I find a pair of jeans and pause when I see the insides of my thighs. Heat floods my core when I see little marks all over the soft skin there, too. Holy crap, they were really making sure I’d remember our night together. It’s branded all over my body. I smile because I don’t care if it’s overly caveman and possessive. I want that.

      I grab my white work polo with the team’s logo on it. I decide to wear sneakers because I’m not sure what my day will consist of. I’m a physical therapist, so I don’t think they expect me to show up in slacks or a dress. I’m thinking casual but put together is best. I know I’m going to be on my feet a lot, but maybe not at first with it now being off season. I’m not sure what all I’ll be doing until they are back.

      Heading out, I glance over at the guys’ door. I would hear them if they were back already because they would be yelling my name. I snort at the thought as I hit the elevator button and pull my phone out of my purse. Maybe I should send my men a text. Thinking of them as mine makes butterflies dance in my belly.

      I was surprised they would slip out without waking me. I was in such a rush I hadn’t given it a ton of thought until now. After what we shared, what could be so important that they had to rush out? Maybe I didn’t mean as much to them as I thought.

      I push that thought from my head. That isn’t possible. Not after the way they touched my body. The things they said and did to me. I may not have known Wes and Dean for long, but I know they would never hurt me. I can feel that to my core.

      Unlocking my phone, I step onto the elevator. Something must have happened, and worry takes root. There is no other reason. I see I have a few missed calls from my dad and a few texts from my friend Mindi from back in New York. We lived in the same building and went to the same high school. She got married a few years ago and we still keep in contact mainly through text these days. We have gone in different directions in life.

      She wasn’t like most of the other girls I’d gone to school with. There wasn’t a snotty bone in her whole body. I often escaped to her place when my mother was entertaining and I needed to get away. Her home was always a safe haven and her parents were sweet, too.

      I’m disappointed when I don’t see anything from Dean or Wes, but then I remember I don’t have their numbers and they don’t have mine. Crap. I guess I missed that during the sex and them stalking me. I snort at my recap of our relationship so far.

      Relationship.

      The one word bounces around in my head. We are in a relationship, right? They said they've been waiting for the one and believe I’m it. This feels like more than boyfriend and girlfriend territory. Well, at least to me, but what do I know? This is my first relationship.

      I go to call my dad back, thinking maybe he has Dean’s or Wes’s number. Another text from Mindi lights up across my screen.

      Mindi: You gave your cherry to two men?!

      What. The. Fuck.

      How could she know that? It wasn’t even hours ago that this happened. No one should know. My heart starts to pound. Oh god. If she knows, that means that video of the guy filming at the restaurant last night must have been leaked or something. There is no other way. Another text fills the screen.

      Mindi: Answer me, brat face!

      I click her messages. I see link after link of articles with my name, along with Wes’s and Dean’s. I click one as the elevator doors slide open. The article starts to load as I walk out of the building. I freeze when I hear my name being shouted from every direction. I look up to see paparazzi everywhere. People shove microphones in my face and shout questions. I freeze, unsure of what to do.

      “Is it true you’re dating both Dean Farmer and Wes Green?”

      “Were you cheating on Wes and Dean with that man last night?”

      “Are they known to get violent?”

      “Have they ever hit you?”

      “What does your father say about this?”

      “Were you part of the deal when they signed an extended contract this morning?”

      That question hits me like a smack to the face.

      “How long do you think the NFL will suspend them?”

      My stomach knots. I push my way through all the people. I need to get to the stadium as fast as I can. Finding a taxi, I hop in and tell the driver to take me to the stadium. My hands shake as I try to call my dad. Tears leak down my face. This is all my fault.

      “Daddy,” I cry when he answers the phone.

      “Melly! I’ve been trying to get a hold of you. Don’t leave your building. I got a call that—”

      “It’s too late,” I sniff.

      My picture is probably going to be everywhere, and I cringe when I think about my mother seeing it. I’m shocked she isn’t blowing up my phone already. She’s going to be livid. She likes everything shiny and clean and I’m guessing her daughter dating two men is nowhere close to shiny and clean to her.

      “Where are you?” he rushes to ask.

      “I’m in a taxi on my way to the stadium. Are you there?”

      “Yes. I’m here. Give me the taxi’s number.”

      I give him the four-digit number and I hear him talking to someone else about waving my taxi in through the gates so we don't have to make any stops.

      “Where are Wes and Dean?” My voice wobbles when I ask the question. I need to see them.

      “They’re here. I’m going to get them right now. They were about to leave to head your way.” Relief fills me. “I’ll tell them to wait.”

      “Thank you.” I sniff again.

      “Everything is going to be okay.” My dad tries to reassure me, but all the questions the reporters were asking bombard my brain.

      I’m not sure why I never thought about what everyone would say when they found out two star NFL football players shared a woman. I should have known it would be everywhere. But how does everyone know already? Wes, Dean and I haven’t even put a label on what we are. I’m sure athletes do all kinds of crazy, wild stuff. Why is this catching everyone’s eye? Why is it such a big story? Maybe because they have never been seen with a woman before and my dad owns the team they play for. Still, I want to know how everyone knows already.

      “I’ll see you soon, Dad.”

      I hang up before he can try and stop me. I can’t help myself. I have to look at some of the articles. I click back to the links on my phone and start reading. The fight. All off it was recorded and went viral. I cringe as I watch the video over again. If I’d never gone on that stupid date this wouldn’t be happening. I shake my head at myself. I don’t even feel sorry for that guy. He was a freaking slimeball and needed a good hit. I am, however, mad at myself and feel terrible I caused this mess for two men who have become my world in such a short time.

      I click on another link. An interview with the hostess from the night before fills my screen. Apparently she overheard everything that was said—telling them that Wes and Dean wanted to run a train on me and the other guy wanted to join but they didn’t seem into sharing me. I can see the jealousy in the girl’s eyes. I close it out, feeling sad and humiliated.

      There’s article after article about what happened. Most of it’s made-up crap, but some of it’s true. There’s a lot of speculation and I hate that people are shaming what Wes, Dean and I shared. People want answers to questions I don't even have answers to. I only just meet these men and people are talking about weddings and babies. Others are talking about sex clubs and swinging.

      My heart flutters at the thought of babies and marriage, but my stomach knots at the mention of swinging and sex clubs. I don’t see Dean and Wes being into that, but what do I know? I lost my virginity to two men who were into sharing one woman. Who knows what else comes with that? They might be okay sharing me between them, but I’d never be okay with sharing them. Ever. The thought makes anger wash over me. I welcome it compared to the tears.

      The taxi pulls through the gates and goes right up to the back of the stadium. I toss my money to the driver as I get out of the car, then head for the back door. Before I reach it my dad is coming out.

      I barely get a hug before I’m being pulled inside and Wes and Dean are wrapping themselves around me. I melt into them, feeling better just being close to them.

      “I’m sorry,” I mumble into one of their chests. I don’t know whose it is and it doesn’t matter.

      “Little one. Everything is going to be okay,” one of them says.

      “I don’t want you to get in trouble. This is all my fault. I never should have gone on that stupid date,” I say into Wes’s chest. I can tell it’s him now by how broad it is. Arms lift me up and I cling to him, never wanting to let him go, always by their sides. I feel safe here.

      “We aren’t doing this here. Give us a moment,” Dean says, I’m guessing to my dad. Wes moves down the long hallway before stepping into a room and shutting the door. He sits me down on the counter.

      “Your tears are killing me,” Wes grunts. Dean uses his thumbs to wipe at my face. I lean into his chest, needing his touch just as much as Wes’s.

      “She just wiped her nose on you,” Wes laughs. I have to bite back a grin because I did.

      “I don’t give a shit,” Dean says.

      Hands run along my back. “How much trouble are you guys in?” I ask. I pull back and look between both of them. They have worried looks on their faces. “Oh god, it’s bad, isn’t it?”

      “Slow down.” Dean cups my face before he leans in and kisses me softly and sweetly. When his mouth leaves mine, Wes is there next. I feel myself start to calm again. I keep working myself up.

      Wes pulls his mouth from mine and I want to be back in their giant bed, hidden away and not being forced to deal with this. Last night was so perfect. Not even twenty-four hours together and we are having to deal with all this crap.

      “Are you—”

      Dean cuts me off. “We could get suspended for a few games.”

      “Really?” I ask, hoping it’s not true.

      “Maybe not.” Wes elbows Dean. “The guy isn’t pressing charges. Without charges, the league likely won’t come after us.”

      “He’s not? Why? Does he want money or something? God, this is all my fault! I shouldn't have gone on that date. Worse, I shouldn't have tried to make you jealous.”

      Wes wraps his hand around my braid, pulling it back so I have to look at him in his eyes. “Everything is going to be fine. We handled it. The guy is a prick with a prick past to match. Don’t even think about him.”

      I nod. I shouldn’t be turned on in this moment, but I am. Wes’s full lips quirk in a half smile. He’s probably reading my face.

      I feel a finger under my chin, turning me to look at Dean. “All that matters is that we’re together. The rest is shit that we’ll sort out one way or another. As long as we’re together, the three of us are the only team that matters at the end of the day.”

      “I’m going to fall in love with you two if you’re not careful,” I tease.

      “Don’t pretend you don't already love us,” Dean teases back. My heart flutters because he’s right. I am in love with them.

      A knock on the door pulls us from the moment. My dad opens it and steps into the room.

      “You all right, Melly?” my dad asks, concern on his face.

      “Yeah. I’m better. Are you upset?” I ask.

      If Wes and Dean do somehow end up getting suspended for a few games and affecting his team, I’d hate for my dad to regret bringing me here and hiring me to help with the team. My dad has never been upset with me that I can ever recall.

      “How about I tell you something and you can’t be mad at me for it. We’ll call it even?” My eyebrows rise at that. Dean and Wes lean up against the counter I’m sitting on, one on either side of me, facing my dad.

      “What?” I wring my fingers together at why I might be mad at my dad. Maybe he’s going to fire me. Dean and Wes each take one of my hands. My dad watches their movements with sharp eyes.

      “That’s something I’m going to have to get used to.” He shakes his head.

      “We’ve already talked about this,” Wes growls.

      “What’s done is done. She’s ours,” Dean adds.

      I smile as I wonder what all they talked about. I’m guessing it was before I got here.

      “Yeah, let’s see about that after she finds out the terms of your new contract extension.”

      “What does that have to do with me?” I glance around the room at everyone. All of them have a guilty look on their faces. I take that back. Wes just shrugs, his face giving nothing away. Not even guilt.

      “I called the boys this morning when news broke about everything. Told them to come in so we could talk.” My dad shoots a look at both of them.

      “We were going to talk to you about it. Things just progressed faster than we thought they would.”

      “I really don’t need those details,” my dad says, cutting Dean off. “After I saw the video I knew how serious they were about you. These boys don’t cause trouble. They keep their noses clean, so to get involved in a brawl meant something. I also knew there would be fallout. Nothing too big. Maybe two games’ suspension at most, if even that. Besides, I'd be more pissed if they had not handed the guy his ass after what he said about you.” My cheeks burn hearing that my dad knows what the man said.

      Both Wes and Dean squeeze my hands.

      “Players often move from team to team.” My dad keeps going. “Their contract is up soon and, well, I wanted them locked in. Not just because they’re well worth it but I don’t want them taking off with you. I just got you here.”

      “Dad.” My heart melts at that.

      “We aren't taking her from you,” Dean chimes in.

      “We aren't sharing her with a bunch of people either,” Wes growls. I glance over at him, not knowing what the heck that means.

      “The contract stipulated that you are their physical therapist,” Dad says, pulling my attention back to him.

      “Well, if they play for the team, then of course I am,” I respond, at a loss as to where this is going.

      “You’re only their physical therapist. You are always by their side in case they need you for something.”

      I have a feeling it isn’t my physical therapy skills they will be calling on most of the time. I’m not sure how to respond. I don't know if I should laugh, scream or burst into happy tears.

      “I…”

      “You’ll still oversee the other two physical therapists we have on staff, making sure you agree with what they’re doing and setting the pace. You’re in charge of all of it.”

      “Don’t be mad at us,” Wes says, leaning down. I look up into his eyes. “We’ve been looking for you for forever. We need you close now that we’ve found you.” My belly does a little flip.

      “Give us this and we’ll give you everything you could ever want,” Dean adds.

      “I have a feeling you two are going to tag team against me all the time, aren’t you?” I blush when I realize what I said. Dean laughs and Wes covers his with a cough. My dad mumbles something I don’t catch and don’t want to know.

      Dean kisses me and I get lost for a moment until my dad clears his throat.

      “Take her home and keep her hidden for a while. Let all this die down.”

      “On it,” Wes says as he picks me up and carries me away without another word.
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      Luckily there’s an underground garage in our building. We got in without really being noticed. The dark windows of the SUV prevented people looking in and ensured we didn’t get photographed. I sit in the center of the bed looking down at my phone, which keeps going off every two seconds. I'm surprised the battery hasn’t given out already.

      Wes and Dean are on the phone with their parents. Their phones keep blowing up with calls from them. They wanted to call them later, but I told them to call them now. They love their mom and dad and I didn’t want them worrying about them worrying. I wasn’t going anywhere. They could take a few minutes to call them.

      My phone lights up again and my mother’s name flashes across the screen. “Are you going to answer that?” Wes asks, leaning up against the doorframe of the bedroom. Dean walks in and tosses himself onto the bed next to me, his weight making me bounce. He looks over at my phone.

      “It’s your mom.”

      “Hence why I’m not answering it.” I power it off and toss it onto the side table. On the edge of the table I glimpse the note they left. “Also, don’t leave a note when you leave. Wake me up.” I try to scold them, but they only smile at me.

      “We wanted to get things taken care of before you woke up. Thought we’d make it back before then,” Dean admits.

      “I was sure we wore you out good enough for that to happen,” Wes adds, pushing away from the door and joining us on the bed. “Still fucking pissed those camera guys got in your face.”

      I reach for Wes and wrap myself around his back before he can stand up. He keeps wanting to go downstairs and give them a piece of his mind. Okay, maybe a piece of his fist. I stop him because it will only add fuel to the fire and give them what they want—another story to make my perfect men look bad. I won’t let that happen.

      “Fuck ’em. Besides, after we all get married and have the Farmer last name, they’ll know this isn’t some fucking kinky shit that’s a game or something. They’ll know this is real. They also know that fucker deserved to be punched after how he talked about our girl. It will blow over then.”

      Wes turns and pulls me into his lap so we are both facing Dean, who has his hand behind his head, his legs stretched out, looking like he’s talking about the weather and not us all getting married.

      “You want me to have your last name?” Wes asks.

      “You want to get married?” I follow up.

      He looks over at us like we’re the crazy ones.

      “Well, yeah.” He sits up. His eyes go to Wes. “You’re my brother, man. You’re just as much a part of this family as any of us. You’re a Farmer.” His eyes come to me next. “She’ll be one, too.”

      I turn my head to look at Wes, whose eyes look like they’re watering.

      “I know we can’t all really be married, but we’ll have the lawyers pull some paperwork up to make it so we’re all tied together. But I think legally Wes should be the one on the marriage license. Maybe he’ll get it through that thick skull how serious I am about him being a Farmer.”

      With that, a tear leaks down my cheek. “You guys don’t think this is too fast?” I ask.

      “Fuck no,” Dean snaps.

      Wes’s mouth goes to my neck. “We’ve been waiting for you, little one. We’re not waiting anymore. We love you and we know you love us.”

      “I do,” I admit. My back hits the bed and Wes pins one of my hands and Dean pins the other.

      “Again. Say it again,” Dean demands.

      “I love you. Both of you.”

      “Fuck, I love you, too.” Dean's voice comes out rough. He glances over at Wes. “I love both of you. You’re my family. We’re a family.”

      Wes swallows hard. “I love you both, too. More than I thought possible.” His words are almost choked.

      “Now that we’ve got that settled, let’s make her little body shake and scream over and over until she wants to be our wife.”

      “And have our babies,” Wes adds.

      “Fuck, don’t say that shit out loud or I’ll cum too fast,” Dean moans. I feel myself get wet between my legs.

      “She could already be pregnant with how many times we came in her last night.”

      “Oh god,” I breathe as I glance between both of them, feral need on their faces.

      They both pounce, making true their words.
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Epilogue

          

          Amelia

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Four months later…

      

      

      

      “What’s that noise?” I try to sit up but don’t get anywhere. I’m wedged between two giants.

      “They must be early,” Dean grumbles and Wes grunts.

      “Who’s early?” I attempt to wiggle free but again get nowhere.

      Dean’s hand tightens on my breast while Wes’s slides between my thighs. My wiggling stops as Dean’s other hand grabs my leg, he throws it over his and spreads my thighs wide for Wes.

      “Guys?” I moan as Wes’s other hand covers my mouth.

      “Shh. Don’t want anyone hearing those sweets moans. Those belong to us,” Dean whispers in my ear. “Let Wes get you off. We all know how grumpy you are when you don’t get your morning orgasm.” He pulls on my nipple before rolling it between his fingers.

      I gasp into Wes’s hand. Our eyes lock on each other as he works his fingers against my clit. Dean kisses my neck, his fingers on my thigh digging in, his hold possessive as always.

      The loud banging I was hearing fades away and all I can think about is their hands on me as they push me closer and closer to orgasm. I can’t believe I’m already about to cum. We spent all night in bed after our little fight.

      Well, it isn’t much of a fight when the two men you’re bickering with cut you off by either kissing you, putting their cocks in your mouth or making you scream with pleasure. These two never play fair. They kept at it until I passed out and for the life of me I can’t remember what we were even fighting about.

      Dean’s leg wraps around me as his hand moves from my thigh down the crack of my ass. I wiggle my ass against him. Wes’s fingers on my clit move fast as Dean comes in from behind, thrusting two fingers inside me.

      I throw my head back, my orgasm pushing down on me. Dean keeps thrusting while Wes works my clit, sending me over the edge. They wring my orgasm out as I fall limp between them. My eyes close and their hands move to cup my stomach, making me smile.

      “Go back to sleep, little one. It’s still early.”

      I mumble, liking that idea. Until another loud bang jolts me awake again.

      “You two. What’s going on?”

      I wiggle again, fighting a little harder to get out.

      “Amelia!” I freeze and my eyes fly open. Both Dean and Wes jerk up. “My mother!” I squeak.

      I’ve been avoiding her for months. It looks like my time is up. Our one phone call after the media broke our story didn’t go so well. I hung up on her, which is something I’d never done in my life. I’m shocked it took her this long to show up at my door and demand my attention. No one ignores her.

      “Let me go.” I try to free myself and I glance at both of them. “She’ll come back here and she is not going to see you guys naked!” I yell the last part, not liking the idea of anyone seeing them naked. Dean smiles.

      “Only you see us naked.” Wes grabs my face and kisses me deep before finally letting me go. I scurry to get up, but not before Dean smacks my butt, making me jump and move faster.

      I find my underwear and slide them on. Next, I grab a shirt off the floor and slip that on over my head. I turn to see Dean and Wes lying in bed, casual and relaxed. Well, except for their hard-ons that are begging for attention. My eyes go back and forth between them. I really want to crawl back into bed with my men and not go out there and face my mother.

      “Amelia!” she yells again.

      “Dressed!” I snap at them, making them both smile. I roll my eyes and stomp from the room. I stop when I see my mother talking to three men in construction outfits. They are all openly flirting with her. Men are drawn to my mother like a moth to a flame.

      “Mother.”

      She turns to look at me. The smile on her face drops away.

      “Oh, it’s my daughter who hasn’t spoken to me in months!”

      “You called twice and texted once, Mother. I don’t think you were dying to talk to me. In fact, I think you were pissed at me and avoiding me.”

      Her jaws clenches. “I had no choice. I already had a trip to Paris planned for a few months. I wasn’t going to let this wild phase you’re having interrupt my life. Until this!” She holds up a magazine that’s three months old.

      “Yeah, I got married,” I admit. “I’m sorry I didn’t invite you, but it was small and after the things you said on the phone I thought it was for the best.”

      My mother purses her lips. I glance over to see Dean and Wes entering the living room.

      “Out!” Wes barks at the construction men. “Come back tomorrow.”

      “No fucking pants, little one,” Dean mutters next to me, sounding pissed. I glance over at him.

      “I’ll get to you two in a minute.” I point over to the large hole in the wall, remembering what our fight was about last night. I try to glare at them, but I have to hold back a small smile at how over the top they can be sometimes.

      My mother clears her throat. She clearly does not like not being the center of attention right now. We all look over at her. She’s done up like always. Her hair and makeup are perfect. She’s always traveled with a team of people to make sure she looks her best.

      Her eyes roam over both Wes and Dean. My body stills as I wonder what they’re thinking of my mother. Everyone always thinks she’s breathtaking, but when I look at them they’re both looking at me with concern on their faces. My mother holds none of their attention.

      “You didn't even call and tell me. This is how I found out,” my mother hisses as she waves the magazine.

      “That magazine is three months old.” I shake my head. Us getting married is old news. The paparazzi are over that story now.

      “I just saw it,” she throws back.

      “Mother, if you were so worried about me you would have tried harder to reach out to me after I hung up on you. Not only that, our names have been all over everything. If you wanted to know what was happening with me you would have looked.”

      “I couldn't bear to look! Two men, Amelia. Really? You know what that makes you look like, don’t you?”

      I throw out my arms, grabbing both Wes and Dean, knowing they’d lose it at her words. They both still at my touch. My mom’s eyes dart back and forth between Wes and Dean, furious.

      “I love you, but you have to come to terms with them. I’m married to them.”

      “You know how this makes us look?”

      “I don’t care how it makes me look. I’m happy that’s all that matters.”

      “She should leave,” Wes growls, not even addressing my mother.

      “You don’t need this stress,” Dean adds. He turns, his hand coming to my belly.

      “No!” my mother gasps. “Do you even know which is the father?” she cries, her face turning red.

      “Both of us,” Wes and Dean both snap, making me smile. Like it matters who the father is. We’re a family. Period. It doesn't matter.

      “I think you should go,” I tell her. Her shoulders drop and I see a look cross her face I’ve never seen before. I push past Dean and Wes and go to my mother. “This is my life now. You have to get used to it.”

      “Your father—”

      “Don’t,” I cut her off. “I don’t want the life that’s in New York here, and if you want to be in my life you have to accept this. Dean and Wes are right. I won’t have you stressing me out right now.”

      Her head drops forward, her hair failing into her face. “Okay.”

      “Okay?”

      “You have that same look your father gets. This is final. You won’t be moved.”

      “I love them. I love my life here.” I grab her hand. “I love you, Mom.”

      “I love you, too.” She tucks some hair behind my ear, surprising me with her affection. She masks it quickly. “I should go.” She kisses me on both cheeks before turning to leave. She stops at the door, turning to look at my men. “Take care of her.”

      “Always,” the both say before my mother nods then turns and leaves.

      I watch her exit the door and I stand there for a moment. I’ve come to terms with what my mother is. More so after spending a week with Wes and Dean’s family out at the farm. Their family sucked me in like I’d been a part of it from birth.

      Their sisters were already like sisters to me and their mom was warm and sweet. It felt like for the first time I had a real mom. Not a mother. I don’t want my mother out of my life, I just know we won't ever be close. And I’m okay with that. I have more than I could have ever asked for.

      I turn to glare at Dean and Wes, who have their arms crossed over their chests but their faces are filled with concern.

      “You two want to talk about this?” I smile, pointing over to the giant hole in the wall and letting them know I’m not upset about my mother. It is what it is.

      Wes shrugs. Dean smiles.

      They have been on me about moving my stuff over from my apartment. I’d been meaning to get to it, but we have been on the move since we became an us. From getting married, to traveling for a few small team camps, to finding out I was pregnant and spending time out at their family’s farm, I just hadn’t got around to it.

      A lot of my stuff is still in boxes, but I don’t see the rush. It’s my understanding it has a year lease, so what does it matter?

      The fight came when they got home from a meeting with their agent to find me passed out in my old bed. Since finding out I was pregnant, I was prone to random nap attacks at any moment. I was over at my old place trying to find something that would fit my ever-growing belly and might have passed out on my bed.

      They did not like finding me asleep in my old bed. So a small fight broke out. It didn’t last long because I was pinned to the bed beneath them. They wouldn’t let me get a word out, only moans until I passed out. When I woke up, it was to construction on both our places.

      “You want to keep the place. Fine. You’re about to get one big fucking condo,” Dean says coming towards me with Wes following.

      I plant my hand on my hips, about to open my mouth, and they’re both on me. I really don’t care about the condo or the construction. I was more just trying to tell them they were being silly yesterday.

      “Let’s work the fight out of her again, Dean,” Wes says.

      I fake a growl as they pin me to the bed before they start to trail open-mouthed kisses down my body, stopping and paying extra attention to my belly. I lie back enjoying their plan, thinking I can play just as dirty as they can.

      I like the sound of that.
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Epilogue

          

          Amelia

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Seven years later…

      

      

      

      “Fuck, where’s Wes?” Dean asks as he thrusts deep.

      “He said he was on his way,” I moan as he moves his big cock in and out of me.

      “I don’t know if I can wait to cum.”

      “You better,” I warn, stilling my hips.

      “Fuck.” He groans again and takes a breath.

      Just then the door to our hotel room bursts open and Wes stands there like a beast. My pussy clenches around Dean and he cries out.

      “Goddammit, little one, slow your pussy down. He’s here!”

      I’m on top of Dean, riding him as I keep eye contact with Wes. “I need you,” I moan and tilt my ass up for him.

      Wes doesn’t hesitate as he strips off his clothes and grabs the lube I laid out for him. He slicks up his dick as he climbs on the bed and gets behind me. When I feel the tip of his cock at my back entrance I push against him, needing it.

      “Where were you?” I moan as I sink down on him.

      My two men have me stuffed full and now I finally feel whole.

      “I got caught in the lobby and couldn’t get away. A team of security had to come over and get me out,” Wes says and thrusts all the way in. “Fuck, you’re tight, baby.”

      “Bro, I can’t hold on much longer,” Dean says, and I score my nails down his chest.

      “You better wait, Dean,” I threaten, and he nods before mumbling football stats to keep himself distracted.

      We’re in Texas for the final game of the season. Not only that, but it’s the final game of both my husbands’ careers. They’ve decided to retire and spend time with our family and I couldn’t be happier.

      I still travel with them to away games because they can’t stand to be away from me and the kids for more than a few days. But traveling with five boys every week is stressful on all of us. And being on the sidelines and seeing your husbands get hit every Sunday does a number on a wife’s nerves. I didn’t know how much more I could take, but thankfully they both know me better than I know myself and told me it was time.

      My dad even pulled back from some of his responsibilities to help with the boys and spend time with them. He says life is short and he doesn’t want to spend it yelling at football players when he could be wrestling with his boys instead.

      “Just think girl, girl, girl,” Wes says to Dean, and I have to bite my lip to keep from giggling.

      They both want a girl so bad they can’t stand it. It’s the reason we’re trying for baby number six. They said they’d keep me pregnant as much as possible and they were true to their word. We’ve got a big family full of boys that’s loud, smelly, and always climbing on stuff. But I wouldn’t change a thing. I love all of my boys more than anything, and though life is chaotic, it’s fun and I’m so in love I can hardly breathe.

      “You’re not helping!” Dean growls.

      I feel Wes’s lips at my back and I can tell he’s trying to smother a laugh, too. The three of us agreed they’d take turns filling me up and Wes got his this morning before the game. Dean said he wanted to do it after, but he’s so keyed up that he’s not going to last long.

      “Do you want to cum and then cum again?” I ask, leaning down and kissing his neck.

      “Yes!” Dean roars as he cums inside me right that second.

      “Fuck,” I hear Wes say as his cock pulses in my ass and he cums, too. “Shit, him getting off made me do it, too,” he says, trying to catch his breath.

      “What about me?” I fake a whine and poke my lower lip out.

      “Little one, do you actually think we’re going to leave you hanging?” Dean says, thrusting up and still rock hard inside me.

      “Have we ever let you wobble out of bed without us taking care of you?” Wes asks as he grabs my ass.

      “What am I going to do with the two of you?” I say, rocking between the two of them.

      “We’ve got nothing but time on our hands to find out,” Dean replies, plucking at my nipples.

      Now that they’re retired, we can do whatever we want. Which means I’m going to be spending a lot more time in bed. I moan and reach back, rubbing Wes’s legs. They’re so strong and thick and I grip them as my men thrust into me.

      Dean grips my hips and I smile. I’m surprised they haven’t noticed by now. I’ve had five babies so my body isn’t exactly like it was the day we met. I’ve gained some pounds that I can’t seem to keep off, and weight has moved around to my hips and ass. My husbands say it makes me even more beautiful, but it also masks the fact that I’m pregnant right now and they have no idea.

      It’s still early, but I snuck off to the obstetrician last week for an early ultrasound and found out that I’m giving them their baby girl. Everyone is going to be so excited and it’s going to be the best retirement present ever.

      I’ve got a cake with pink bows all over it being delivered by room service in an hour. I even ordered five dozen pink balloons to be delivered, so it should be fun to see how they’re going to get them in here.

      It’s been the hardest secret to keep, but it’s going to be so thrilling to watch their faces. I love them so much and I want to give them everything, just like they’ve given it to me. I never imagined my life would turn out like this. Full of love and laughter with more smiles than I can count. I’m protected and needed; isn’t that all a woman truly wants?

      My body tightens as my men play me like an instrument. They know exactly what I like and which way I like it, never letting me forget who is in charge.

      This time when they cum, it’s after me. It’s so earth shattering that I collapse onto Dean while Wes kisses me up and down my back while he cleans us up.

      “I love you,” I mumble to the both of them.

      “I love you, too, little one,” Dean says, kissing the top of my head.

      “I love you, baby,” Wes says and spanks my ass. “It’s my turn now, so roll on over.”

      I giggle as Wes puts me on my back and moves between my legs. I could tell them that they’ve already got what they want. But what’s the fun in that?
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        the complete bundle

        by

        Alexa Riley

      

      

      The Cortez brothers have found the one, and they’ll do anything to own her…including buying her.

      Their obsession has driven them to the point of deceit, but they didn’t get to where they are today without getting their hands dirty to get what they wanted, and they’ll do anything to have her.

      Stella is desperate, and selling her virginity is her only option to save the family land. The Mistress Auction is her last hope, but when she sees the two men who buy her, she’s worried her heart won’t make it through the thirty days.

      Warning: This ménage has two consumed brothers, a virgin selling her body, a Vegas casino, and a reality TV star trying to cause a scene.

      

      Author note: Totally responsible for turning you on.
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      To Vegas… For bringing us together and inspiring these stories. You’re a dirty bitch and we’ll never quit you.

      

      PUSH THE BUTTON!
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          Stella

        

      

    

    
      “No, try the white or cream nightie and tone down the makeup. She looks more like a showgirl than an innocent virgin.” The woman named Samantha is barking orders at the girl who is getting me ready. The assistant hops to and races off to find the right outfit, her long, curly red hair bouncing behind her.

      I cringe inwardly at the comment. I'm not sure I want to look like a showgirl or an innocent virgin, but what choice do I really have? I’ll do whatever will get me the most money at this point. I've made my bed and now I have to lie in it. Figuratively and literally. Maybe it wasn’t me exactly who made the bed, but I sure helped tuck myself right into it. If I’m doing this, I might as well get all I can out of it. If switching out a nightie and playing up my virginity will do that, then that’s what I’m going to do.

      “She's right.” At her words, I look over to the woman standing at the station next to me. She most definitely looks like a showgirl, but I'm pretty sure that's what she's going for. “Innocent virgin will get you a whole lot more money.” She winks at me and starts applying more lipstick to her already very red, plump lips. The lipstick makes her big blue eyes pop, and I can’t help but be envious of how utterly gorgeous she is. It’s like she stepped right off the pages of Maxim magazine. She has to be at least five feet nine, and if she wears the heels she has sitting on the ground next to her, she’ll be well over six feet and almost all legs. Her shoes look like they cost a couple thousand dollars, making me wonder why she’s even here if she can afford shoes like that.

      Slipping off the topaz dress, I examine the white nightie the redhead brought back.

      “How much more?” I ask, unable to help myself. I need a hundred grand for this to actually be worth it. That’s the amount that will keep my father from losing our land, which he so easily gambled away. A piece of land that my mom fought to keep alive, gone after one poker game my father should’ve never been in. How could he be so stupid? Or does he just not care? I wonder what he’d think if he knew what I was doing to get the money back. I’m sure he’ll find out soon enough, when I’m not home in the morning. Come tomorrow, I’ll be owned by some random man and I’ll no longer be a virgin.

      “Hmm.” She stops applying her lipstick, giving me a full once over. “Virgin, right?”

      I nod my head, wondering if it’s that easy to spot a virgin. Is there, like, a sign on my forehead that I’m not seeing?

      She gives me a wicked smile. “They always go to the highest bidder, and you’ve got the whole ‘innocent’ thing going too. Men eat that shit up. I'd say at least two hundred thousand.”

      I'm sure my eyes bug out, because she laughs at my response.

      “I'm Kim.” She reaches her hand out and shakes mine. She’s got such soft skin and her nails are perfectly polished. I look her over. She’s so put together she looks like she’s not entirely real.

      “Stella,” I reply.

      “I gather that, as you’re a virgin, this is your first time at the Mistress Auction?” She arches an eyebrow at me, a half-smile playing across her red lips.

      “All around virgin you could say.” I try to joke to help with some of the fear snaking up my spine. It’s an eerie feeling, knowing there is a group of men not far away, waiting to buy my body. Waiting to buy me.

      “This is my fourth. The same guy just keeps buying me. When our contract is up, I always come back, and each time I go up he buys me again.”

      I can't tell by her tone if she likes that or not. “Sounds kinda sweet in a weird kind of way. Why not just go ahead and extend your contract with him?”

      Each person who is bought as a mistress is locked into thirty-day contract. You get half your money up front and the other half when the thirty days are over. The buyer has to pay an additional ten percent to the house so the mistress isn’t responsible for fees. That’s what I gathered from the mountains of paperwork, non-disclosures, and extensive medical exams I had to endure to enter into the Mistress Auction. If it wasn't for all of that, I’m not sure I would be doing it. Everything seems to be done to protect everyone, and though I’m desperate, I’m not willing to risk my life. When your contract is up, you can enter into a longer Mistress agreement at a newly negotiated price with your current buyer, but if it wasn't a good fit you’re able to enter the Mistress Auction again if you like. I didn't want to be anyone’s mistress, though the perks do seem rather nice. Your every need will be met, and your only requirement is to be ready and willing when your buyer comes knocking on the door of wherever he’s put you. I want to be more than someone’s property, so I know this will be my one and only auction. When the contract’s up, I’ll be going my own way.

      “Got to keep him on his toes,” Kim says, breaking into my thoughts. She gives me a wink like I should know what that means. It all seems a little silly to me, but now I know how she afforded the expensive shoes.

      “What if he doesn’t bid on you?” She seems so confident, but I guess if I looked like she did I would be too.

      “Oh, he will. Men love a good chase, and I love being chased. I think it’s just part of our game now, and Samantha doesn't seem to care. She keeps getting her ten percent, and we keep having a good time.” It’s then I see something like a twinkle in her eyes.

      “And if someone else outbids him and wins you?”

      “One thing I can tell you about the men out there is Samantha knows what she’s doing. She makes sure the girls being auctioned off are high quality, and ensures bidders are of an equally high standard”

      The word ‘quality’ makes my stomach turn. It’s almost like I’m at a cattle auction or something. If the men out there are such great catches, what are they doing here?

      “If these men are so good why can’t they find women on their own? I know why I’m doing this; I need the money. But I’m sure if they’re rich enough to spend fifty thousand dollars on a mistress for a month, they could easily find a woman on their own who wouldn’t cost them so much.”

      “You really are quite innocent aren't you?” The way she says it doesn't seem mean or hateful, more like she’s come to a realization. “Likely most men would end up paying the same price either way. Gifts, dinners, and trying to get a woman into bed, it adds up. Here, things are simple and to the point and wrapped up rather nicely. They don’t have to worry about missing a date with you or calling you every day. They can come and go as they please, and we aren’t supposed to question that. Everyone here knows what they’re getting, and this isn't necessarily about finding love. You’re about to be bid on by some the richest and most powerful men in the world. They like discreet, and Samantha makes sure they get that.”

      Adjusting the straps of the white nightie, I look into the full-length mirror. I look...sexy. Not something I ever really think when I look at myself. I’m more a jeans, shirt, and cowboy boots kind of girl. I like functional and comfortable.

      My black hair hangs in waves down my back, almost to my ass. I actually forgot how long it really was because I always keep it in a ponytail and out of my face. The eye make-up Red put on me makes my silver eyes seem to shine, and whatever she put on my lips makes them look plump and full. Maybe they’re that way on their own and the lipstick makes them more noticeable. I see myself in the mirror but it doesn't feel like me.

      I grew up working on our farm on the outskirts of Las Vegas, mainly raising sheep and a few hogs. I wonder if whoever buys me will have me accompany them to events or if I’ll just be stored away in a condo somewhere. I know nothing about going to formal events, or even wearing heels. I could possibly kill myself in them.

      I wanted to go to school, but I had to do my part since my mother passed away three years ago. I realized over time that she took so much more with her than just herself when she died. The farm has slowly been slipping through my fingers. It’s hard keeping a farm functional in the desert, and no matter how hard I try, I can’t hold on to it. My father talked me into not going to college, saying he needed all the help he could get, and once it was all settled, I could try to enroll. I just couldn't say no. He’d always bring up my mother and talk about how hard things were now that she’s gone.

      I'm second guessing myself and this decision as I wonder if I'm just delaying the inevitable downfall of the family farm.

      I shake off the negative thought. I can use this money to pay off the farm loan he owes the casino or I can use it to start somewhere fresh. Or maybe, just maybe, I can get enough to do both. Pay off the loan, wipe my hands clean of everything, and move on.

      My father keeps dragging himself into the city every night to gamble and drink until he can't even walk. I have to go pick him up at least four times a week, and oftentimes I need help getting him out to the car. He’s a big man, and I’m barely five feet four. I may weigh a little more than I should, but that sure isn't muscle adding to the pounds. All my extra weight seems to go to my ass, hips, and boobs, and that does nothing to help me. The last time I had to go get him was the worst. He didn't have the money to pay for the private poker tournament he’d entered, and the debt needed to be paid or they'd be taking the farm. I‘d been busting my ass trying to keep that place from the bank to begin with, barely making ends meet, and my father just pissed it all away in one night like it was nothing. Like we didn't have other families who also depended on that farm to make a living. He didn’t think about the salaries we needed to cover, and that it wasn't just about us. If the farm was only about us, I’d have left years ago.

      I was just thankful it wasn't the Cortez Casino that I got the call from this time. Maybe he wasn't even allowed there anymore, because it had been a while since I'd gone there to get him. Each time was more humiliating than the last. The owners, Aaron and Justin Cortez, always looked at me with sad eyes, then it would follow with one of them asking me to dinner in one of the fancy restaurants they had at their casino. They would openly hit on me in front of each other, and I was starting to think it was a game for them to see who could get to me first. I had no plans to do anything with either of them. They’re the richest men in the city and have a reputation that goes with that. I didn't need their pity or to be a part of any games they were playing. I didn’t understand what they were getting at, but I didn’t have time for it. They’d ask if I needed someone to talk to, and hell, I probably did. Over the years my friends seemed to slowly drop off one by one. Some going away to college and others frustrated with the lack of time I had to spare to hang out with them. But I didn’t want the Cortez brothers pitying me, and I didn’t need their charity, I needed a father who could pull it together. I didn’t have anything other than the farm, and it’s probably why I’m still a freaking virgin.

      I wasn't trying to save it, but I wanted to give it to someone I loved, and if you're too busy working, you sure aren’t going to find time for silly things like love. There is no one even close to my age at the farm. I spent most of my days with Tim, who just mainly grunts his responses. He puts just as much work into the farm as I do, working hard for his own family. I don’t think I could handle things without him, but I know if we don’t start turning a better profit that I could end up losing him.

      “So what do think?” I ask, looking at Kim through the mirror. She’s clearly a pro at this, and I’ll take any advice she can give me.

      “You look like you're going to make a killing.” She winks at me again, and then goes back to fluffing her hair.

      The double doors burst open, and Samantha comes strutting into the dressing room. She checks over all the girls one by one, her redheaded assistant running around, frantically trying to make sure it all looks perfect for her. Samantha’s quite interesting to watch; I can’t help but be in awe of her and this business she’s built. I feel like there’s a really good story there, but I’m sure with the kind of secrets she keeps, she’d never tell it. She’s stunning and looks almost like a Stepford wife, but I don't see a ring on her finger. Her shiny blonde hair is pulled back into a perfect chignon with not a strand out of place. She has very little make-up on, and her outfit, though just a simple black dress, looks like it cost more than I can imagine. She oozes class and sophistication, which is odd because she’s basically running a high-class prostitution service, if you were to call it what it really is.

      Meeting Samantha was a stroke of luck. She was at the private poker game when I came to get my father. I'm guessing she was there to get business from the high rollers for the Mistress Auctions. When she saw me, and the bind I was in, she pulled me to the side and told me how she could help.

      She said if I met all the requirements, I’d go up on the auction block and would be given to the highest bidder. She collects a percentage of all sales, but insisted there were lots of rules and guidelines to protect everyone. She told me a few of the rules that first night, and the one that stuck out the most was the virgin clause.

      In the agreement, virgins must have their first coupling on the property right after purchase. Maybe they wanted to be sure the girl was really a virgin, but I thought the extensive physical should have proved that. Either way, that rule stuck out in my mind because I knew once the hammer went down on ‘sold’, it was time to pay up and put out. The thought terrified me, and I tried not to dwell on it. If I did, I’d be out the door in three seconds flat.

      Samantha looks over all the girls, inspecting every detail, and when she gets to me she stops. She looks me up and down and nods. “You’re first.” Her smile is wicked, and she seems a little smug. “You're going to make me a fucking killing. I’m thinking those two would pay anything.”

      I give her a questioning look, thinking someone is already set to bid on me. Maybe they gave out our pictures when people first arrived or something.

      “I should’ve put in a decoy to jack up the price,” she mumbles, clearly talking to herself as she walks away.

      “Drink it,” Kim says, shoving a glass of champagne in my face.

      “I’m not old enough.” I push the glass back from my face, needing to keep my head straight tonight.

      “Yeah well, it’s not really legal to sell your virginity either, but here you are. Drink it. It’ll help calm your nerves. You look like you might pass out.”

      She’s right. The time has come, and I do feel a little faint. Part of me wants to flee the room, but I’m not sure I can move my feet right now. I take the glass from her hand and drink it in three big gulps. It’s crisp and extra cold, making my eyes water for a second. I take a breath, and I do feel a little better by the time the drink hits my stomach.

      “Let’s go.” Samantha’s assistant takes my wrist and pulls me down the short hallway with Samantha leading the way.

      I look back over my shoulder, and see Kim mouth ‘good luck’ at me, and I turn back around, trying to keep my feet from tripping over nothing. We stop short of a thick black curtain, and I suddenly feel like I’m in The Wizard of Oz, wondering what’s sitting on the other side of the curtain. I’m definitely not in Kansas anymore.

      Red places me dead center in front of the curtain, and then backs herself off to the side. Samantha walks over and pulls some of my dark curls over one shoulder, but makes sure they’re not covering my breasts. The white nightie hides nothing at all, sheer fabric from my breasts down to my mons. Red tried to get me to put a thong on, but I told her it wouldn't look too hot if I was picking my ass the whole time I was on stage. The compromise was no underwear, so I’m sure whoever is on the other side of the curtain is about to see all of me. I feel a chill, and the cold champagne I drank so fast has turned my nipples rock hard, making them easy to see through the thin fabric.

      Samantha straightens my appearance, and makes a tutting sound when she looks down at my feet. It’s then I notice I don’t even have any shoes on. Shit, I forgot the stupid heels. Probably for the best anyway, I would likely fall off the stage in them.

      “Remember, Stella, this is all for the money. Don’t let them see your fear.”

      I nod, and she walks to the side of the stage. A male voice fills my ears, and I know the time has come. “Let’s begin, gentlemen. The girls are ready, and tonight we are starting off with a rare treat. Normally we’d save something like this for last, but I thought we’d give each of you an opportunity to bid before you made other purchases. This rare gem has something you all want.” There’s a pause, and I hear a lot of mumbling. “Tonight I offer you Stella, the twenty-year-old virgin.”

      The curtains part.
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