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      DUKE

      

      My father always told me the minute I saw the woman for me, I’d know. Just like that. From one second to the next, I’d be hers. From single to irrevocably taken. As Jed had been my best friend since kindergarten, he’d heard it all from him, too. And from that day forward, we always thought we’d find the same woman. The one for both of us.

      That probably wasn’t what my dad had meant, but it had stuck.

      As kids, we’d smile and nod, humoring him and his words. As teenagers, we’d roll our eyes when he continued to remind us. We’d seen lots of girls—we’d done some hardcore looking—and we had yet to want to keep any one of them. Fuck ‘em, definitely, but nothing more.

      The older I got, the more his words sank in. He hadn’t been feeding me a line to keep me a virgin until my wedding night—that hadn’t worked on me, Jed or my brothers. The way my parents loved each other and showed it on a daily basis was proof of his statement. There was no question she ruled his world, that everything he did revolved around her happiness.

      And now, at thirty-two, I wanted that for myself. I believed my dad. Didn’t eye roll any longer. Instead, I waited.

      And waited.

      Jed, too.

      Until the one night that changed my life. They might call me Sir Loin of Beef, but when I saw her for the first time, stick a fork in me, I was done.
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      DUKE

      

      The last thing I wanted to see after a long day on a construction site was a guy in nothing but a fucking banana hammock swinging his hips, getting his junk to swing around in a circle.

      “What the fuck is going on here?” I asked, grabbing hold of Jed’s shoulder and spinning him around. I’d come in through the back door of Cassidy’s and found him behind the bar. Obviously, I’d missed the sign out front about male strippers. Since he owned the place, this was a serious surprise. My best friend didn’t go for… this any more than I did. Hadn’t told me a thing about it.

      Jed grinned when he saw me, handing a margarita with salt to a woman. “Ladies’ night,” he yelled above the screaming women and shouts of ‘take it off!’ He flipped the lids off of two beer bottles, set them on the glossy wood bar in front of a lady and swapped them for a ten-dollar bill.

      There were two bartenders working hard at refilling drinks, and they gave me a brief wave of hello. Jed was busy helping. I’d been here for ladies’ night before, but it had never been like this.

      “What’s the deal with the dudes?” I yelled back, closing my eyes and shaking my head as the dancer turned around, bent at the waist and showed his bare ass. Except for the little strip of yellow Speedo fabric that rode up his crack, I could see it all… and so could all the ladies in the audience, much to their delight. I, on the other hand, now had to bleach my eyes. “Jesus,” I muttered, looking away. The bass of the music was set high, and I could feel the reverberations through the floor.

      I had no problem with strippers, but I liked seeing ample tits and a plump pussy after a little show. Not this.

      “Julia thought it would be good for business. She and her marketing skills at work.”

      Based on the number of women packed into the bar and restaurant area, my sister had thought right. Probably every woman over the age of twenty-one in a thirty-mile radius of Raines was here. Based on the way they were waving dollar bills, I doubted the fire department could pry them out the door.

      Speaking of the fire department, the music changed and a new dancer came onto the small stage in costume fire gear. I wondered what was going to stay on besides the plastic red hat on his head. Fortunately, the guy was no one I knew. Again, bleach.

      Grabbing a bar rag, Chris wiped his hands and tossed it down.

      “Why did Julia text me to show up?” I asked. “I don’t need to see this.” I pointed in the general direction of the strip tease. With one hand holding the crown of my cowboy hat against my thigh, I rubbed a hand over my eyes with the other. After dealing with a mind-changing client and a late roofer, I just wanted an ice-cold soda and a hot shower. Running my own construction and remodeling business was supposed to be less stressful than riding on the back of a bull. That was a total lie.

      “You’re not here for the men, but for the women,” Julia said from behind me.

      I turned on my booted heel at the sound of her voice. She angled her head to the side so I could kiss her cheek like I usually did, but instead, I put my palm to her forehead and gave her a gentle push. Being a foot shorter than me and a hundred pounds lighter, it was easy to mess with her. The dork.

      “Women? Since when do I need help with women?” I asked, leaning back against the bar so I faced her, not the guy with only a fireman’s hat covering his… fireman’s hat. Shit.

      Julia rolled her eyes. While the youngest of the four of us, she’d taken it on herself as a mission to see all of her brothers married. All three of us. Even when she, herself, was still single. But a male revue was an interesting twist.

      She grabbed my left hand, held it up. “Since there’s no ring on here”—glancing over her shoulder, she looked to Jed—“and none on his finger either, I thought I’d bring the ladies to you.”

      “Why am I here and not Tucker or Gus? They’re just as single as me,” I grumbled, moving out of the way for one of the bartenders to grab something from a mini-fridge behind me.

      “Because your brothers were smart enough to find out about ladies’ night before they got here. Tucker said, and I quote… ’no fucking way.’”

      Sounded like Tucker, although he always went for the wild ones and liked to tame them with his friend. He’d think this was like shooting fish in a barrel to find a woman, at least for a romp in the hay—or a quick fuck in the bathroom. And these women were primed for dick, especially the one who just tossed her panties at the feet of the latest dancer. They were more eager than the buckle bunnies following the rodeo circuit, and I knew those ladies well. And their panties, too.

      “And Gus?”

      “Said he had a date.”

      “You believe him?” I didn’t. Gus didn’t date. He fucked. And not alone. To say the Duke boys liked to share was an understatement. Each of us planned to claim a woman with others. Me, I was going to find a woman with Jed. We’d ruin her for all other men, mark her with our cum and make her ours. Yeah, mine and Jed’s. We’d shared everything since we were five. Claiming a woman together just made complete sense.

      Julia shrugged. “One out of three of you showing up is pretty decent odds.”

      I sighed. “So you want me to do what, exactly?” I paused, held up my hand. “Wait, you’re not expecting me, either of us to—” I thumbed over my shoulder toward the stage.

      She eyed me up and down, took in my black t-shirt, faded jeans and boots. Typical clothes for a day on the job. “Now that you mention it… got a hard hat in your truck? One of those neon safety vests?”

      “No way.” I took one step toward the exit, and she put a hand on my chest. Jed just glanced at us as he scooped ice into a glass and laughed.

      “I was kidding,” she shouted over the beat of a new song blasting from the speakers, then grinned. “I have no idea how you walk around with such a big ego. The weight of it must be oppressive.”

      Ego? Hell no. It was the size of my balls. They were impressive. And right about now, filled with too much cum. It had been too long since I’d fucked, and I ached to fill the right woman until I was empty. Mark her, get my scent all over so everyone knew she was mine. Then I’d let Jed have a turn.

      Julia kept talking. “Just because you’re reasonably good looking plus being famous and all doesn’t mean women want to see your junk. And you have zero rhythm. You can’t dance to save your life… even mostly naked.”

      I decided to skip the dig on my dancing abilities because it was true. Not only was I bad at it, I hated it. Jed had some moves on the dance floor, but I didn’t see Julia trying to bust his chops to get out there and strip. And he was like a fourth brother to her.

      “I’m not that modest, but I’m a one-woman kind of guy,” I told her. And I was looking for a two-guy woman. “Not”—I glanced toward the crowd and inwardly shuddered—“two hundred.”

      I loved women. All shapes and sizes. I revered everything from pert little breasts to lush handfuls. Slim and willowy figures to thick and plenty to hold onto. I didn’t discriminate, not when it came to pussy. I loved pussy. The feel, the scent, the taste. My mouth watered wanting some.

      But I didn’t need my sister picking out pussy for me and Jed.

      We could pick out our own. Julia thought we had women flinging their panties at us left and right, and that had been the case when we were on the pro rodeo circuit. Not now. Getting injured, quitting and returning home to settle down made me see what I’d been missing. And Jed had followed me not long after. And it wasn’t accessible pussy we were wanting. No, it was the pussy. The one we’d been looking for and had yet to find. I was looking for commitment. Long term. Picket fences and all that. To settle down with the perfect woman, the perfect pussy and never look back. But it wasn’t like I was going to tell my sister that; otherwise I’d be set up on blind dates left and right. Jed, too. This bar visit would be nothing compared to what she’d put us through.

      And as for Tucker and Gus, if they thought we had a different woman in bed every night, I wasn’t going to correct them. They’d pester the shit out of me if they learned the truth. Tell me my dick would fall off if it didn’t get wet every once in a while. Same with Jed.

      “Then you two need to pick one.”

      I arched a brow at Julia’s statement. She’d known we’d share a woman since… forever. Same with her other brothers. And, her, too, although I avoided thinking about her with one man, let alone two.

      “I’m not going out there. I might not come back alive. Or with clothes on.”

      It was like being sent out to fend for myself against a bunch of she-wolves.

      “You say that as if it’s a bad thing. I bet you’d get lots of money slipped into your boxers.”

      Jed laughed as he walked by, grabbing a few limes.

      I reached out, dropped my cowboy hat on Julia’s head. With her fingers, she pushed the front up so she could look at me. I just stared at her in return, not amused.

      “Fine. Stay back here and help Jed with drinks then. The bar should be a big enough wall to keep you safe until you find one who might suit your fancy.”

      She patted me on the chest and walked away, taking my hat with her.

      Suit my fancy? She sounded like our grandmother, Nana Jean.

      “When did she become so bossy?” I asked Jed.

      He grinned again as he sliced a lime on a small cutting board. “Birth, I think. I’m not one to talk. Her marketing ideas are making me a killing.”

      Definitely true based on the size of the crowd, especially for a Thursday night.

      I could just leave, go home and have that shower and relax, but Jed and the other bartenders were busting their asses. They really did need some help keeping up with the drink requests, at least until things died down a little. Cassidy’s was Jed’s livelihood now that he was off the circuit and it did well. Locals came for food or drinks, tourists stopped in on their way to Glacier National Park—and women came for the male strippers. I just had to wonder how Julia had wrangled up the strippers in the first place. And that thought was where I didn’t want to go, so I grabbed a bar rag, tossed it over my shoulder and got to work.

      A few women recognized me, chatted me up. One had slipped me her panties… which, a few years ago, would have been really hot, but now all I thought of was how unhygienic it was over a bar. Another had asked for an autograph on a napkin—which I’d been more willing to oblige—and another wanted a selfie with the famous rodeo champion. Fortunately, the dancers were a distraction and, thankfully, more appealing than me. No one lingered at the bar when there were G-string clad men on the other side of the room. A side of the room I tried to avoid looking at by mixing some margaritas with more vigor than necessary.

      “What can I get you?” Jed said, working beside me. With the four of us behind the bar, we’d gone zone defense to keep from running into each other and I’d gotten the far end.

      “Can I get a pitcher of draft and a phone number?” a woman replied.

      “I’m flattered, sweetheart.”

      “Not yours, his.”

      I wasn’t paying them much attention until Jed nudged me. I looked up from the shots I was pouring and followed his chin tilt—and grin—to the woman in front of him. We might have been in rural Montana, but she was all glammed up for a night out in the big city. Big blue eyes, bright red lips. Blonde hair that curled wild and long over her shoulders. Bare shoulders because she had on some kind of top that was sleeveless and tied at the back of her neck. And it had sequins. In fact, it was all sequins. It reminded me of a Las Vegas casino sign. I couldn’t see her lower half hidden by the bar, but I’d seen enough. She was pretty in a flashy, obvious sort of way, but wasn’t for me. Maybe the twenty-two-year-old me would have been tugging her into the back hallway by now for a quickie, but no longer.

      No, she didn’t make my dick rise. But her wingman did.

      Yeah, her. Holy shit. HER.
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      Behind the bar, I kicked Jed in the shin to get his attention, but when I tore my gaze away long enough to look at him, I saw his focus was dead-on with mine.

      Her.

      She stood a little behind the flashy woman, but it was obvious in that women-stick-together sort of way that they were here together. She was… shy. Quiet, maybe? Definitely not as forward as her friend. She wasn’t the forward type. And the way she’d rolled her eyes, I knew I wasn’t the first guy her friend had hit on. And once I turned her friend down, I probably wouldn’t be the last.

      The music changed again which had her glancing over her shoulder at the latest stripper—Jesus, a cowboy with chaps, red Speedo and nothing else—then looked back. She wasn’t frowning, but she wasn’t into the strip-fest either. She looked… amused instead of aroused.

      And hot, in that prim librarian sort of way. Because while others were out for a wild girls’ night in various stages of barely dressed—from short skirts and skimpy tank tops to slutty dresses and stilettos, including her friend’s sequins—she had on a crisp white blouse and jean skirt. Cute as fuck cowboy boots.

      I didn’t know of any woman besides a grandma or a waitress who wore a button up white shirt. And she was no grandma. No, she had to be in her mid-twenties and the only button up I wanted to see her in was one of mine after a night of wild sex, and nothing else. Maybe a few love bites of mine marking her skin, a mix of Jed’s cum and mine coating her pussy and inner thighs. We’d see that and know she was ours. She’d feel it slip from her, a constant reminder that her pussy belonged to us.

      Fuck, I was hard as a fence post and that was just thinking about her shirt.

      Her dark hair was parted down the middle and pulled back into a bun. A bun. But she was gorgeous and having her hair styled so simply only showed that off. Big, dark eyes, pert nose and full, pouty lips that weren’t slicked with red but with some kind of clear gloss. So fucking kissable and I ached to see them stretched wide as I watched her take Jed’s cock nice and deep.

      She wasn’t trying like her friend. Hell, she didn’t need to, not with me. Not with the way Jed was ready to jump over the bar to get to her. Any guy who wasn’t blind could see how beautiful she was.

      If these male dancers didn’t make her pussy wet, I wanted the chance to do so. No, more than a chance. I wanted it all with her and she hadn’t even said a word.

      I wanted to tug that bun loose, unbutton that modest blouse and see what kind of sexy confection covered those full breasts.

      Yeah, they couldn’t be hidden behind a simple top, no matter how prim it was. She’d be more than a handful. And those nipples? Plump, pink and perfect.

      And the thing about her that made my dick even harder? Glasses.

      Fuck, yes. Who knew I had a thing for a woman with glasses? Maybe I hadn’t had one before because it had never been her. Until now.

      I smiled at Miss Sequins, sure to pack it full of charm. “What’s your name?”

      She rolled her shoulders back which thrust her ample tits out. Her grin showed off perfect white teeth. “Ava.”

      I angled my head to the side. “And your friend’s name?”

      Ava put her arm around her shoulder and pulled her up next to her. “My BFF? Kaitlyn.”

      Kaitlyn. Pretty name for a pretty woman. Kaitlyn glanced at me, then Jed. Her cheeks flushed—a pretty pink I was sure was the same shade as her pussy—and said, “Hey there.”

      Soft and melodic. Perfect. Yeah, I’d gone insane, but I fucking wanted her. I wanted to know everything about her. Was she really a librarian or did she just give off that vibe? What kind of jelly did she like? Was she a morning person? God, if she was, then we would have a hot quickie before work every morning. Maybe even shower together and between me and Jed, we’d make her filthy dirty before we got her all clean again.

      Ava reached out and turned my head back with a finger on my cheek so my eyes were on her again, not hot little Kaitlyn.

      “So, about that phone number, Sir,” she mewled. “I just have to wonder if your beef is as big as they say.”

      Of course, she knew who I was. Knew the nickname the tabloids had given me. I’d quit the circuit two years ago, but the name still stuck.

      As for Ava? She wanted the famous pro rodeo champion, not the real me. Yeah, she wanted Sir Loin of Beef, not Landon Duke.

      And I wasn’t interested. I was interested in Kaitlyn, who shyly looked at me and Jed, but did nothing more. Maybe it was because she didn’t want to get in Ava’s way with me. But that flush at Ava’s mention of my beef—oh, she’d be the one to see it… the only one—and the way she studied me and looked away, held hope. Because she was interested, yet was keeping the field open for her friend. The way her gaze flicked to Jed’s, she was interested in him, too. Just probably never thought about both of us claiming her. I just had to get Ava out of the way first.

      “Okay, you two,” Kaitlyn said, leaning her head into her friend for a second. “Don’t have too much fun.” She glanced between me and Ava. “Get me another water, okay? I’m going to run to the restroom while you… whatever.”

      Ava didn’t take her eyes off me as she nodded. And when Kaitlyn walked off, I was able to get a good look at her ass, big and round in her jean skirt. It came to just above her knees, but her full figure couldn’t be disguised. Oh yeah. I wanted to spank it. Grip it as I fucked her from behind. All kinds of dirty things. And when she looked over her shoulder at me with nothing but those glasses on, I’d blow my load. Hell, I was halfway there just thinking about it.

      And wearing that skirt with a pair of cowboy boots… shit. Good thing the fucking bar hid the way my dick bulged in my jeans otherwise Ava would learn first hand how big my beef really was. I tucked my tongue back in my mouth and said to Ava, “Sorry, sugar.”

      I gave her a grin—which hopefully softened the rejection since I wasn’t an asshole, and also because Ava was Kaitlyn’s BFF, and I wasn’t going to have the best friend of my woman thinking me a dick—then wiped my hands on a cloth. Ava was gorgeous, flirtatious and looked fun. Perfect maybe for Tucker, but I had my sights set somewhere else.

      “Interested in Kaitlyn?”

      I glanced the direction she’d gone. “Definitely.”

      Ava, fortunately, was a good sport, and a cool BFF. She gave me a playful pout and said, “Lucky girl.”

      Jed placed the pitcher of beer she’d originally asked for in front of her. I topped off a glass with ice and water for Kaitlyn and set it down, giving Ava a wink.

      When she turned and blended into the crowd, Jed faced me.

      “Did you see her? Kaitlyn,” he murmured, leaning in so we weren’t overheard. Not that it was really possible with the level of the music and women cheering the latest stripper. “Holy shit.”

      “No fucking kidding,” I replied, licking my lips with an eagerness to get to her. Touch her. Taste her. “She’s the one. Who knew she’d come with a pair of glasses, a perfect handful of tits and a heart-shaped ass.”

      “Her outfit left a lot to the imagination, and I’m imagining,” he said.

      “It was sexy as hell,” I countered.

      Someone smacked me on the arm. I turned around, found Julia.

      Her chin was tipped up since we were both so much taller. “You two look like you’ve been kicked by a wild bronc. What gives?”

      I grinned, but also shifted so she wouldn’t see the way my dick was straining in my pants.

      “We found the perfect woman in all that,” Jed said, thumbing over his shoulder toward the crowd. Gone was his quick grin, replaced by an unusual sense of seriousness.

      Both of us had given up on helping the bartenders, and we moved out of the way so they could deal with the crowd on their own.

      Julia’s eyes widened at that, because while she knew we weren’t monks, we’d never once said we’d found The One—and it hadn’t been long since I’d shown up and she’d been poking fun at me. She knew about Dad’s tale of love at first sight and was waiting for a man, no men, of her own—I pitied any who tried to get past her brothers, and Jed—and a smile spread across her face.

      “Really? Where is she?” She went up on her tiptoes and hunted, as if she could pick Kaitlyn out of the crowd.

      With her long, curly red hair pulled back into a ponytail, Julia’s green eyes and freckles couldn’t be missed, even in the dim bar lighting. Her coloring had always been a mystery since no one else in the family, at least in recent memory, had genes like hers. My brothers and I always joked that she’d been adopted. Now, it was cute that she was so eager for us to find The One.

      “She doesn’t have a sign on her, you idiot,” I told her.

      She dropped back onto her heels, frowned.

      “I was the one who got you here, remember,” she grumbled. When we just stared at her, she went on. “Fine, what’s she look like?”

      “Dark hair in a bun,” Jed began. “About your height. Wearing a white button-up shirt and little skirt.”

      Julia scanned the crowd.

      And at the same time, Jed and I glanced at each other and added, “Glasses.”

      “About my height with curves I’d kill for?” she asked, glancing at us over her shoulder. “Cowboy boots?”

      I thought of those curves and how I wanted to get my hands on them.

      “Definitely.”

      “Is that her on stage about to get a lap dance from Mr. Sexy Cowboy?”

      We whipped our heads to where Julia was pointing. Sure enough, there was Kaitlyn being led by the hand to an empty chair set in the center of the stage. The stripper, dressed up like a cowboy—barely in just a pair of leather chaps and a red thong, a cowboy hat on his head—waited until she was seated before he straddled her legs. And it wasn’t dancing he was doing right in front of her face.

      “What the fuck?” Jed growled, picking Julia up and lifting her out of his way.

      “Fuck, no,” I added. “If she’s going to have a dick in her face, it’s going to be mine.”

      “Or mine,” Jed added.

      Without a backwards glance at my sister, we stormed the stage.
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      What had I gotten myself into? I was too stunned to be totally panicked. It wasn’t every day a stripper grabbed your hand and pulled you out of the audience. Me! There were well over a hundred women in the audience much more eager to see the guy in chaps strut his stuff, even stuffing some dollar bills into the tiny little thong he wore. That little scrap of spandex did nothing… nothing… to hide his junk. It was all but swinging about as he tugged me along. Like how a freaking elephant trunk dangled.

      Gah!

      I glanced back at Ava and she was grinning and clapping, excited for me. I’d been too quick in the bathroom, and the water I’d been drinking didn’t help loosen me up and lower my inhibitions like the liquor the others around me were putting down.

      I’d been working so much, Ava had all but threatened to come to my house and drag me out tonight, so I decided to skip going home altogether after work. Otherwise, she’d be right; I’d be in my PJs and vegging on the couch. She’d wanted me to ‘get back out there’ after the flop that had been Roger. Six weeks ago. It wasn’t as if I’d been heartbroken over the guy; he’d turned out to be a creep. A creep who didn’t seem to like to take no for an answer… still. As for Ava and my current situation on stage, I hadn’t realized getting back out there meant a lap dance.

      It wasn’t as if I’d been chosen from the audience for the Price Is Right or something. Nope.

      Definitely not, because the stripper had settled me into a chair that faced sideways to the audience. He moved in close. Real close so he was straddling me. The way we were positioned, everyone in the audience got a clear view of both of us in profile. And I got a clear view of his—

      Sure, he was well-muscled. I couldn’t miss his eight-pack abs slicked with baby oil. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him. But there wasn’t a bit of hair either, except on his head. He was hot and his smile could tug down the panties of most women, but he wasn’t rugged. Manly. A take-charge-and-dominate kind of guy. If I’d said no to being pulled to the stage, he wouldn’t have pursued me, but would easily have found another willing woman from the audience. Why I hadn’t done just that, I had no idea.

      This was all show and he was pure, one hundred percent man candy. Unfortunately, he wasn’t lighting my fire in any way. I’d get publicly up close and personal with this guy and I’d get Ava off my back at least for a few days, but I wouldn’t be thinking of him tonight when I made myself come—all alone in my bed.

      I wished Ava had been pulled up here because she’d be all over this. No, she’d be all over him, her hands sliding over his slick skin, tucking bills into the edge of his G-string or the leather chaps. I looked up, saw him wink at me as he began to expertly move to the beat of the music, his hips gyrating and his barely covered, barely controlled dick began whipping around.

      Ack!

      I couldn’t push him away and get up. I wasn’t a prude; I was into men and certainly put my vibrator to good use with some steamy fantasies, but this wasn’t the guy—or guys—I wanted to see up close and way too personal. He wasn’t the guy whose junk I wanted to see, to fuck.

      Surprisingly, my mind went right to the two men behind the bar earlier. The big, big men. I wouldn’t mind seeing them this close, this personal. Or even more personal. I had to guess they didn’t manscape and each of their dicks would be bigger than the stripper’s and they’d know just what to do with them.

      And it wasn’t spinning them in circles. Yeah, if they were up here, I’d settle back and totally get into it. I clenched my thighs together at the thought of both of them. Yup, not a prude.

      All of a sudden, the bright stage lights were blocked and Mr. Stripper and I were cast in shadow. I couldn’t see who had climbed on the stage because they were silhouetted, but they were big. Mr. Stripper stepped back, the others shifted to the side and all at once I could see who it was.

      My heart leapt into my throat and it was possible I had drool on my chin. The ladies were practically screaming with excitement at the spontaneous appearance of the men from behind the bar. Two big, real cowboys had just joined the strip show.

      The two I’d just been wishing for were up here. What the hell?

      These two were hot. So fucking hot my panties were totally ruined just looking up at them. The lights showcased their height, their broad shoulders, the rippling, well-defined muscles—and they were wearing clothes. Their forearms were corded with muscle, and thank the dear Lord, sprinkled with dark hair. And the bulges in their jeans? Big, thick and blatant beneath the snug fabric. The bigger guy, the one Ava had hit on, his bulge aimed up toward his belt, the other’s tucked down his inner thigh. How did they function with those things in their pants? And out, wow. I could only imagine—and it wasn’t in a G-string nor being spun about.

      I glanced up at them and they had their eyes on me. They’d been watching me stare at their cocks.

      Oh my god. I had no doubt everyone in the building could see me flushing with mortification. I ran my sweaty palms down my jean skirt.

      Mr. Stripper slapped the bigger man—aka Mr. Big—on the shoulder, gave him a smile as if he knew him. They spoke briefly, but I couldn’t hear a word of it over the ladies and the music. Mr. Stripper grinned and held up his hands as if he were being arrested, then stepped back a little more, holding one arm out signaling for Mr. Big to take his place in front of me.

      He was going to do a strip tease? Now? Here? With me? I licked my lips at the thought, hoping his hands would go to his big belt buckle and undo it, slide down the zipper and pull that monster out.

      I wanted to see it. And definitely up close and personal. He literally oozed masculinity, and I had no doubt I was getting drunk off the pheromones pumping out of him.

      And his friend? The other man who’d been behind the bar most of the night slinging drinks, well, he was no slouch. Leaner, but thickly muscled, he had a relaxed demeanor, a sexy swagger. Bartender had blond hair, pale eyes and a square jaw that looked etched from marble. He only nodded a greeting at the stripper, then kept his eyes on me, his hands on his lean hips. It was as if he was taking in every single detail—with x-ray vision—from my cowboy boots to my pulled back hair. And every single inch in between.

      The two of them, they were the rugged alpha males. Real cowboys. They were nothing like other men, making the stripper look average.

      I should have gotten up, run off, but my brain was stalled on the guys from the bar being here. In front of me. I just sat and… ogled. And they were looking at me right back. As if they were predators and I was their prey. I started to stand, but Bartender put a hand on my shoulder to keep me in place, walked around to the back of my chair and leaned down.

      “Easy, baby,” he murmured, his breath fanning my neck.

      Were the stage lights making it hot in here? No. It was the sizzle of the simple touch, the rough timbre of his deep voice. And baby? That should have raised every red flag in my female arsenal. Instead, it made me shiver.

      “You didn’t want that guy all over you, did you?” Bartender asked, his fingers sliding back and forth over my shoulder.

      I shook my head, stared up—way up—at Mr. Big, who’d stepped right in front of me. I gulped at the way he looked at me. Eyes dark, heated, jaw clenched and every line of his body tense. Intent.

      He dropped to his knees before me so we were eye level. The audience clapped and screamed, clearly pleased with the way things were going, but I barely heard them. I barely heard the music, the thump of bass. I only felt Bartender’s hand on my shoulder, held my breath in anticipation of what the other would do.

      When Mr. Big gripped my ankles and began to slowly widen them, I didn’t resist. Not even when the motion parted my legs, making my jean skirt slide higher and higher up my thighs. And when his fingers stretched to curl around the front legs of the chair, pinning my lower legs to them, my gaze flicked to his.

      His eyes met mine, held. It was as if he were waiting for me to say no, to tell him to stop. He was silently asking for permission.

      I couldn’t deny him, because… several reasons. But the one that was most important, was I didn’t want to. I mean, his hands were big and remarkably gentle, and yet I knew he could beat someone unconscious if he really wanted.

      But it wouldn’t be me. No, I could sense he had plans for me and they involved me being wide awake.

      “You want two real men to take care of you? To give you what you need?” Bartender asked.

      I tilted my head, glanced at him over my shoulder. I didn’t have to look far, for he was right there. I saw the sandy colored whiskers on his strong jaw, his full lips. I could smell him. Soap and mint and leather and Grade-A male. Grade-A beefcake.

      My mind was a little muddled. Overwhelmed. I glanced out at the audience to look for Ava, to see if she thought this was as insane as I did, but couldn’t see her for the stage lights. I squinted, only able to see a blob of women. I could hear them, knew they were there hooting and shouting “You go, girl” and “Eat that pussy!” The entire bar was watching and could see everything. Mr. Big’s fingers gently squeezed and brought me back to the moment. To them. Did I want two real men to take care of me and give me what I needed?

      Um, yeah.

      Duh.

      I nodded.

      And that was what they’d been waiting for because Bartender put his hands on the back of the chair and tipped it back, then back a little more until I was at a forty-five-degree angle.

      I gasped at the feeling of falling backwards, but he’d only angled me enough so that… Oh. My. God.

      Angled so that I was tilted up and Mr. Big could see right up my skirt. With my legs spread, he could easily see my panties.

      His eyes dropped there. There! My pussy clenched and I was instantly thankful I had on pretty underwear.

      The crowd went wild, watching. Two men who’d been serving drinks were doing very naughty things with a woman from the audience. Me! Since I was sideways to them, the audience couldn’t see anything, but knew exactly what was going on. Could watch every expression on Mr. Big’s face as he looked at my panty-covered pussy.

      “Tell me, angel,” he said. His voice was deep and rough. “Is that damp spot on your panties because of us?”

      I flushed, realizing he was right. I was wet, wet enough that the gusset of my lacy panties was clinging to me. I could only imagine that the skimpy fabric barely covered my swollen lower lips, that the lace- trimmed thin silk was probably transparent now.

      I bit my lip, nodded. This was so hot. The hottest thing that had ever happened to me and he was only staring at my panty-covered pussy. I could only imagine what he’d do if he actually touched it. Or licked it. Or put that big dick of his in it. Nice and deep. I clenched, wondering how it would even fit.

      “Good girl,” Bartender said into my ear. “Getting all wet for us. Getting all wet for our hard cocks. And we are hard, baby, just for you.”

      I flushed hot from head to toe, close to coming from just this very erotic bit of foreplay. They hadn’t kissed me, hadn’t touched me in any way other than their hands on my shoulders and ankles.

      Mr. Big leaned in, his face now right between my parted thighs, inches from my pussy. He inhaled, nostrils flaring, eyes widening because I knew he could pick up my scent. I was wet enough for it. He grinned. “Oh yeah, that pussy’s sweet.”

      His hands slid up my lower legs to my knees—thankfully I’d shaved in the shower this morning—and pushed them a little wider. He was so much bigger than me, including his hands, that his fingertips practically brushed the lacy edge of my panties. My skirt didn’t hide anything from him. He could see almost all of my needy pussy, clearly outlined by my clinging little panties. Even I could see that as I looked down.

      I knew I should be stunned. Scared, perhaps, by their blatant boldness. But I wasn’t scared. Nervous, yes, because nothing like this had ever happened to me. Ever. But, strangely, I felt safe. As if they knew what I wanted, knew how far to push me. They somehow knew I needed to be held down, to give over to them. They knew exactly what I wanted. No, what I needed.

      They knew I was horny and eager for it.

      The song ended, probably pre-programmed for when the cowboy stripper’s act was to finish. Another stripper came out onto the stage but remained off to the side, watching. He winked at me, just like the other stripper had. It seemed I was the latest act.

      “I don’t share,” Mr. Big said, bringing my gaze back to his as his fingertips brushed my panties then. The heat of it, the feel of him being right there, but not touching my clit or slipping inside had me gasp, lift my hips. I was close to coming and I wanted more.

      “Except with me,” Bartender added.

      “What I want to do to you doesn’t involve an audience.” A finger tapped my clit once and I was lost. I’d do whatever they said, whatever they wanted, even if it were here on stage as long as they made me come.

      “Okay,” I said instantly.

      From one second to the next, Mr. Big had me up out of the chair and tossed over his shoulder. I grabbed hold of my glasses before they clattered to the floor.

      The ladies screamed in excitement, clearly happy with the change in the show line-up and thrilled someone from the audience was being carted off by not one, but two hot men.

      All I saw was a tight ass beneath a pair of snug jeans, felt a hand on my upper thigh… beneath my jean skirt, fingers once again very close to my pussy. All I could think was… MORE.

      Ava had wanted me to get back out there. I’d say I had.
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      “You know what I thought when I saw you at the bar?” I asked when Duke carefully lowered Kaitlyn to her feet. Her jean skirt had ridden up as he’d carried her off the stage, down the back hall and into my office. I closed—and locked—the door behind us. The music was only a dull vibration here, the air cooler. What mattered was that we were alone.

      Leaning against the door, I enjoyed watching the way she tugged her skirt down over her lush ass and shapely thighs in a somewhat shy gesture considering Duke had had her spread wide on a fucking stage. From my view over her shoulder, I’d seen the way the lips of her pussy had been outlined by the wet, clingy silk of her panties, meaning she was into us.

      Only that tiny scrap of material had kept us from seeing how eager and swollen she was. And now she was covering herself up. As if we’d ever forget what was beneath the skirt. The prim little thing had a liking for sexy underwear and an inner fucking vixen she kept all buttoned up. I wanted to let her out. All the way out.

      Fuck, she was perfect.

      While it would have been amazing to be the two men to take her sweet cherry, she wasn’t a virgin. No, she didn’t give off that vibe. Oh, she still had an innocence about her, but she’d had a man sniff around her before. There was no way in hell he had satisfied her the way Duke and I would. We’d ruin her. Give her so much pleasure she’d crave it. Stretch that tight little pussy, open it up and shape it for our big dicks. Mark it with our cum over and over until our scent clung to her. So that every man she got near could tell she belonged to two real men.

      And she was eager for that. The way her nipples were hard, clearly visible through her prim blouse, was a good sign. Also, the way she’d looked when she’d said ‘okay’ right before Duke had carried her off the stage. I was content to leave the other women to the strippers. I had the one I wanted.

      “What did you think?” she asked, licking her lips and glancing between us.

      “That you belong to us.”

      “I thought you were a stripper,” she replied, glancing at Duke.

      He pointed to himself. “Me?”

      She shrugged, blushed hotly. “Ava knows your name and you got up on stage.”

      Duke grinned. “Angel, I’m not a stripper, but I’ll happily take my clothes off for you.”

      Me, too.

      I watched as she pushed her glasses back up her nose, flushed some more. Shit, that motion had me almost coming in my pants. Prim and proper and we were slowly getting her all dirty. A long tendril of dark hair had come loose from her bun, and I moved over to her and tucked it back behind her ear. We wouldn’t finish getting her filthy until she came, screaming our names. Not once. Not twice, but enough times for her to know her body was now ruled by two big, hard cowboys.

      And our dicks. I had to keep mine in my jeans until it was time for her to take me for a ride like the hottest cowgirl in the world, otherwise I wouldn’t get my cum up inside her. It’d be all over that creamy skin. Oh, it’d still mark her, but not how I wanted.

      Duke might be the famous one on a wild bronc, but that didn’t mean he was the only one who could take on a wild thing. I, too, could use a rope and ride for longer than eight seconds, and this little filly was going to learn that soon enough.

      Hell, the way I was feeling right now, I could go all night. I doubted my dick was going to go down anytime soon. And the way my balls felt, I had enough cum to fill her right up.

      Leaning down, I kissed her. There was no way I could wait any longer.

      I heard her little gasp, felt her startle, then relax. Kissed me back, opened for me. Oh yeah, she was just as sweet as I’d imagined. And in the short time since I’d first laid eyes on her, I’d imagined a lot.

      Her between me and Duke. Turning her around so I could bend her over my desk and fuck her. Settle her into my chair, tuck her legs up over each arm, fall to my knees and eat that sweet pussy until she came. Screamed. I’d get my fingers into that tight, needy little hole, find her hot button and make her squirm, then squirt.

      Lap it all up.

      Finally, I lifted my head.

      “Us?” she asked, blinking up at me.

      The one word broke me from my thoughts.

      I grinned, licked the flavor of her from my lips, and Duke stepped close. “We share.”

      “Everything,” I added, as Duke turned her so he could have his turn kissing her.

      We’d been best friends since I punched Neil Kirkland on the playground in kindergarten for fucking with Duke over his GI Joe lunchbox. Sure, Duke had two huge brothers to have his back now, but back then, one had been in diapers, the other pre-school. So it had been up to me to stand up to that front-tooth-missing little fucker. Ever since we’d been sent to the principal’s office, we’d been inseparable. His parents had gotten used to me being on the ranch, loading me in the big station wagon with the four Duke kids whenever they went out. It wasn’t as if my parents had really cared. Hell, Mr. and Mrs. Duke were more my mom and dad than my real ones ever were.

      So when Duke—very few people ever called him by his first name, Landon—and I decided we’d share a girl in seventh grade, that hadn’t gone over well. Mr. Duke had been smart and recognized how it was going to be with us, had told us to hold off until at least college before we did that. And we had. We’d practiced with a whole string of women, especially once we got our degrees and then hit the pro rodeo circuit.

      And all those women, all that easy pussy had been practice for right now. For Kaitlyn.

      Duke and I would share her. No one else. The thought of any guy seeing her gorgeous body, even her fucking panties, made me want to poke their eyes out. We were possessive fuckers and Kaitlyn would quickly discover that.

      Possessive with our kisses, our hands, mouths. Dicks. They belonged to her now.

      We’d left the pro rodeo circuit two years ago. I’d walked away, but Duke had been carried off on a stretcher with a broken leg. While we weren’t fucking old, we weren’t young bucks anymore either. The travel, the wear-and-tear of hanging onto the back of a bucking bronco or hopping off a galloping horse to wrangle a calf, wasn’t easy to recover from any longer. The buckle bunnies had once been great to soothe all the aches and pains away, but even that had gotten old.

      We’d returned to Montana and Raines, the town we’d grown up in, for Duke to heal, and to settle. I’d bought the bar from a man who’d wanted to move to California to be closer to his grandkids. Duke had started a construction business. We had jobs to keep us from going insane with boredom, plenty of prize money from years on the circuit, a big family—well, Duke’s family—but we didn’t have our woman. Kids of our own. The whole fucking picket fence.

      Until now. Now, this was our last fucking first kiss. Our last first time. And it would be Kaitlyn’s, too. She just didn’t know it yet.

      We’d told her how it was with us. That we shared. Up front. If she wasn’t into it, then we’d slow down until she could get to know us, see what it would be like as part of a threesome.

      But she melted into Duke’s kiss after having her mouth on mine, her hands curling into his shirt and holding on, which meant she was right there with us. Wanted us.

      Fuck, yes.

      I took the opportunity to run my hands over her, learn her curves, how soft her skin was, especially on her thighs as I worked that skirt right back up over her ass.
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      KAITLYN

      

      This was insane.

      Completely, totally insane.

      Mr. Big lifted his mouth from mine long enough to say, “I want to know what makes you hot.”

      “What makes me hot? It’s not a guy in a pair of neon nut huggers,” I murmured.

      He stepped closer. Really close. I backed into Bartender, and I felt not only his hand cupping my bottom, but a very big bulge against my hip.

      Mr. Big’s heated gaze ran over every inch of me, and all I could do was swallow and hope I didn’t self-combust. I’d never done anything like this before with one guy, let alone two.

      “Nut huggers?”

      “If the underwear fits,” I replied, not really following the conversation because his hand came up slowly, I assumed so I wouldn’t bolt, and stroked over my hair, then his fingers slid down my neck to the collar of my blouse, setting off chills on the way.

      “I want to know what would happen if I undid one of these buttons.”

      I held my breath and remained still. Clearly the whole nut conversation was at an end. He took my lack of response as a yes—which it was—and flicked one button from the little hole. Yup, I was going to let him. A simple button on my blouse was nothing when he’d had his hands on the insides of my thighs… his mouth almost on my pussy.

      They hadn’t stormed the stage for any woman, they’d done so for me. God, how hot was that?

      While he’d hastily tossed me over his shoulder and carried me off, they were going slow now, starting back at first base with kisses. I didn’t feel threatened or scared. The opposite, actually. The fact that they were taking their time made me want them more, as if they were building it up. The foreplay alone was going to make me come.

      If I wanted to say no, I had no doubt he’d step back and Bartender would open the office door. Let me go.

      But I didn’t want that. I wanted to feel. Feel pretty. Feel attractive. Special. Desired. The way Mr. Big’s fingertips had barely touched the edge of my panties, but now slid almost innocently over my collarbone was ridiculously erotic.

      I didn’t like being flashy, and I didn’t like people looking at me. I was… average. Five-five. Brown hair. Brown eyes. I thought my mouth was too big for my face. While I had plenty in the cleavage department, I also had a big ass. An ass that, no matter how many diets or exercise programs, wouldn’t get any smaller, much to the dismay of the guy I’d last dated—Roger. I also couldn’t fix the fact that I wore glasses. Yet I would have let the two of them do anything they wanted out on that stage. It was like they’d done something to me. Flipped a slut switch or something.

      “I want to know what color your nipples are,” Mr. Big murmured. “If they’re sensitive. If I can make you come from just playing with them alone. Sucking on them.”

      I whimpered as he undid another button. He leaned down, spoke softly into my ear. His breath fanned my neck. I breathed in his male scent. Dark, male. Real.

      “I want to know what your hair looks like down, spread out over my pillow.”

      A hand slid down my back, cupped my butt. I gasped because it wasn’t Mr. Big’s hand, but Bartender’s.

      “And this ass,” Bartender said. “Fuck, it’s perfect.”

      I gave a funny little laugh then because I thought he was lying. But when he pressed into me, I felt how hard he was against my side. I hadn’t realized my eyes had fallen closed, but I opened them, looked up at him... both of them. He was watching me with a small smile on his lips and desire written all over his face. “I want to know what you sound like when you come. Make those glasses fog up.”

      “Yes.” What else could I say? It wasn’t going to be no.
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      KAITLYN

      

      Hell no. I wanted them to kiss me and touch me and make my glasses fog.

      And Mr. Big did the kissing. My eyes fell closed. The kiss was gentle at first, then his tongue slipped in—I wasn’t going to keep him out—and found mine. He tasted like mint.

      When he finally lifted his head, started kissing along my jaw, I felt his whiskers. The slight abrasion was a tactile reminder of his… maleness. So was his huge length pressing into me. I whimpered again and I clenched my pussy, feeling empty. I all but melted.

      Mr. Big’s hand slipped into my opened blouse and cupped my breast. He lifted his head enough to meet my eyes, give a dark smile. “Lace and satin, just like your panties. What else are you hiding underneath your prim exterior?”

      I stiffened at that.

      “Angel, that’s not an insult,” he continued as his thumb absently stroked over my hardened nipple. “I like unwrapping presents… and you’re the sweetest gift, I’m sure. Besides, I like knowing you’re covered for other men and yet you allow the two of us to see you. One. Button. At. A. Time.”

      Bartender just grunted as his fingers slipped under the back of my panties.

      “I like… god, I um, like lingerie.”

      They were pleased… surprised even, by my sexy undies. I might be staid on the outside, but beneath, I loved to wear pretty panties and bras. There wasn’t much splurge money in my budget, but I was always on the lookout for a good sale. It had been a while since a man had seen them, and even though Roger had only kissed me, he’d thought I needed to lose weight, clearly too fat to wear sexy things. These guys seemed the opposite. They seemed to like everything they saw… kissed and/or touched. Bartender had even said I belonged to them.

      I didn’t even know their names! I wasn’t going to ask right now, not with one man’s hand on my breast, the other’s on my bottom. I wasn’t going to distract them at their task at pleasuring me. Nope. I wanted every dang bit of what they were doing. I’d get their names later.

      I was safe with them; I could feel it. They’d dragged me off somewhere private, but not completely alone. There were about two hundred people just past the door. And Ava knew where I was. I had no doubt she’d be checking in with the wait staff or the other bartenders. Besides, everyone had seen them carry me off.

      Mr. Big’s thumb slid back and forth over my nipple and it tightened further. “I like it, too. Fuck, too much.”

      His free hand cupped my pussy, easily accessible since Bartender had tugged my skirt up above my waist. “The panties match the bra, don’t they?”

      When his fingers brushed over me, I gasped.

      “Yes!” I could have been answering his question or telling him he was doing A-OK.

      God, I was close to coming. I was standing between two men—strangers—with their hands on me. Both had their hands on me.

      And I was letting them. Not just letting them, I wanted it.

      “Please,” I begged.

      My hips shifted involuntarily, back and forth, not sure if I wanted more of the hand touching me from the front or from the back.

      I was trying to get them to work me more—harder, faster. Mr. Big took the hint and a finger slid along the lacy edge of my panties, then beneath.

      “Fuck, you’re soaked. All this is for us.”

      I nodded as they both took hold of the skimpy fabric and slid it down over my hips and let it fall about the tops of my cowboy boots.

      Bartender hissed out a breath. “Oh, we’re going to have fun with this ass.”

      Mr. Big stepped back, looked down at me, bare from the waist down. “Oh, Angel, you’re so perfect.”

      Unerringly, his hand moved back between my thighs and found my clit, circled it, then moved to my entrance and one finger slipped inside.

      “Look how your pussy takes my finger. I can’t wait to watch as my dick disappears inside you. It’s going to pull back out coated in all your sticky honey.”

      He began to work me as he talked, fucking me with his finger as his thumb… oh god, found my clit again, brushed it with expert precision to get me close to coming.

      I cried out, my hands going to his shirt and holding on.

      Bartender’s teeth nipped at my ear.

      I was hot all over, lost. Wild. Needy. I’d never felt like this before, so aroused from just what they’d done… and it hadn’t been all that much. And at the same time, it was more erotic than anything I’d ever experienced.

      They were so good and still fully clothed.

      Shifting his hand, Mr. Big circled my clit with his thumb some more and slipped a second finger to join the first in my pussy. The wet sound of it filled the room, and I went up onto my tiptoes.

      He continued the movement of his thumb and found a spot inside me that had me gasp.

      “I’m going to come,” I said in a rush, surprising myself at the swiftness of it. Of how ready I’d been.

      “Yes, you are.” Mr. Big pinched my nipple and the little bite of pain was intense. Surprising since I really, really liked it. “And we’re going to watch.”

      That pushed me over, knowing they were doing this to me, would watch me and see their swift success.

      “Shh,” he murmured when I started to cry out. “Those sounds are just for us, angel.”

      I bit my lip as I came, my inner walls clenching down on his fingers. I could feel how wet I was, and I knew I’d coated his palm. My hips bucked, my muscles tightened with the most amazing orgasm of my life.

      His fingers slowed, then stilled before he pulled his hand free. Bartender’s hand stroked up and down my back. Gently, soothingly. I leaned my forehead against Mr. Big’s chest and caught my breath. Smiled. It couldn’t be helped. I felt sooo good.

      Finally, I looked up at him, but he was all blurry. “My glasses did fog,” I commented. They were quickly clearing in the cool air.

      “Like I said, just a taste.” Lifting his slick fingers to his mouth, Mr. Big licked off all my arousal. “Once more, angel,” he said.

      “But you didn’t… I mean, both of you didn’t, don’t you want—”

      “Baby, this is all about you,” Bartender said. “What we just did was a little fast, hell, yeah, but seeing what you look like when you come, knowing we’re the ones who put that dazed look in your eyes, the flush in your cheeks—”

      “Sweet cream all over my hand,” Duke added, licking his fingers some more.

      “—was the hottest thing I’ve ever fucking seen. No matter what my dick thinks, I—”

      “We,” Duke clarified.

      “—we have no intention of fucking you tonight. Not in my office. I want you in my bed where we can get you between us and go at it all night.”

      All night. I squirmed, feeling how slick my thighs were, how empty I felt.

      I turned so one was on either side of me. I looked down, glanced at the clear bulges in their jeans. Still feeling the effects of my orgasm, I reached out with both hands and put my palms on them.

      Huge. Thick. Long. I felt both their dicks grow as I rubbed through their jeans.

      Neither stopped me and Bartender worked open his belt buckle.

      “You want to get your hands on a nice, big dick, baby?”

      I licked my lips, eager to feel him.

      “Yes.”

      I pulled my hand back and watched as he opened his jeans, reached in and pulled out—

      God. He was big with a pulsing vein running up the long length. The crown was flared and a drop of pre-cum beaded the tip. He held the base in a tight grip, but still, inches upon inches thrust out toward me above it.

      “You can get your hands on us, get marked with our cum, but we’re not claiming that pussy until we get you in a bed,” Mr. Big said.

      I liked that idea, but I liked the idea of making them come, too. To see them lose their tight control and know I’d had that power over them.

      As I stared at Bartender, Mr. Big pulled himself free of his jeans as well. I looked left, then right, at both of them. They were even bigger than I’d thought based on the bulges in their jeans. No wonder Bartender’s had gone down the inside of his thigh. It had to be ten inches long. And Mr. Big... his name worked for his dick, too. My pussy clenched, knowing if I took either of them, they’d have to stretch me wide to fit.

      They were both stroking their lengths in tight fists, Mr. Big’s leaking pre-cum like a faucet. I licked my lips, wondered what it tasted like.

      “Shit, I want that little tongue to lick off all my cum, but not tonight, angel. Take me in hand, get me off. That’s it. Tighter.” He instructed me what to do, how to hold him as I slid my hand up and down. My fingers didn’t close around him, he was that thick. Hot and smooth, but so hard as I stroked him.

      “Don’t forget about me, baby. You need to take care of both your men.”

      I reached out, took him in hand. Stroked him, too. I had two dicks. Me. Two. Holy shit.

      Mr. Big cupped my breast again as Bartender slipped his hand over my pussy from behind. A thick finger slipped into me, fucked me in a similar motion as to what I was doing with my hands on their dicks.

      It didn’t take long, their hips thrusting into my motions as they groaned, spurted their cum in long arcs toward me. Mr. Big’s landed on my thighs, the top of my mound. And I felt the hot pulse of Bartender’s cum as it coated my bottom in stripes.

      It was dirty. Filthy dirty, but I didn’t care because I rode Bartender’s finger to a second orgasm.

      By the time I recovered from it—sheer bliss—I wasn’t sure if my legs actually worked. We were all breathing hard and my skin was damp with sweat—and cum. The scent of cum filled the room.

      I laughed, let go of a dick—still hard even though it had just shot a huge load—and pushed my foggy glasses back up my nose.

      “How are you going to fit those back in your pants?” I asked.

      Bartender grunted. “It’s not going to go down until it’s had that pussy.”

      I clenched my inner walls at the thought of that thing fitting inside of me. Times two.

      My lust-filled haze was lifting a little. “I can’t believe you got me so worked up I never found out your names.”

      “You’re not the only one worked up,” Mr. Big replied, his gaze on my skirt, which... crap, was still around my waist.

      And my panties were around my ankles.

      Leaning down, I reached for them.

      “Hand them here, angel.”

      I glanced up and he held his hand out. Lifting one foot, then the other, I carefully worked them over my boots and handed him my dainty panties.

      Bartender slowly worked my skirt back in place. Their cum smeared into my skin and I knew I’d smell like them until I took a shower. “At least now we know that pussy’s uncovered for us. All warmed up, wet and ready for our dicks. Marked, too.”

      “Okay, but I want to know who’s gotten me all sexed up.” God, I was a total hussy for doing all that and just thinking of them as Mr. Big and Bartender.

      Bartender grinned and I fell in love with him just a little bit. “Sexed up? Oh, baby, we’re going to do so much more than get you sexed up. I’m Jed Cassidy.” He leaned down and kissed me.

      When he was done, Mr. Big put a finger on my chin so I’d look up at him. “And I’m Landon Duke, but everyone calls me Duke, though you can call me whatever you want when you come for us again.”

      I stilled. My heart stuttered, my breath caught. Landon Duke? Oh my god. This was Landon Duke?

      Every bit of pleasure disappeared as adrenaline burst through my system. As panic set in. Landon Duke. Out of all the men in Raines, I had to draw the eye of a Duke. I knew everything about the Dukes. There were three Duke boys, although clearly they were men now. Landon, Tucker and Gus. Thankfully, Jed wasn’t one of them. I knew the Duke boys had a sister, Julia. I knew about all of the entire family, especially the parents.

      Raines had over ten-thousand people. Not huge by any means, but big enough that I’d thought I could move back and avoid them all.

      “Oh my god.”

      Perhaps he saw the look on my face, or felt the way I went all rigid, but he stepped back. Jed, too.

      “What?” he asked, a frown creasing his forehead. “What’s the matter?”

      “I have to go.” I rushed out, fumbling with the door, not meeting their eyes.

      “What? Wait—”

      I didn’t stick around to talk, rushing down the hall and into the throng of women. I needed my purse, my keys, so I could get the hell out of this bar.

      I glanced over my shoulder once, saw them at the edge of the room searching for me. Fortunately, I didn’t stand out like they did. I scrunched my shoulders, kept my head down as I worked my way through the women who were—thankfully—all standing and cheering a stripper on stage. I grabbed my purse from where I’d left it, glad Ava’s attention wasn’t turned my way. I snuck out and made it to the parking lot and dashed to my car. My breath was ragged, but this time from panic and adrenaline, not from pleasure.

      “Kaitlyn! Wait!” Landon Duke called as the two of them rushed toward my car. I struggled to get the key in the lock, for once wishing for a fancy new car that had a simple button remote.

      “What’s the matter? Wait and we’ll talk.”

      Talk. God, that’s what I should have done before I let them in my panties.

      I scrambled into the driver’s seat, slammed the door closed behind me, then fumbled as I jammed the keys into the ignition. “Come on, come on!” I moaned to the car. It was old, a beater, but it was mine. It got me where I wanted to go, and while I knew it was on its last legs, it was all I had. It started and I sighed in relief.

      Landon Duke stood beside the car, but he put his hands on the hood, looking at me through the front windshield, confusion on his face. Jed was right beside him. “Wait! What happened? Why are you running off like this?” he shouted so I could hear him through the closed window.

      I barely glanced at either of them as I put the car in gear and floored it, making them jump back so I didn’t run them over.

      I pulled out of the lot, practically taking the turn onto the street on two wheels. The further I got from Landon Duke didn’t help. Didn’t lessen the pain. The guilt. Nothing would.

      I hadn’t driven drunk and hit Landon’s parents. My father had, although it was because of me he’d done so. I hadn’t driven off, leaving them to tend to their injuries on their own until some other car came by and helped. I hadn’t gone to prison for the crime. My father had since it had been his third offense and a hit and run, at that. Fifteen years later, my father was dead and buried, yet I was still paying the price of his sins. Of mine. I’d called and asked him to pick me up from a sleepover at a friend’s house instead of walking the two miles. It had been early, rainy and cold and I hadn’t wanted to walk. And because of it, my father, still drunk from an all-night bender, had gotten in his car and almost killed Mr. and Mrs. Duke on the way.

      And I’d just let Landon Duke, probably one of three men in the whole world who had reason to hate me, get me off. And he had my panties.
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      KAITLYN

      

      At six the next morning, I was standing in front of the coffeemaker waiting for it to finish brewing. I had on my well-worn pajama pants with little ducks all over them and a black tank top. My hair was down, tangled and snarled after tossing and turning all night. Everything was a little blurry because I didn’t have on my glasses, but I didn’t need them to get my caffeine fix.

      The dark scent was helping perk me up, but it wasn’t making me feel any better. I was an idiot. A banging-my-head-against-the-wall idiot. That’s what I’d been telling myself ever since I peeled out of Cassidy’s the night before. A complete and total idiot. Or I had the worst luck ever, which was definitely true, so both. What more could go wrong? My life was one set of disasters after another. Nothing, nothing, was ever simple.

      If Ava’d been pulled up on stage by a stripper, then gotten tossed over a different guy’s shoulder and gotten fingered by not just him but his friend, too, she’d be waking up between the two men right now. Perhaps picking out china patterns and children’s names. But no. The men who’d said I belonged to them, who’d given me two of the best orgasms of my life weren’t just any men.

      Nooooooo.

      It was Landon Duke and his friend. Hell, best friend if they shared women.

      “Landon Duke,” I whispered at the coffeemaker. It gurgled back in reply.

      There were only two other men in town who could have made me feel just as bad. Landon’s brothers. Well, or Roger, but that was something else entirely. A blind date gone really bad. Like creepy stalker bad. I didn’t go to the community center to swim anymore, since he worked out there almost every day. I didn’t go to the diner where he liked the apple pie. Not that I had extra cash for a splurge like eating out. I didn’t even go to the grocery store in town, instead buying my groceries in Clayton when I worked part-time at the hotel to avoid him. He gave me the creeps and I wanted to steer clear. Unlike Landon—at least before now—Roger'd been easy to avoid since I knew what he looked like, although that didn’t prevent him from seeking me out.

      But the Dukes were avoidable, or at least I’d thought so, because I didn’t know what they looked like. They’d been strangers to me. I still didn’t know what Tucker and Gus Duke looked like. Or Julia, their sister, or the parents, although I remembered them somewhat from the trial. Still, it had been a long time. I could pass them on the street and not know it. I may have several times the past six months I’d been back in town.

      I’d been ten when everything happened and I’d moved away. Fifteen years had passed. The Duke kids were older than me so it wasn’t as if I’d even known them then. Until the trial. Then, I’d seen all of them, but in fifteen years, we’d all changed.

      And Landon Duke for the better. Doing my math, he was thirty-two now. And handsome. Handsome enough for me to let him do more than slip his hands in my panties and find me wet.

      Every woman in three counties would have ruined panties just getting a glimpse of him. And he’d made me come with just his fingers alone. He was skilled. Very skilled. I’d also been horny—it had been a long, long time since I’d had a man-induced orgasm. The vibrator in my bedside stand needed new batteries with a frequency too great to even consider.

      I was fixated on Landon, not giving much thought to Jed Cassidy, which was ridiculous. He was just as hot, just as sexy. I’d been just as eager for him to get his hands on me, too. In me. I’d been a slut for both of them. But his parents hadn’t been almost killed by my father.

      I’d be having Landon Duke and Jed Cassidy fantasies for the rest of my life. And only fantasies because, while the chemistry between us had been off the charts, and I felt strangely safe and protected in their arms, it wasn’t going to happen again. No way.

      Opening up my cabinet, I grabbed my favorite mug and thunked it down on the counter.

      “Stupid,” I muttered.

      Vixen, my cat, circled my legs. I should feel good that she was there to comfort me, but she wasn’t the think-of-others sort. No, she was just hungry.

      “You’re going to have to wait,” I told her. “I’m not done wallowing yet.”

      I grabbed the milk from the fridge, sniffed it, then groaned. It was bad. Going to the sink, I poured the last of it down the drain, turning on the faucet to let the water wash it away. After tossing the container in the recycling, I grabbed the vanilla ice cream from the freezer, scooped some into my coffee, stirred it in and went to take a shower. With my coffee.

      Besides the wallowing, I’d thought about Landon’s mouth on mine, his hand on my breast, the way my nipple hardened instantly beneath his fingers. Jed’s finger as it slowly fucked me from behind, the feel of his cock in my tight grip. God, the way he’d come, thick ropes of his pleasure had coated my skin. It still did—Landon’s too—a sticky and physical reminder of what we’d done.

      Both of them had discovered that I’d been embarrassingly wet for them—and that had all been from verbal foreplay. I’d probably pumped up their male egos by how quickly I’d come for them, not once but twice.

      It had been good. Really good. God, I’d been so blissed out there for a minute I’d have let them bend me over the desk and fuck me. Even now, mortified, it was a steamy thought.

      With one of Landon’s big hands on my back, holding me pressed against the hard surface, my ass lifted as he pushed up my skirt and lowered my panties just enough so one of them could stick his dick—definitely a big slab of beef—in me. Fucking me hard, deep. Maybe he’d even grab hold of my bun and pull my head back, hold me right where he wanted me. And when he was done, the other would have his turn.

      I’d seen their cocks, felt them, stroked them. Watched cum shoot from them in powerful arcs. I wanted them deep inside me.

      God, to be manhandled—in a very good, very delicious and naughty way—had me squirming now. I had a feeling both Landon and Jed would be possessive, dominant lovers. Yet with all that size, all that intensity they exuded, they had been remarkably gentle. Protective. Eager to make me theirs. A dichotomy I couldn’t fixate on. Couldn’t do anything more than think about.

      And that’s all it—the strange, powerful thing between us—could ever be. A thought. Those I could have since they didn’t cost anything. They were free. Mine. Secret. And as for what Landon Duke looked like, that was no longer a secret and I could steer clear. Hide behind an end cap at the grocery store, never go into Cassidy’s again to see Jed.

      After gulping half the mug of coffee in one go, I turned the shower on and waited for the water to warm up. With the hot water heater being small and old, I took a Navy shower—as my aunt had called it—and was always in and out in record time, even with washing my long hair.

      While I hadn’t been the one to drive drunk and hit his parents, injuring them so they were both in the hospital for over a month before finally recovering enough to recuperate at home, I knew none of the Dukes would want anything to do with me. They no doubt hated my dad, but Don Leary was dead. They should hate me too, just by being his daughter, by being the reason he’d gotten in the car in the first place. And now I was back in Raines and Landon knew it. I was sure he’d tell the rest of the Dukes; they’d all surely know about me soon enough. I was The Reminder.

      What my father had done… god. I felt sick thinking about it now. It had taken me years to realize normal fathers weren’t like him. That other kids’ dads were sober all the time and didn’t drink away the food budget. Their dad didn’t forget to pick them up from school because he was sleeping one off.

      With Aunt Clara in California, I’d had a stable home. Food on the table. Hugs. Knew what it was supposed to be like, but it hadn’t been easy. She was a school teacher and her salary covered the basics but not much else. I’d worked in high school, too busy working to help pay the bills for dating or prom. I’d received some scholarship money for college, but I’d still had to work full-time as I went, meaning it took me six years to finish instead of four.

      I stepped into the tub, slid the curtain closed, let the hot water wash away the sleep. There was no use thinking a shower would wash away the guilt. The embarrassment of what I’d done the night before was simply too great. No wonder Ava had recognized him when we’d gone to the bar. Landon Duke wasn’t Mr. Big, a stripper.

      I scrubbed myself with soap using more vigor than needed.

      Duke, a stripper. Ha!

      He was a champion rodeo rider dubbed Sir Loin of Beef by the media not only because he was a gorgeous hunk of man-meat, but also because the Duke family ran the largest cattle ranch in northwest Montana. And because his last name was Duke and, like nobility, he was called Sir.

      I knew all of this, yet I hadn’t followed him, hadn’t kept up with what he looked like. It had been too painful to even look at him—at any of them—online. I just knew they were out there, living their lives. Hating my father. Hating me. It had been painful enough to live with the guilt. I didn’t need to see them or their lives on social media.

      I spun about, got my hair wet as I grabbed the shampoo. I’d been back in town six months and hadn’t seen him. I could avoid him for the rest of my life. It was doable. Work kept me busy enough. Like today, I’d meet with the contractor for an estimate on fixing the leaking roof, then I’d go to work where, unless he planned on checking into the hotel where I manned the registration desk, he wasn’t going to show up.

      While Landon Duke and his friend had given me the best orgasms of my life, he hadn’t known who I was. Neither had. Hadn’t know I was Kaitlyn Leary any more than I’d realized he was a Duke. I could only imagine what he would think of me when he learned the truth. No, I knew. He’d hate me. I had no doubt. And since he and Jed were close enough to share a woman, he’d feel the exact same way.
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      I pulled my truck up in front of the house, turned off the ignition. Glancing out the window, I took in the small Arts and Crafts two-story. When my assistant gave me the address of a potential new job—a remodel starting with a new roof—I’d noticed the street name. I knew Palmer Road, but hadn’t realized it was this house.

      “Fuck,” I muttered. Wearily, I wiped my hand over my face, grabbed my clipboard from the passenger seat.

      I’d barely slept, thinking of Kaitlyn. Of the way she’d been so responsive, so soft and perfect between me and Jed. It had been incredible watching her go from eager yet tentative to wild and passionate. Besides biting her lip to keep from crying out too loudly, she’d been uninhibited, giving herself to us completely. Beautifully.

      And that had been in Jed’s office. I got hard, sitting in my fucking truck, thinking of how she’d have been if we’d gotten her somewhere a little more private. Like in my bed. Jed’s. Or hers. Whichever one had been the closest.

      The scent of her pussy had clung to my fingers, hell, my whole hand, which had only made my balls ache to be deep inside of her, to have her beneath me. Eventually, having one of us in her pussy, the other in her ass so she was between us. Instead of that perfect fantasy, when I’d gotten home, I’d only had my hand to ease my need, blowing my load solo instead of in that snug channel. I knew how her wet heat squeezed and pulsed around my fingers, how tight she was. How hot and dripping with need she’d be surrounding my dick.

      The connection—while she’d been a little skittish at first—had been real. The chemistry had been explosive and we’d only known her first name. Unlike her friend, Ava, we’d been into Kaitlyn from the start, from the first glimpse of her. I still was and I had no idea how to even find her. Jed and I had been fucking stumped as to why she’d bolted, what we’d done. How were we going to track her down because what we’d shared wasn’t enough? Not by a long shot. Jed had gone back to bartending and I’d gone home, nothing else to do at midnight to find her.

      Kaitlyn, friend of Ava. That was all we knew about the woman of our dreams.

      That and the weight of her lush tits. The feel of her slick pussy lips. The tight clench of her inner muscles as she came. The sounds she made when she did so. I shifted, willing my dick to go down, but I had a feeling it wasn’t going to until I found Kaitlyn and had her in my bed for a few hours. Days, even. And that wasn’t even counting the times I’d claim her with Jed. Or when she’d be alone with him and I’d hear her scream with pleasure from down the hall.

      She’d been right there with us, eager for it. Eager for more. Then, like a switch had been flipped, freaked out. I wanted to see her again, to talk to her, find the fuck out why she bolted like a scared rabbit.

      Kaitlyn. Nothing else. Julia would be so proud. Jed and I had found a woman we were interested in and we’d scared the shit out of her. Blown it, somehow. As for Tucker and Gus, if they found out how she’d gone cold after we’d gotten her off, they’d mess with us about how we’d lost it with the ladies.

      Raines was small. We’d find her. If she was from Raines. The crowd that had come to the all-male revue had been big enough for several counties. Shit.

      No. We’d fucking find her. And when we did… we weren’t letting her get away that easily again because we wanted more than just to use our fingers on her. We wanted our dicks deep in her, of course, but we wanted a date. Dinner and a movie. Learning more about her than how she pushed her glasses up when she was nervous and the sounds she made when she was about to come.

      Shit, I didn’t need to meet a potential client with a hard on. I groaned, tried to think of castrating bulls to get my dick to go down. We’d find Kaitlyn and date the shit out of her. Until then, I had a business to run.

      As I walked up the concrete path, I took in the house. The house that Don Leary had lived in when he was alive.

      Don Leary. Fuck, that name brought up so much shit. Being told, fifteen years ago at football practice, about the accident. My parents in the hospital for a month. The trial. The sentencing. Knowing the bastard who’d derailed our lives would get out of prison after seven years.

      It didn’t matter now. My parents were fine and Don Leary was dead. I couldn’t say I was heartbroken over it. He’d been a waste of a man. Drunk, lazy. Mean. Yeah, he’d done his time for the crime he’d committed, but that didn’t mean I would ever forgive him. The one thing we Duke kids learned from the whole fucking mess—one of many—was drinking and driving. While Jed might own a bar, he, nor any of us, drank. Ever.

      Knowing Don Fucking Leary wasn’t going to answer the door had my grip loosening on the clipboard. It wasn’t the new owner’s fault what Leary had done. The job though, fixing up this house, was going to stir up old shit, shit I wasn’t sure I wanted to deal with. I wasn’t hurting for cash—starting a business when I’d quit the rodeo circuit and moved back to Raines wasn’t because I needed to save for retirement. I had more money than I needed. But, if I sat on my ass all day, I’d go insane.

      But if I worked on this house, I might just do that anyway. Lose my fucking mind. I couldn’t stand looking at this place, or dredging up old shit as I worked, even when I had contractors to help. It would be a lot of work because this place was practically falling down on itself.

      I owed the owner the courtesy of at least telling him in person I wasn’t able to take on the work. Refer a different company to get the work done. Don Leary was the asshole, not me.

      As I knocked on the door, I took notice of the rotting boards on the porch, the peeling paint, the sagging windows. If fixed up, the house would be really great. I knew for a fact Don Leary had had no money, and the way he’d taken care of his house proved that. Or, he’d drank it all away.

      The door swung open with a rusty creak. And there she was. I grinned and everything felt right in the world.

      “Kaitlyn. Fuck, are you okay? You scared the shit out of us last night.”

      I stepped close and cupped her jaw, tilted her head up so she looked at me.

      Her eyes were wide behind her glasses, mouth open.

      I took the moment of surprise to lean down and kiss her.

      Fuck, yes. Her soft scent swirled around us and she tasted like minty toothpaste and sweet Kaitlyn.

      “Landon,” she murmured against my mouth.

      “I know, angel.” I was lost in her. In this. My other head, the one pressing painfully against my jeans, took over.

      “No, Landon, god,” she murmured as I kissed along her jaw. Her hands were on my chest, curled into my shirt, but I realized she was trying to push me back.

      She’d said no. Instantly, I stepped back, looked down at her.

      While her breathing was as ragged as mine and her lips were glistening and red from the kiss, all color had drained from her face. She stared at me, wide-eyed, from behind glasses. Not the look I was hoping for with her. “Landon. What are you doing here?”

      I couldn’t resist touching her, feeling how soft her skin was, so I ran my knuckles down her cheek.

      She flinched and I dropped my hand back to my side. Not the reaction I wanted.

      “I own Compass Construction. You called for an estimate. Jesus, what’s the matter? What happened last night? Are you sick or something?”

      I took in every detail of her, things I’d missed in the darkness the night before. Freckles. A tiny mole on her neck just beneath her ear. The whiskey color of her eyes. And her hair sure-as-fuck hadn’t been down and wild like it was now. It was long and I wanted to run the tips of my fingers through it, fist it.

      She stepped back. “I’m sorry. God, I’m so sorry. I didn’t plan to meet you. Really.”

      I frowned. “What the hell does that mean?”

      “I didn’t know who you were.”

      I relaxed a little, relieved. “That’s good, angel. I’d rather not be known as the rodeo champion. The stupid nickname Sir Loin of Beef. I want to strangle those stupid papers who’d come up with it. That’s not me anymore. I can just be Duke to you, or Landon.”

      She shook her head, her dark hair sliding over her shoulders. This morning, she wore jeans that showed off her thick curves, but her shirt was a knit top in pink. The color looked good on her and the cut, well, it framed her full breasts really well. She had a name tag pinned to it with her first name and Raines library above. Fuck, she really was a librarian. I itched to lift my hand and cup her plump tit again, feel the weight of it. Get her eyes to go all blurry behind her glasses.

      Hell, at least get some color back in her cheeks and get rid of the miserable look on her face.

      Slowly, she shook her head. “You don’t understand.”

      “If this is about the fact that you thought I was a stripper, I told you, I’m flattered.”

      “It’s not that.”

      “Then let me come in and tell me over coffee. Hell, I’d be happy to strip down and finish what we started. I want nothing more than to watch you come again. This time, I want my mouth on that pussy. I bet it’s as sweet as can be.”

      Bright spots of color blossomed on her cheeks, and I loved seeing how I could rile her up. That she had an innocence to her.

      She lifted her hand, put it on my chest. “No.”

      I took a deep breath, let it out. It was best to change topics so I didn’t scare her off any more than I already had. “How am I going to give you a quote for work if I don’t see the house?”

      Sighing, she pushed her glasses up. Yup, nervous.

      “I can’t afford much, but roof work is first. Not the whole thing though. Only the section over the family room is leaking and needs to be redone right away. I wanted a quote for just that. I’ll do other stuff when I have the funds.”

      “You’re upset because you’re on a budget?”

      Her eyes flared and she rolled her shoulders back, tipped up her chin. “No. I’m used to being on a budget. Living frugally.”

      I sighed. “Angel, tell me what it is. I admit, we took things a little fast last night, maybe skipped the get-to-know-you stage, but we can change that. Tonight. Dinner. I’ll tell Jed and we’ll pick you up at six. We’ll be perfect gentlemen.” I held my fingers up in a Boy Scout salute.

      “I have to work.”

      “Okay, tomorrow.”

      “I have to work.”

      I was starting to get a little frustrated. She had to give me something. Toss me a bone, at least. Rejection was one thing, and she could have told us she wasn’t interested at any time the night before. But she hadn’t. She’d been into it. And by the kiss we’d just shared, she was still into me. I knew it. I’d seen it. Felt it. Until something made her stop. Again.

      “Every day?” I asked.

      “Yes, I work every day.”

      I glanced down at her nametag. Kaitlyn, the librarian. And that was hot as hell. I hadn’t been to the town library since I was in eleventh grade and had to write a book report on Hamlet. It seemed I’d been missing out. I wanted to strip off that prim exterior and get to the soft, wet places. “The library’s not open every day.”

      “I have a second job.” She sighed, flicked her gaze up to mine. “It’s not just that.”

      “Then what? I’ll apologize for both me and Jed if we were too forward, not gentlemanly enough, but you were right there with us.” I licked my lips, getting more of her taste. “Still are.”

      She laughed, but she didn’t sound amused. Closing her eyes, she took a breath, then another. “You’re going to hate me.”

      I stilled, glanced down at her left hand, but didn’t see a ring. “Are you married?” We didn’t fool around with a claimed woman. Never had, never would.

      Behind her glasses, her eyes widened. “What? No, I’m not married. Worse.” She bit her lip. “Well, you’ll think it’s worse.”

      What the fuck was worse than fingering a married woman?

      “No way. There’s no chance I could—”

      “I’m Kaitlyn Leary.”

      That cut off my words. My breath. Stilled my heart. I stared at her, then stared some more, trying to remember her from fifteen years earlier. She was Kaitlyn Leary.

      “Holy fuck,” I muttered. My hands clenched into fists and everything I felt from that time surged right back to the surface. This was Don Leary’s daughter.

      “You’re right, I hate you.” The words were easy and they slipped from my lips because right then, all I felt was hatred.

      She flinched, as if I’d hit her with my fists instead of my words. I might be losing my shit, but I’d never raise my hand to a woman.

      “I understand,” she replied, her voice calm, as if she were resigned. “Last night, I didn’t mean to… I wouldn’t have… if I’d known.”

      “Your drunk father hit my parents and drove off, leaving them to suffer.”

      She lifted her chin, met my eyes. Held. “I know.”

      “He spent seven years in jail. Just seven. Then he got out and got to live his life again with my parents across town.”

      “I know.”

      “He was a drunk,” I gritted out through clenched teeth. “An asshole. Scum.”

      She took a deep breath but didn’t shift her eyes from mine. “I know.”

      “Do you have any idea what he did to my family? What he did to me?” When I got pissed, my voice went all quiet. Full of steel. “It was a week before my seventeenth birthday.”

      “I know,” she said, again. “I knew your parents had recovered. I saw them at the trial. My aunt had kept me up to date on how they were doing. I’m so glad they’re better.”

      “Like you give a shit.” I wiped the back of my hand over my mouth as I stepped back, heard the porch creak under my feet, pointed at her. “Stay the fuck away from Cassidy’s. The fuck away from my family. From me.”

      “I understand. I’m sorry.” She nodded, looked down at the scuffed wood floor just inside the entry, then stepped back and closed the door.

      Jesus. Could I pick ‘em. I walked back to the truck, kicking a loose bit of concrete from the walkway and sent it flying into the patchy grass. The only woman I’d been into in years and she was fucking Don Leary’s daughter.
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      I made it through my shift at the library trying not to think of Landon and our confrontation. It had gone as I’d expected. Well, not really. I hadn’t expected him to show up on my doorstep. God, had that been a surprise. I hadn’t expected him to kiss me. I hadn’t expected it to be so hard to push him away. But I had and after what he’d said, I was glad for it.

      Oh, I’d wanted to sink into it, into his arms, into the protective nature he’d shown when I’d first opened the door. He’d been worried about me, thinking I’d been sick even. He’d wanted me. He’d wanted… more with me and with a crazy desperation that made my heart ache even more. But that had been before. Before the truth. Before he knew it was all my fault his parents had been hurt so badly, that the Duke family had been almost destroyed. And that made the rest of it even worse.

      He hated me. I’d known he would and I’d expected it. Even so, it hurt. A lot. It brought it all back up again, every little thing I remembered and felt from when I was ten. It had been fifteen years, and yet it was still so fresh. I’d tried for years to tamp it down, to block it off like a brick wall around the mess that had been my childhood, but with one dark look, one kiss, one orgasm, Landon had taken a wrecking ball to it. Add Jed and his finger-induced orgasm to the mix doubled the destruction. Hot men squared.

      And now the wound was open again. Bleeding. Hurting.

      But it was mine to deal with. Mine to carry. Ava had texted twice and left messages, but I’d ignored them, not prepared to talk about it.

      Sure, I’d had a little cry before I left the house, but I’d had to suck it up and get to work. With a story hour for preschoolers on the schedule, the morning had gone quickly, but the incident wasn’t far from my mind, especially when I drove the twenty miles out to the highway and my second job at the hotel. At least I’d be there only for a few hours, doubling up on the front desk for the Friday afternoon registration rush. Then I could go home, climb in bed and toss the covers over my head. Forget the outside world, at least until the morning when I had to do it all over again. Work. Work some more. Sleep. That wouldn’t change.

      Two great guys had been temporary. Very temporary. The damaged roof was going to be a little less temporary. I’d have to call another contractor, get a quote. In the meantime, I’d stop at the hardware store, buy a cheap tarp, pull out the rickety ladder and cover the damaged section. I had to hope it didn’t rain too much. But, because of the delay in the repair, I’d hopefully have a little extra money saved up by the time they did get to the project and maybe they could fix a slightly bigger section.

      In the hotel’s parking lot, I removed the library nametag and grabbed the other one from the armrest compartment, pinned it in place. Working was good. Working kept me distracted, in front of people where I had to smile, be positive. It kept me busy, made me be thankful for what I did have. Right?

      “Hey, Melanie,” I called to the woman behind the registration desk when the entry doors slid closed behind me. She’d had the morning shift and I was replacing her. With the library closing early on Fridays, I was able to work both jobs and was thankful my boss was so accommodating.

      “Thanks for filling in for me yesterday afternoon,” she said, giving me a warm smile.

      In her thirties, she had twin boys who’d been in a summer camp talent show. I had a meager bank account that needed an infusion of extra cash. After working at the library yesterday, I’d been able to come over and cover for her before I went to meet Ava at Cassidy’s. Twenty-four hours and two orgasms later, it felt like everything had changed. And yet, nothing had. Not really.

      Okay, it had, but I needed to let it go. The Dukes hated me and always would. When Landon told Jed who I really was, he’d agree. A make-out session wasn’t going to change that. One thing I learned from my dad was that you couldn’t go back in time. I couldn’t take away the kisses or the orgasms, not any of it. Not that I really wanted to, because while Landon hated me because of who I was, there had been a moment when we—all three of us—had been anonymous strangers who’d had a connection. Lust. Pure and simple desire and nothing more. Life hadn’t gotten in the way of our instant attraction. It had been… real. For the briefest of moments, absolutely perfect. And while totally slutty and hot, it was exactly what I’d always dreamed of. And I’d never want to change that.

      “I told you yesterday it was no problem.” I went around the counter into the back office to clock in and put my purse in my locker.

      “Cassidy’s must have been fun last night,” she said, coming to stand in the doorway, watching me but ready to return to the counter if someone came in. “Meet someone cute, I hope?”

      “Oh?” I asked, my heart lurching. At the same time, I was completely confused how she knew about Landon and Jed. She hadn’t been there. I wasn’t sure what to say. Saying too much would be dangerous, and I was on the verge of crying already. I could lose my job if I were a blubbering mess.

      She pointed to the small desk where we ate our meals at break time. “Those flowers are for you.”

      I glanced at the dozen red roses. They were lovely and, for a second, I had a burst of hope they might be from Landon and/or Jed.

      Going over to the bouquet, I found the card, opened the little envelope.

      “Tell me about him. Is he cute?” She waggled her eyebrows as she grinned. Happily married, she was eager to see me with a man, too. And one who gave flowers.

      Not Landon or Jed. Of course, they weren’t. No guy gave flowers to a woman he hated. Roger had sent the flowers. Instantly, I felt sick.

      

      We aren’t done.

      

      That was all the card said, but I knew it was him.

      Landon, Jed and I were so done, that couldn’t be any more obvious. But I knew for a fact Roger didn’t think we were finished. I’d dated him twice. I’d gotten a weird feeling the first night, the way he’d ordered for me, told me when our second date was instead of asking. I’d agreed to a second because a friend from work had made the connection, wanting to give him another chance before I ruled him out completely. A lunch date. What could happen on a lunch date, right?

      Over sandwiches at the deli down the street from the library, he’d expressed that I was The One. That we’d get married as soon as I lost twenty-five pounds so I’d look good on his arm. As a dentist in town, he’d felt it important his wife made a good impression. That I wasn’t going to find anyone better since I was Don Leary’s daughter.

      Whatever, and what an asshole.

      I’d told him it wasn’t going to work out. Thanks, but no thanks. I’d put money on the table for lunch. Then left.

      When we’d first met, I thought he was handsome, but in a… plastic sort of way. Sleek hair with more hair product than I used, a perfect smile with bleached teeth—a perk of being a dentist. I should have known from the tick in his jaw and the way his cheeks turned a mottled red at my ‘break up’ that he didn’t like to be turned down, that he had a darker side. That there was more to his controlling nature than just his issue with my weight. If he wanted someone better, someone not a Leary, he should have just gone for her. But no. He was sticking with me.

      And that had been six weeks ago. Since then, besides the flowers, I’d received texts, a note on my front door and a visit to the library.

      Fortunately, it had been a busy Saturday morning when he showed up and there’d been a large group of children in the room for story and sing-along time. He’d left and that was the last I’d seen of him.

      I was fearful of him and with these flowers, was more freaked out than ever. I’d even told the police, but they’d said unless he’d committed a crime, there was nothing they could do. And he hadn’t done anything illegal, just overstepped. And they, too, remembered the Leary name all too well.

      And these flowers proved he wasn’t done. I just didn’t understand why he’d even want me if he didn’t like the way I looked. That I wasn’t good enough for him as I was. It made no sense.

      “Roger,” I told Melanie, who’d been waiting.

      Her eagerness slipped away. “Oh. You need to tell that man off and find yourself a real man.”

      A real man. The first thing that popped into my head was Landon Duke. Now he was a real man. Seriously. Rugged. Rough. Dominating, yet protective and surprisingly gentle. Then there was Jed. Laid back, demanding. Ripped. Neither were anything like Roger. I had to give Landon credit; I knew exactly where I stood with him. I knew he liked my curves, liked my glasses. He made me feel… pretty. Jed, too.

      How had I ever thought Roger the least bit handsome after seeing/kissing/touching Landon Duke and Jed Cassidy? How had I ever thought I’d be lucky enough to be with two men, not just one. I had a feeling—even though it was clear what Landon thought of me—I was truly ruined for other men just from our brief time together.

      Roger had been right. What man would want a Leary? While I had zero interest in settling for a creep like Roger just because he’d have me, maybe I was doomed in Raines.

      I sighed. “I’ll work on that. Go home. I’ve got things here.”

      She looked as if she would say more about Roger but changed her mind. “You let me know if he bothers you. Peter won’t stand for this kind of stuff and he’ll deal with him.”

      Her husband, Peter, was definitely an alpha male, but I didn’t want him any more involved with the whole Roger mess than I did Melanie. They had children and didn’t need to take on someone like him. Roger knew where I lived. I didn’t need him to know where they did.

      “I will, thanks,” I told her.

      “Stephanie’s with maintenance in the pool area. Something’s up with the hot tub. She’ll be back out to help soon,” she said as she headed out with a wave.

      She left and I was alone behind the registration desk, at least until Stephanie returned. I was glad she had the full swing shift and I was only on until seven as the registration extra. Standing in the lobby, I felt exposed and vulnerable, even as some guests walked by, probably on their way to an early dinner. I smiled as they passed and began to organize the incoming reservation sheets. It only made my shaking hands even more noticeable. Now I’d have to pick up some new locks with heavy deadbolts along with the roof tarp.

      Roger knew where I worked, where I lived. I could move. Well, no, I couldn’t. I couldn’t afford anything else in Raines. My house, no matter how dilapidated it was, was mine free and clear. I only had to pay the taxes each year, but that was it. It was enough. With student loans, my budget was tight just to pay the heat in the winter plus my other expenses. Changing my cell number because of Roger was a complete waste of money.

      The house had been deeded to me by my mother when she’d died when I was eight. My dad and I had remained on until he’d been arrested for the hit and run and I went to live with Aunt Clara in California. The house had sat empty while he’d been in jail and he’d only lived in it another two years after he got out. He’d done nothing in upkeep—either drinking the money needed for it or not being able to have anything done since he couldn’t get hired and make a living.

      Now, with the house in rough shape, the land was the only thing that had any real value. But it was mine and I’d slowly get the house fixed up. I wanted to—for once—get ahead. To ultimately not work two jobs. To just… be content with a simple life. No stalkers. No haters. One job. A little money in savings. A roof that didn’t leak. Free time.

      It was a simple dream.

      I just had to wonder if Roger was going to ruin that. He could walk into the hotel at any time and there was nothing I could do. This was a public place. If he did something, it would be his word against mine and I was a Leary.

      As Landon had made it very clear earlier, everyone in Raines hated a Leary.
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      “What the hell are you doing here?” I stopped short at the sight of my brother on my couch. Obviously, I hadn’t heard him come in while I was in the shower.

      “What crawled up your ass and died?” Tucker asked when I stomped into the kitchen, grabbed a soda from the fridge, slammed the door shut and downed half the drink in one icy long pull.

      “This is my house. Why are you here?” I leaned a hip against the counter to face the great room and stared at him. He was lounging on my couch watching a ball game. His feet were up on my coffee table and an open bag of chips rested beside them.

      “Your turn to host Friday dinner.”

      I closed my eyes, then ran my hand over my face. This morning, after I walked away from the cluster fuck that was Kaitlyn Leary, I drove straight to the new build on the south side of town and pounded nails all day. Jed shut the bar down at 4:00 a.m., which meant he slept all day. I wasn’t going to wake him to tell him about the fucking grenade I’d fallen on this morning. I’d let him hope just a little longer.

      He’d bought the bar and building that housed it on Main Street last year. It had an apartment on the second floor where he crashed, but my house—this house—was where we intended to settle down with our woman. We both thought we’d found her last night, that Kaitlyn would be the one to turn this place into a home. But no.

      Fuck. I took another swallow of the soda. Mindless framing work should have helped with my anger and frustration levels, but it had done shit. The men on site had given me a wide berth and I’d had plenty of time to think. And in the six hours I’d been there, I’d figured nothing out.

      Nothing. Because while I was so mad at Kaitlyn, I still wanted her. It was a desperate, frantic need to go back to her house and toss her over my shoulder and carry her to the nearest horizontal surface, lay her down on it and fuck her until I forgot her father had almost killed my parents. Get a taste of that sweet pussy, and not from licking my fingers. No, I wanted to go right to the source, get that sticky, sweet taste all over my mouth and chin. Get her scent on me, on my dick. I adjusted myself in my jeans, thankful T couldn’t see because of the breakfast bar.

      I was used to confrontation. I’d had it plenty when I was in the rodeo circuit—and not just with the bulls. From shitty contractors to my fucking brothers… arguments and petty bickering happened all the time. But never with a woman and never like this. I’d had just a taste of what it would be like with her and I wanted more. Not the fucking confrontation, but the night before in Jed’s office. My dick got harder just thinking about how responsive she’d been, remembering the way she’d all but ridden our fingers.

      The tiny slip of a woman had me in fucking knots, even making me forget the usual Friday get-together with my family.

      “Shit, dinner,” I replied, tossing the empty bottle into the recycling container. After I finished at the site, I’d come home and cleaned up. Now, I had a brother on my couch and the rest of my family on their way. And Jed. Fuck, I’d have to tell Jed about Kaitlyn, too. “We’re ordering pizza.”

      “Whatever.”

      I used the back of my hand to wipe my mouth. “Like I said, why are you here? You have your own house to watch the game.”

      When my parents decided to retire from ranch life, they’d bought a small place in town—not too far from me—and Tucker had taken over the business and settled into the big house as his own. The one we’d all grown up in.

      He glanced my way, studied me for a second. “Julia said you did a caveman routine last night, tossed a woman over your shoulder and carried her off. With Jed. I expected you to have a little spring in your step after finally getting laid, not be ornery like a fucking bear. And I don’t mean a bear that’s actually fucking.”

      I gave him the finger since he hadn’t answered my question. It was normal for my brothers to just show up at my house and settle on my sofa, even when I wasn’t at home. I didn’t care. But today… fuck.

      “Didn’t work out?”

      I glanced out the big windows, studied the mountains in the distance. The sun was working its way down to them. “Didn’t work out? You could say that.”

      I wasn’t going to get into the fact that he shouldn’t listen to our sister, who was the worst sort of gossip.

      “What was she, a clinger? Liked two dicks too much? Texted you thirty times so far today?”

      “Fuck, no.” I had to assume that had happened to him if he was bringing it up as a possibility.

      Tucker was two years younger than me, the Duke wild child and the one to make my mother’s hair go gray. He liked the ladies and liked them wild, especially with his buddy. And they liked him in return. A lot. He took after our father with his blond hair and lean body. I was built more like a brick shit house, easily weighing forty pounds more and was an inch taller.

      Julia had called all three of us—adding Gus to the mix—her beefcake brothers. Again, the damned cattle ranch analogy. Tucker, or T for short, had a relaxed nature to him. He was more easygoing, more approachable in comparison to me. Perhaps that was why he looked all relaxed and sated like he’d gotten fucked the night before and again this morning. Women didn’t call him T-Bone for the family’s steaks.

      “Jesus, say you used a condom.”

      “What the fuck, T?” I asked, going around the counter to drop myself down into my chair, the big recliner that was perfectly aligned to face the fireplace and the big-screen TV just the way I liked. While my brothers often dropped in, they knew never to sit in my chair. “I’ve never gone bare. Jed, either. We’re saving that shit just like you are.”

      We’d agreed when we were teenagers—after our father scared the shit out of us with the ways going without a condom could ruin our lives—that we’d only go bare once each of us found the woman we wanted to claim.

      “Then you didn’t get laid. That’s the problem.”

      “Will you lay off?” I all but growled.

      He raised one fair brow and just waited because his answer was obviously no. His blue eyes met mine, held.

      I sighed. “I met Don Leary’s daughter.”

      Pulling his feet from the coffee table, he sat up, leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees, stared at me with a rare seriousness. “I thought she’d moved away when her dad went to jail.”

      “I thought so too, but she’s obviously back now.”

      “What did she want?”

      “Want? Nothing. I was the one to toss her over my shoulder.”

      He frowned. “Why the fuck would you do that?”

      “I didn’t know who she was at the time.”

      “I wouldn’t know what she looked like either. She was what”—he did the mental math—“around twelve back then?”

      I’d had all day to think about how old she’d been when her father hit my parents’ car, tried to remember what she’d looked like. I only had vague memories of a quiet girl with brown hair sitting in the courthouse. Alone.

      “Ten, I think.”

      “And now?”

      I thought of her lush little body, how tight and wet her pussy was, and shifted in my chair. “Now she’s around twenty-five and hot as fuck.”

      The front door slammed and Gus came in the room.

      “Who’s hot as fuck?” he asked, settling his hands on his hips, grinning. He was a vet and shared a practice with two others, but I had no idea if he’d come from the animal clinic or if he had the day off. He wore the same thing—jeans, plaid shirt and boots—whether he was working or not. And if there was a hint of a pretty woman, he wanted to know about it.

      The idea of Gus getting his hands on Kaitlyn had me clenching my jaw, my molars ready to crack. She was too innocent for the kind of kinky shit he did with his two buddies.

      He might be the youngest of the three of us, but he was the biggest, an inch taller even than me. I had the bulk, but he was pure, lean muscle.

      “Oh,” T said in response, glancing Gus’s way. Suddenly, his head whipped around to me, eyes full of awareness. “Oh.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, oh.”

      “Who?” Gus asked again.

      “Kaitlyn Leary,” I said, my voice lacking the enthusiasm his had.

      “Kaitlyn Le… oh shit.” Gus’s arms fell to his sides, his quick grin slipping. He’d expected a tale of a wild night, but he realized he wasn’t going to get it.

      “So you fucked her,” T commented with a shrug, then settled back into the couch. “Fine, then you got that pussy out of your system. Not the smartest lay, but if you didn’t know who she was…”

      I stood up so I loomed over him, my hands going into fists. “Don’t say that shit about her. And I didn’t fuck her.”

      I wouldn’t have, not then. Not in Jed’s office. I’d wanted to make her feel good, to have her come so she knew what it would be like between us. Just a taste of it. I’d had no plan to let my dick out of my pants because I’d wanted more from her than a quick fuck, but then she’d pressed her palms against our dicks and we’d been powerless to say no to her sexy hand job.
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      Gus stepped in front of me, thinking I was going to jump T. I wouldn’t if he stopped talking shit about Kaitlyn, but I looked around Gus and glared anyway.

      T held his hands up in front of him. “Whoa. You like her. I mean, really like her.”

      “I’ve never heard you say that before,” Gus added, his voice quiet, perhaps because he was within punching distance and didn’t want to rile me. We’d beaten each other up before, more times than any of us could count. We were too big, too strong now, and we’d all end up with concussions, broken noses or worse. And we weren’t dumb enough to fight it out right before my mother showed up. “Where’s Jed in all this?”

      “He was right there with me. As for today? Sleeping, like usual. Dad was right,” I said on a sigh. “I saw her and I thought she was The One. It was like I’d been hit by a fucking two-by-four. Jed, too.”

      They smiled at me. Grinned like idiots, actually. “That’s great,” Gus said, slapping me on the shoulder.

      “Not great,” I countered, dropping back in my chair. “She’s Kaitlyn Leary. Her father almost killed Mom and Dad.”

      “Um, duh?” T countered.

      Gus sat on the coffee table, remaining between the two of us.

      “Doesn’t that bother you?” I was surprised I had to ask.

      “Jesus, Duke, you know I hate that man.” T stood, went into the kitchen and grabbed a soda. Or three, as I saw he had one for each of us when he came back.

      “Me, too,” Gus murmured, taking two of them and handing one to me. He twisted off the top of his and took a swig. “But you don’t have the hots for that asshole.”

      “Wait a second,” T said, holding up his hand. “You said you didn’t know who she was when you met her last night. But you do now. Meaning you saw her again. You’re leaving stuff out.”

      Gus nodded in agreement.

      “Fine. It’s like this.” I told them about following her to her car—leaving out the finer details of what we did with her in Jed’s office—and how she’d freaked out and bolted.

      “At the time, she didn’t know who you were either,” Gus said, taking another slug of soda.

      “Are you kidding? She thought I was part of the male revue,” I replied, smiling as I remembered how surprised I’d been.

      They stared at me for a second, then started laughing.

      “She thought you were a stripper? Classic,” T commented, grinning. “Yeah, she had no fucking idea who you were.”

      “What? I could pull it off,” I countered, only slightly offended.

      That only made them laugh louder.

      I rolled my eyes. “Anyway, when I told her my name, it was like I told her I had leprosy or something,” I replied, moving away from the idea of me as a stripper. “She bolted faster than a fucking rabbit.”

      “So you were all clueless. Just… into each other. She had the hots for you—a guy whose name she didn’t even know—if you had a little high school make-out session. And if she got it on with both you and Jed, then she either wanted a wild time or truly was hot for a threesome.”

      T had toned down his words about what we’d done. Hell, we’d shared details about the women we’d been with in the past, but Kaitlyn was different and T seemed to realize that now.

      While I’d been horny as fuck as a teenager, I’d never gotten to third base like that in high school. Back then, I’d have ensured I got off, not her. I hadn’t been selfish, just clueless. And while Jed and I had agreed we’d claim a woman together, we hadn’t spent the night with one together until college.

      I thought of Kaitlyn, the way her eyes had gone all out of focus behind her glasses at our kiss, the way she’d said, “Okay,” on an excited little breath right before I slipped my finger inside her tight heat and found her wet and hot for me.

      “Yeah, not quite high school, but she’d been right there with us, like I said, until I told her my name.”

      I expected both of them to make some stupid-ass comment, but none came.

      “After that, you still didn’t know who she was.”

      I shook my head. “She didn’t say before she bolted. I was up half the night wondering what the fuck happened and how I was going to see her again. Jed was pissed he had to keep slinging drinks.”

      Gus sat his soda down on the table by his hip. “But you figured it out.”

      I offered them a tired smile. “Turns out, she was my remodel appointment this morning. She’s living in her old house.”

      “Oh shit,” T muttered.

      “Exactly. Just pulling up to that place made me want to puke. I thought someone had bought it, planned to fix it up, and I’d intended to tell them I couldn’t take the job, would refer them to someone else. Instead, Kaitlyn answered the door. She told me the truth of why she ran off the night before.”

      “Because she’s a Leary and because you’re a Duke.”

      I nodded. “Yes.”

      “You’re telling me she ran scared because she realized who you were, and that you’d, what, hate her or something stupid like that?” Gus asked, speaking slowly as if I were an idiot.

      My heart thumped once, then stalled. I stood, went over to the big window, my back to my brothers. My property lined a field, the tall grasses green and waving in the setting sun. I rubbed the back of my neck, winced at what Gus was insinuating. What was obvious now.

      I was an idiot.

      “Oh shit.”

      “Oh shit, what?” Gus asked, his voice sounding grim, like I’d drank the last soda and was afraid to tell.

      “That is exactly what she thought,” I said. “I confirmed it for her this morning by listing everything her father had done, telling her how she’d fucked up my seventeenth birthday and ending with telling her—”

      I snapped my mouth closed, remembering the words I’d used. I’d actually said I hate you.

      “Your seventeenth birthday? Are you fucking shitting me? Jesus, she was ten years old,” Gus snapped.

      “Did she slap you? She should have,” T added, shaking his head as if he were disappointed in me.

      He had reason to be. I was disappointed in myself.

      I remembered how she’d met my eyes, took in every single one of the mean words I’d said. She hadn’t flinched, hadn’t looked away.

      I ran my hand over my head. “No, she didn’t defend herself, tell me off or anything. She just agreed with me,” I replied, staring out the window, processing. After a minute, I turned and faced them, put my hands on my hips. “I was a dick. I admit it. What’s the worst of all is that she actually thinks I should hate her—all of us should—for what her father did. She’s willing to live with that. She’d never have gotten near me at the bar if she’d known who I was. Hell, I bet she wouldn’t have gone to ladies’ night if she knew Jed owned Cassidy’s.”

      “You’re an asshole, you know that?” T asked.

      Yeah, I was.

      “I think I just blew my chance with her.” And that thought made me want to puke and punch my fist through a wall. “And Jed’s.”

      “You think?” Gus added, shaking his head.

      I put my hands on my hips, thinking of what she’d done after I stomped off, only thinking of myself. Was she okay? I’d hurt her, I was sure, even if she hadn’t shown it.

      Fuck, she was brave. Caring. Concerned. I still knew barely anything about her, but I knew enough. She was perfect. Fucking perfect and I’d stomped all over her with my dirty fucking work boots.

      For the first time all day, I had my head on straight. Knew what I had to do.

      Grovel.

      “I’ve got to fix this. It wasn’t her fault her father was a fuck-up. Shit, she was ten. I’ve got to go.”

      “Call Jed. He’ll want to be there so you don’t fuck up again,” T said.

      I cut right past both Gus and T, grabbed my keys off the table beside it and opened the front door.

      My parents were coming up onto the porch, which forced me to stop. I was beyond restless to get to Kaitlyn, to make things right, but I couldn’t ignore them.

      “Where are you rushing off to?” my mother asked, tilting her head to the side so I could kiss her cheek.

      The top of her head didn’t come up to my shoulder. Where she was petite, my father was tall. He’d shrunk a little, but still had the tall, proud bearing of a Montana cowboy. It was my mother who had the grit. She might be gray-haired, but not only was she a member of the city council, but she had a keen intelligence that shouldn’t be underestimated.

      My father gave me a hello pat on the shoulder. “Forgot the dessert?” he asked on a laugh.

      “I have to go fix something.” I dashed toward my truck in the driveway, not wasting any time to explain. I pulled out my cell to call Jed. To tell him what I’d done and get him over to Kaitlyn’s house, too. Pronto.

      “Will you be back for dinner?” my mother called.

      I glanced over my shoulder. T and Gus stood with my parents on my porch.

      “I hope not.”
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      I heard a vehicle pull up and the engine turn off. From my perch on the roof, one corner of the blue tarp held in place beneath my knee, staple gun in hand, I saw that it was Landon. I couldn’t miss the big pickup truck, the words Compass Construction and the company logo on the side, or the big man who climbed out. My heart lurched at the sight of him, all broad shoulders, thick muscles and long legs. He settled his cowboy hat on his head. He hadn’t seen me and I took my time taking him in. I remembered the way he’d kissed me, the way his hands—God, his hands were like magic—had touched me, coaxed an orgasm out of me in less than a minute. I even remembered the scent of him.

      A second pickup drove up, parked behind Landon’s and shut off. Jed climbed out so fast, he didn’t even close his door.

      He approached Landon at a fast clip, settled his hands on his hips. From this far, I could tell by their stances alone they were both tense. Nothing like the loose-muscled way they’d been last night after I’d gripped their cocks and stroked them off. I remembered the feel of their hot cum as it had landed on my skin, the scent of sex—even though we hadn’t actually done the deed—thick in Jed’s office.

      I could hear them talking, but was too far away to pick up the words. Jed looked pissed and the way he ran a hand over his face, it might have been Landon who’d made him feel that way.

      While I hadn’t moved, hadn’t even breathed since they’d pulled up, Jed somehow saw me. Did a double take. “What are you doing up there?” he shouted from the street, hands on hips.

      Landon whipped his head around, eyes widening at the sight of me kneeling on the roof.

      I hadn’t thought to see them again, especially not here at the house. Maybe in passing on Main Street or something, but not like this. Their arrival was intentional. It was clear Jed had learned the truth of who I was, of what had happened this morning. Was Jed here to yell at me, too? While I deserved anything he wanted to say, I didn’t like to be yelled at. Who did?

      But if Jed wanted his turn, I’d let him have it, and then hopefully they’d go away for good. Leave me alone in peace, or some semblance of it.

      Setting the staple gun down on the corner of the tarp, I stood, made my way over to the ladder.

      “Be careful up there!” Jed shouted, practically running toward me, Landon hot on his heels.

      By the time I got to the top of the wooden ladder, Jed had already climbed it, standing a few rungs down from the top, and we were almost eye level. He was right there with his hand out. The hand that so skillfully worked me to climax the night before. “Careful, baby. I don’t want you to fall. What are you doing up here?”

      I glanced over my shoulder at the tarp. “Covering the leaking part of the roof.”

      Jed looked down at Landon. “Call your roofer and get his ass over here in the morning to fix this fucking roof.” To me, his tone softened, he said, “You shouldn’t have to do this.”

      I pursed my lips. “I can take care of myself. I have for years. This is just a simple roofing issue and the tarp’s temporary until I can get a contractor to do the repair.”

      Jed’s eyes narrowed and his jaw clenched. “You shouldn’t have to, baby. If Landon hadn’t been a fucking idiot this morning, you wouldn’t be up here.” His gaze raked over the roof, no doubt seeing the tarp and some of the loose or missing shingles in other areas, but didn’t say more. “All finished?”

      I looked back at my patch job. “I have one corner to go with the staple gun.”

      He climbed up onto the roof and I remembered how tall he was as I only came up to his shoulder. “Stay right here. Don’t move.”

      With long legs, he went over to the tarp, took hold of the staple gun and got the remaining corner tacked down. In less than a minute, he was back at my side.

      “Landon, get your ass up here,” he called.

      Peeking over the edge, I saw Landon putting his cell away, watching me. He climbed halfway up the ladder, his dark eyes never leaving mine.

      “All right, baby. Time to climb down. Landon will be below you on the ladder, I’ll be above. You’ll be safe.”

      Jed was being ridiculously overprotective. We were only about ten feet off the ground, and I’d used this ladder many times before. While I didn’t want to fall off, there was grass to soften the landing if I did. But I didn’t argue; the look on his face—and Landon’s—told me they were going to be stubborn. Without saying anything, I worked my way down until I stood on the ground before Landon. Jed hopped down, skipping the last few rungs, effectively trapping me between them.

      Nervous, unsure of what to say, I offered a simple, “Thank you.”

      They were close. Real close. If I lifted my hand, I could set it on Landon’s chest. Or lower and cup him just like I had the night before. And if I took a half step backward, I’d be against Jed’s hard chest. And hard dick.

      “Roofers will be here at seven tomorrow,” Landon said. “The whole thing will be finished in a day.”

      “On a Saturday?” I shook my head. “No way. That’s not necessary. I… um, well, I can’t pay for the whole thing, especially at a weekend rate. You need to cancel or tell them to patch the section just under the tarp.” I grabbed the staple gun out of Jed’s hand and went toward the shed at the side of the house where tools were kept.

      They were following, their footsteps heavy even in the grass.

      “No,” Landon said.

      I stopped, spun on my heel. “No? You can hate me. That’s fine.” I glanced at Jed, pointed. “You can, too. I’ll deal. I’ll stay out of your way. Skip Cassidy’s, wherever else you like to go. Hell, I’m already getting my groceries in Clayton. But you can’t come to my house and boss me around. You can’t have it both ways.”

      I was mad now and that was so much better than sad. It helped to keep my tears away because I sooo didn’t want to cry in front of these two. I wouldn’t let them see how much I was hurting.

      Realizing I didn’t give a crap about putting the stupid staple gun away, I skipped the shed, just turned and went toward the front of the house. It would be so much easier to avoid them if I shut the door in their faces, but my legs were much shorter than theirs and even at a hustle, they easily kept up, although stayed a step or two behind. Maybe they thought I was dangerous with the staple gun in my hand.

      “You’re right,” Landon called.

      I was right?

      I made it up the porch steps, turned. We were eye-to-eye, both of them before me. Jed’s blue eyes were calm, level on me. Landon took off his hat and I could clearly see his dark ones held no anger, but something else. Something… torn.

      “I’m… right?”

      “About being bossed around,” Landon admitted. “But I like to be bossy.”

      Jed rolled his eyes, punched Landon in the shoulder. “Duke is an asshole and he treated you like shit this morning. He said things he didn’t mean. Right?” Jed looked to Landon.

      “I don’t hate you,” Landon said, his eyes on me, not Jed. “Shit, not at all. I shouldn’t have said that. It was mean, hurtful and a total lie.”

      I frowned. “Why don’t you hate me?”

      “You want me to hate you?” he asked, his eyes wide.

      “I don’t want you to hate me,” I refuted. “Of course not. I expect it though.”

      At my shrug, the two of them stared at me as if I’d said I was a space alien. “You expect it? Because of this morning? Or last night?”

      “Because of what my father did.”

      “What your father did. Not you,” Jed added.

      I gave a slight shrug. “Same difference.”

      Landon put his hand on my upper arm, then let it drop, as if he felt he didn’t have the right to touch me. “Not the same at all.”

      “You don’t know anything about me,” I countered.

      “I know what color panties you wear,” he replied, his gaze raking down my body. “I know what you sound like when you come. What you look like. How your little hand feels gripping my cock. I know how you make me feel.”

      I flushed while he had no qualms about talking dirty. “A one-night-stand.”

      Both of them shook their heads. “We meant it when we said you belonged to us,” Jed said, his eyes lowering to settle on my mouth.

      “And you think he’s bossy?” I asked him.

      He grinned then. Wicked, dark. Dangerous to the wall around my heart.

      “When I saw you last night, I was done for. One look and I became yours,” Landon began. “It was so good, so right. And that was when we knew nothing about each other, not even our names. It proves this connection we share. That it’s real on an elemental level.”

      “All three of us share,” Jed clarified. “When you and your friend came up to the bar, seeing you for the first time was as if Landon had hit me in the gut with one of his two-by-fours.” He rubbed a hand over his very flat belly.

      “I’m sorry,” Landon said to me, finally taking my hand. I felt the rough callouses on his palm, how his skin was warm, his touch gentle. “So fucking sorry. I have serious anger issues when it comes to your dad, but I put them on you. That wasn’t fair and I was wrong. If you’ll let me—”

      “Us,” Jed cut in.

      “—us try again, then we’ll show you… prove to you how it can be between us. For the rest of our fucking lives.”

      A car pulled up then, another right behind it. Jed and Landon turned and we watched as people piled out.

      One, two… five. Oh god. It was the rest of the Duke family.

      Two big men who looked strikingly similar to Landon, a woman with red hair who looked nothing like them. Julia Duke. I remembered her hair color from when I was ten, that I’d thought she looked like the girl in Anne of Green Gables, a book I’d read about a red-haired orphan. Then there were Mr. and Mrs. Duke. I remembered them now, although they were a touch grayer than they’d been in the courtroom.

      Mrs. Duke led everyone up the walk, then they fanned out about ten feet away from us. They were like a wall, either keeping Landon and Jed where they were, or lined up to take their turn to yell at me.

      “What are you all doing here?” Landon asked.

      “Making sure you don’t mess this up,” Mr. Duke said, staring pointedly at Landon.

      “Did you tell this nice young lady that you hate her?” Mrs. Duke added, hands on her hips. She was a tiny woman, but clearly formidable. Out of the entire family, even the super-sized Duke boys, she was the one I feared the most. In her jeans and pale blue blouse, gray hair styled into a chin length bob, she looked like a Sunday school teacher, yet strong and determined enough to raise three boys—and Julia.

      “Tucker is such a tattletale,” Landon grumbled. “What are the rest of you doing here?” he asked, eying his siblings.

      Tucker, or maybe it was Gus, grinned. “Watching you grovel, big brother.”

      Julia rolled her eyes. “He’s not doing a very good job. He’s not on his knees.”

      “I should take you over my knee like you were four,” Mrs. Duke scolded.

      Jed pinched his lips together, and I could see he was trying to stifle a laugh.

      Groveling or not, apologizing aside, there was more going on here than me just forgiving Landon. I understood why he’d lashed out, why he’d been so mad this morning. I’d felt a similar anger toward my father for years and years. I recognized the feeling. Even if there was chemistry between me and Landon, ridiculous, hot, sexy chemistry, that wasn’t enough. This morning proved there was unresolved anger, strong emotions when it came to the accident. It didn’t matter that Mr. and Mrs. Duke were fine, completely recovered from their injuries. That was physical. Emotional wounds extended beyond the two whom had been actually hurt. Landon had issues and I could assume the others did as well, especially where I was concerned.

      Telling Landon that I forgave him and that we could… try again, wasn’t enough.

      I had five other reasons to walk away standing on my front lawn.

      “Landon,” I said, placing my hand on his arm. He turned back to look at me. I could feel his warmth even through the sleeve of his shirt. The hard muscles, too. “Even if I said I forgive you, there’s the rest of your family who hate me. I won’t come between you and them. I won’t tear you all apart. I’ve done that enough already.”

      “What?” Landon asked. So did Mrs. Duke and even Julia.

      They all started talking at once and argued. I just looked at Jed, who’d remained silent, and gave him a look that said, see?

      A sharp whistle pierced the air. Everyone went quiet and looked to Mrs. Duke. She lowered her hand from her mouth. It seemed power whistling was a required skill—and well used—for this family. “Now then. Boys, move out of the way.” She walked toward me and Landon and Jed stepped back. Boys, they were not. Yet even being over a foot taller, they did exactly what she said.

      After fifteen years, I was facing Mrs. Duke. I took a deep breath, let it out. I got hot all over—and it wasn’t from the setting sun—and my heart was pounding in my ears.

      “Why do you think you would you tear my family apart?” she asked.

      “Because of the accident,” I replied, licking my lips.

      “I expect a simple answer like that from my sons, the big idiots, not you.”

      “Hey! Don’t lump me in with Duke. He’s the one named after a slab of beef,” Gus called out.

      “Yeah, Tri-Tip,” Tucker countered.

      “T-Bone,” Gus grumbled back. It seemed they all had weird meat nicknames, and behaved like children. Without siblings of my own, I found their banter endearing. Another reason not to mess with them.

      Mrs. Duke didn’t turn around to look at her two youngest sons, only rolled her eyes. “See? But you’re much too smart for that.”

      “Thank you, ma’am.” What else could I say?

      “Do you want me to repeat the question?”

      “No, ma’am.” I sighed, remembering what she’d asked all too well. “While Landon might be willing to forgive me for what I did to your family, I don’t think he speaks for all of you. I don’t want the rest of you to continue to hate me while he has a… a relationship with me.”

      Relationship wasn’t what I’d call what we did the night before, but I wasn’t going to share that I’d gripped his dick and stroked Landon off so his cum splashed on my bare pussy and thighs. He might be a man in his thirties and his mother most likely knew he wasn’t a virgin, but she didn’t need to know the intimate details.

      “That would never work and I’d never ask him to choose between his family and me,” I continued.

      “What did you do to my family?” she asked.

      My mouth fell open. “Out of everything I said, that’s what you focus on?”

      She only raised one gray eyebrow in response. I hadn’t grown up with a mother, but I was sure that look worked on getting her kids to do whatever she wanted.

      “What did I do to your family?” I repeated. I licked my lips, took a breath. While I’d been prepared to admit my sins, the words were still hard to get out. “It was my fault you were hurt.”

      Now she just looked confused. “Yours? How? Did you drink a fifth of vodka?”

      “No.”

      “Did you drive down the county road when you were ten years old and hit our car?”

      Her questions weren’t a surprise. Direct, just like her. They still hurt, the reliving of it, especially with the woman who’d been so injured. “No.”

      Mr. Duke came up, stood beside his wife and put his hand on her shoulder. He was similarly sized to all of his sons. She settled hers on top of his, a sign of decades of love. The simple sign of affection, of reassurance, made my heart skip a beat. I could have killed that. Them.

      “Then why was it your fault?” he asked.

      Now I felt like I was being cross examined. My nerves were like butterflies in my belly, frantic to get out.

      My father had known the truth of my involvement. Aunt Clara, too, but once I’d moved to California to live with her, we didn’t talk at all about what had happened. We just… moved on. I hadn’t ever said it aloud to anyone, just lived with it for all these years.

      “I was at my friend’s house for a sleepover.” I cleared my throat, put a hand over my stomach. “It was raining and cold and I didn’t want to walk home. So I called my dad and asked him to pick me up.” It was hard to talk past the huge lump in my throat. “That’s when he hit you. He never came and I ended up walking home anyway. I… didn’t know he was drunk.”

      “Oh, you sweet girl.” Mrs. Duke pulled me into her arms and hugged me. Fiercely. At first, I was startled, completely at a loss for the surprise embrace, then realized it felt good. Comfortable.

      She was a good hugger, soft and her arms snug. She even smelled good.

      But the feelings I was getting from the hold weren’t for me.

      I pushed back, stepped away. Put room between us again. “Please, no. You shouldn’t be making me feel better. I’m the one who’s sorry.” The dam of tears broke free of my throat, filled my eyes. “I’m sorry. So, so sorry for you and Mr. Duke.” I looked up at him, but couldn’t see much because my glasses had slid down my nose and he was blurry.

      An arm wrapped around me from behind, pulled me into a tight hold. Landon. I knew the feel of him, the scent of him.

      “Angel,” he said.

      Only the one word but the sound of it, the anguish in the tone had me setting my head back against his chest.

      “You were not at fault,” Mrs. Duke said.

      “We don’t blame you,” Mr. Duke added. “We never have. Not for one second did we think you were responsible for anything that happened.”

      “But I—”

      “It wasn’t your fault,” Landon said fiercely.

      I pushed my glasses up my nose, looked to Gus, Tucker and Julia. “Nope,” Julia replied. Tucker and Gus just shook their heads.

      I stared at them all, not saying a word. Landon spun me about, tipped my chin up so I met his dark eyes. “It wasn’t your fault. I can’t fucking believe you’ve felt that all this time.”

      “I called him. If I’d walked home, it wouldn’t have happened.”

      “If he hadn’t been drinking all night, it wouldn’t have happened either,” he countered.

      “The weather was awful that day,” Mrs. Duke added. “The fact that your father expected you to walk in that is a sign of his failure as a parent, not yours.”

      “But he said…”

      Landon’s thumb slid over my cheek and he brushed a tear away, as if he really didn’t think it was my fault. That he… cared.

      “When I saw him in the courtroom, he… he told me if I hadn’t been so lazy, so needy, the Dukes wouldn’t have been injured. That while he would go to jail and pay, I got off scot free.”
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      JED

      

      Kaitlyn was crying. Hard, jagged sobs against Duke’s chest. Thankfully. The shit she’d kept in all this time must have been festering. Like Duke’s angry outburst; he hadn’t realized how fucking pissed he’d been at her dad. How it still lingered. But this… fuck, this was something else.

      I met his gaze head on, saw the dark gleam, the way his jaw was clenched tight enough to crack molars. Yeah, I felt the same fucking way. So pissed that if Don Leary wasn’t already dead, I’d fucking kill him all over again. This was our woman and someone had hurt her. Not just someone but her father. No, he wasn’t a fucking father. He’d been a sperm donor who had kept Kaitlyn alive. Nothing else. I was familiar with parents like that because I’d had them myself.

      My father had been a deadbeat ending up doing twenty in prison. My mother had gotten hooked on meth and went downhill fast. A different man in her life every week, strangers coming in and out selling drugs. Losing our house and moving into a trailer on the far side of the tracks. By the time I was seventeen, I’d lived with the Dukes, although in the bunk house. Still, it had been safe, clean and I’d had three square meals a day. My mother hadn’t even noticed I was gone.

      There hadn’t been any rainbows and unicorns, but I’d had family: the Dukes. They’d shown me what sane, loving parents were like. What a real family should be.

      But Kaitlyn? She’d only had her dad.

      How dare he put his crimes on the shoulders of a ten-year-old child? The fact that Kaitlyn still believed his words to be true, fifteen years later, was literally gut-wrenching. Her tears were practically killing me. Mr. and Mrs. Duke didn’t look much happier, but as parents, I could tell they wanted to wrap Kaitlyn into hugs of their own. Stuff her with cookies and love. It wasn’t as if she’d gotten many of either of those things in her life.

      Tucker and Gus were talking in low voices with Julia, none of them ready for Disney World either. Mrs. Duke looked to me. She didn’t have to say a word as the minutes ticked by. I knew what she was thinking. She’d take care of Kaitlyn, but was giving me and Duke the chance to do so ourselves. She’d obviously heard from Tucker and Gus about what Duke had done, but she was no dummy and could easily see how it was for us.

      That she was The One. That while Duke was a fucking dumbass, he’d make it right. I’d make sure of it. I’d also make sure she was taken care of, that we’d prove to her, not matter what it took, that we wanted her for her. Kaitlyn Leary, no matter who her father was, or what he did.

      I nodded to her in reply. From now on, we’d take care of her. She was under our protection. While I wanted to fuck her six ways to Sunday, I also wanted to love her. Cherish her. Keep her safe.

      Seemingly content, Mrs. Duke took her husband’s hand and they walked back to their car. The others followed, giving us one last glance. She didn’t need all of them to comfort her, to change her mind about something that was so ingrained. I had no doubt they’d be pulling Kaitlyn into the family now. Dinners, shopping with the girls, whatever. They’d show her what a family was.

      And right now Duke and I would show her what having men in her life was. How we were strong enough to carry her burdens too.

      “Come here, baby,” I murmured when the worst of her tears had been shed, carefully pulling her from Duke’s hold. Wrapping her in my arms, I kissed the top of her head. She was warm and soft and it felt so damned good to hold her. She was right where I wanted her to be, where I knew she was safe, and soon, happy. If Duke and I had any fucking say about it, we’d spend the rest of our lives keeping this woman happy.

      “Shh. Everything’s okay now. We’re here. We’re not going anywhere. Let’s go inside.”

      Wiping her eyes, she nodded and let me lead her into the house, one hand wrapped around her waist. The place was small. Paint was faded on the walls, the wood floors scuffed. I could see into the kitchen, to the vintage linoleum and countertops, old but serviceable furniture in the living room. No matter that it needed some serious work, the place was immaculate. The scent of cinnamon, like holidays and baking, filled the air.

      I stopped in the middle of the living room, tipped her chin up and then stroked back her hair with my palms. I got a good look at her. Dark, yet red-rimmed eyes, freckles across her pert nose, full lips I remembered kissing. Fuck, she was gorgeous. Her hair was a wild tangle, like silk between my fingers.

      “We mean it, Kaitlyn Leary. You’re the one for us.”

      “I don’t understand how you can be so sure,” she said, her voice a little husky from crying. I wanted to change that, make it sound like that for a completely different reason.

      Soon, but not yet.

      “Have you ever felt like this with anyone else?” I asked.

      She nibbled on her lower lip for a second, then shook her head.

      Relief coursed through me and I couldn’t help but smile.

      “Me neither,” I admitted. “It’s insane, but I want to kiss you, hold you, make all your sadness go away. I hope we’ve helped you get rid of the guilt.”

      She blushed and glanced at Landon. He’d followed us in, waited quietly as if worried he’d fuck up even more.

      “Seeing Mr. and Mrs. Duke helped. I’m so glad they’re okay.”

      “Angel,” Landon all but groaned. He came over, stood at her side and settled a hand on her lower back.

      “This morning, I was telling you all the things I wanted to say to your dad but never had the chance. How I felt, and shit, I’ve had so much anger I had stored up for him. When he went to trial and to jail, my parents were still recuperating. When he got out, my parents made us all promise we wouldn’t go after him. Wouldn’t get near him. And I didn’t.”

      I remembered that and Mrs. Duke had made me promise as well. I’d have killed the man for the Dukes, buried the body where no one could find it if it made them happy.

      But it didn’t. It wouldn’t. While I doubted they liked Don Leary, they were too nice to wish anyone dead.

      Hearing what he’d done to Kaitlyn no doubt had changed their minds on that.
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      KAITLYN

      

      Landon walked over to me, dropped to his knees and wrapped his arms around the backs of my thighs. Surprised, my hands went to his shoulders and I cried out his name. I glanced down at his upturned face. He wasn’t going to let me fall. My cry was over, all the emotions having bled out. At some point, the rest of the Dukes left. I doubted I was done with it all—with them—but the roller coaster ride ended for now. The family actually seemed to like me. Well, they’d made it very clear they didn’t hate me.

      As for Landon and Jed, they seemed to like me a lot.

      And the way Landon’s hands roved, not sexually, but as if he needed the contact, to feel that I was right in front of him, was proof. Besides it feeling comforting, reassuring, cherishing, his touch left a heated path that made my nipples harden and my pussy go damp. My body couldn’t help but respond to him. It was as if it knew him. Knew he was safe, that this was right.

      “I’m so sorry, angel. Forgive me, please.”

      I nodded immediately. “I do. I understand.”

      His shoulders relaxed beneath my palms, the muscles going from tense to just hard. “And you understand you were innocent in all this?”

      I shrugged, slid my thumb back and forth over the line of his neck. “I believe your family, so I’m working on it. I will work on it. But I feel better.”

      “Good,” Jed added, coming to stand beside me. Right beside me.

      “You don’t have to be on your knees to apologize,” I said to Landon. “You did, several times already. In front of your family, even.”

      “Tucker said I was supposed to grovel and Julia added that I had to be on my knees to do it.”

      That got a laugh out of me. This man? Grovel?

      For the first time in… forever I felt good. Light. Like a huge weight had been lifted. Like I was wanted. The way the two were looking at me, desired, too.

      We were alone together, this time knowing the truth. Knowing everything.

      I lifted my hand to his hair, sifted my fingers through the thick strands.

      “This is a little crazy, you know that, right?” I asked, looking between the two of them.

      “What?” Jed asked.

      “Us.”

      “What’s crazy is the way I feel about you,” Landon added and Jed nodded his agreement.

      My heart skipped a beat, but this time, it wasn’t due to sadness. It was because I was filled with… hope. Something I hadn’t really felt in a while. Not even an hour ago, I’d been resigned to hide from all the Dukes. That the steamy heavy petting session with Landon and Jed had been a one-time thing. That they hated me. And now… Overwhelmed, I replied, “I know. We’ve barely even met but it feels like… it feels like forever.” I put my hands up to my cheeks, felt the way they heated. “This is happening really fast. It’s scary.”

      His hands stilled. “Too fast? Do we scare you?”

      I shook my head, eager to find out where his hands went next. Mine went to the nape of his neck and my fingers slid through his short hair. So soft. “God, no. I’m scared of the… of the feelings.”

      Both of them grinned. “Baby, we can make you feel all kinds of things.”

      Oh yes, they could. I remembered… no, my pussy remembered all too well.

      “I thought maybe we’d go on a date or two before I met your parents,” I grumbled, lifting my hand to my hair, which was long down my back and sadly in a wild tangle. “I was fixing the roof, not ready to meet the entire Duke family.”

      Landon grinned and his entire face changed. Went from hard to—dare I say—soft? Tender, perhaps. Eager. It looked as if he had hope, too.

      “That’s what you thought we should do after a date or two? Meet my parents?”

      “Not be between us in bed?” Jed asked. “Getting our big dicks into that sweet pussy of yours? Working our way into that snug, little ass? Stretching you open, molding it just right for us and us alone?”

      I blushed. He was such a dirty talker. I remembered what we’d done the night before and I hadn’t even known their names then. Why was I being so concerned now? My inner slut had come out last night. It wasn’t time for her to go back into hiding now. I didn’t want her to. I wanted these men. Both of them.

      I wanted to see where this crazy attraction took us.

      My pussy clenched, eager to feel Landon’s fingers once again working every one of my hot buttons. Then Jed would have his turn. Double the pleasure.

      Yes!

      “You know, there are other things I can do on my knees besides grovel,” Landon commented. His dark eyes were full of heat now and it was definitely panty-melting.

      “Oh?” I replied on a breathless whisper. My inner walls clenched in anticipation.

      His hands slid up and expertly undid the clasp at the center of my back before moving to my front, pushing up the hem of my t-shirt and the cups of my bra at the same time. The fabric bunched beneath my neck.

      “Fuck, yes,” Jed growled, coming up behind me, his hands immediately going to my breasts.

      A groan escaped Landon as he looked his fill at what was right in front of him, the way Jed’s hands cupped and played with me. Tugged my nipples. Made me instantly needy and eager.

      I wasn’t small, a full D. Perhaps a little too much for being so short, but the way he watched made me think twice.

      “So beautiful.”

      My hands slid up into Landon’s hair as my head fell back to rest against Jed’s shoulder, my eyes closed.

      “Sensitive?” Jed asked, his breath fanning my ear.

      “Mmmhmm.” I wasn’t sure if I was answering for the way he was playing with my nipples or for how good it felt for him to lick the whorl of my ear.

      Landon’s hands worked the buttons of my jeans, slid down the zipper and tugged them over my hips.

      “Your breasts are perfect, baby. A handful. Heavy and soft. And these nipples. So pink, so responsive. I want to suck them into my mouth, nibble on those little berries and see if you can come from nipple play alone.”

      I whimpered, wiggled my hips at Jed’s dirty talk.

      “Our girl is eager for her men,” Landon said, slipping off my shoes and working my jeans down and tossing them aside.

      “Lavender,” he commented, staring at my panties. “My new favorite color.”

      A finger slid over the silky fabric and it zeroed right in on my clit. My eyes flew open to see him glancing up at me. Seeing him on his knees before me, Jed’s big, tanned hands cupping my breasts in my view, I bucked my hips, trying to get more friction, more contact. Just more. I felt like they were teasing me, taunting me because I knew what they could do with just their fingers. I wasn’t sure if I could handle the pleasure from more.

      Landon tugged my skimpy underwear down and off. “I’m keeping these, too.” He held them up for all of us to see. “A nice big wet patch.” I couldn’t miss that either, felt the slickness between my thighs. “I love how your pussy’s getting nice and ready for our big dicks.”

      Nice and ready? I didn’t remember ever being wetter. Oh yeah, last night.

      The panties were tucked into his shirt pocket as Jed reached down, hooked a hand behind one knee and lifted. Opened me up, spreading me wide for Landon.

      Landon groaned as he got the first good glimpse of me.

      “No,” he commented, licking his lips. “Pink is my favorite color.”
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      With Jed holding me securely, Landon leaned in so his nose practically touched my pussy and breathed deep. “I love your scent. All hot and eager to fuck, aren’t you? You’re dripping down your thighs. I’m going to lick that all up. Get your honey sweet taste on my tongue again.”

      Landon did just what he said, lapping up every bit of arousal from one inner thigh, then the other, my pussy all but aching for him to do the same there. Rolling my hips, I begged him without words to put his mouth on me.

      He looked up, eyes dark and heated, mouth slick and glistening with my juices and said, “Your pussy’s spread wide for me. You’re all flush and swollen. Soaked. Your clit’s a hard little nub.”

      His tongue flicked out, circled that sensitive tip.

      “Landon!” I cried, close to coming from that alone. I lifted my arms over my head, hooked them around the back of Jed’s neck.

      Landon didn’t say anything, just gave me one last look of male triumph and put his mouth back on me. Not one inch of my pussy was left unexplored. When he slipped one finger, then two, nice and deep, my head tilted back and I moaned. I hadn’t even known I had a G-spot until these men. Now, it was like a button that he pushed and practically sent me right into orgasm.

      Jed tipped my mouth toward his and kissed me, drinking in my cries. Deep and drugging, I couldn’t think of anything but Jed and Landon. Of their mouths on me, their hands. Jed plucked and tugged at my nipples, pinched them, adding a sharp bite of pain to the pleasure. Landon zeroed in on my clit, sucked on it and flicked his tongue over it mercilessly until I came.

      When I opened my eyes again, Landon was sitting back on his heels, using the back of his hand to wipe his mouth. He looked almost smug with his ability to get me off. He crooked a finger. “Bend forward, angel. Let Jed have his turn.”

      I was too sated to question and leaned forward, placing my hands on Landon’s shoulders. He kissed me and I couldn’t miss the sweet tang of my arousal. He was right, he did have the taste of me on his tongue.

      With a thump, Jed dropped to his knees behind me, tugged on my hips to have me bent over more, bottom out. I stared over my shoulder and Jed just grinned. “My turn for a taste.”

      He ate me out with ruthless precision. While Landon had explored every inch of me, licked up my cum right from the source, Jed went straight for my clit. It was as if Landon had primed me to come; I was now easily orgasmic, almost coming within half a minute. My fingers dug into Landon’s shoulders.

      “Ever had your tight little ass fucked?” Landon asked.

      I focused on his face, right in front of me, and his words.

      Shaking my head, I whimpered a no.

      “We’re going to take such good care of you, fill every one of your holes.”

      I glanced down at Landon’s lap, at the outline of his dick, thick and long as it disappeared under his belt. I licked my lips, wanting it in my mouth. Desperate to taste him but wondering how I was going to get such a monster down my throat.

      Landon must have sensed my interest, for he undid his belt, opened his jeans and pulled out his monster dick. “While Jed trains that ass, I’ll get into that hot mouth.”

      It was as big as I remembered. A ruddy shade of pink, there was a vein that pulsed the entire length. And the crown was so broad, I would have to stretch my mouth wide to get it past my lips. As I watched, pre-cum dripped from the little slit and slid down.

      “Lick it up, angel, then take me deep.”

      I did as he said, the tangy flavor of his cum hitting my tongue although it was hard to concentrate with Jed’s mouth on my clit.

      “Fuck,” Landon growled and his hips bucked.

      The knowledge I had such control over him made me bold and I opened my mouth… wide, wider still, to take him in.

      A thumb dipped into my pussy, getting it nice and wet, then slid backward to my—

      I gasped, but the sound was muffled by Landon’s meat. God, he did have a big piece of beef and I was taking it as deep as it could go. My mind went blank and all I could do was feel. To try to get Landon to come, just as quickly and easily as he’d done for me.

      His fingers tangled in my hair, tightened.

      “That’s right, angel. Suck my dick as Jed works that ass. Just his thumb for now. Open for him.” He groaned as I sucked in my cheeks, slid him closer to the back of my throat.

      The palm of Jed’s hand rested on the base of my spine, his thumb settled between my parted cheeks, the tip of it pressing into me.

      “Relax and let me in, baby.” Jed lifted his head to speak, but the warmth of his breath fanned my tender flesh. “I promise you’ll go off like a fucking Fourth of July firework when you do.”

      “You should feel her mouth. Like a fucking Hoover. And you should see her tits like this,” Landon commented, although Jed was too busy sucking on my clit again to do it. “Like dangling fruit, ready to be plucked. Fuck,” he growled as I swirled my tongue in a way he seemed to like. So I did it again.

      Landon tugged gently on my nipple. We were all working each other. A circle of pleasure.

      Jed’s thumb breached my untried, tight hole and I groaned at the stretching, the unusual feel. Just like he said though, I came. I backed off of Landon’s dick and screamed. I shivered. I was wild with it. Two men and I was between them. Pretty much naked with a man’s face between my legs, a finger in my virgin ass. The other man had my cum all over his face as he played with my breasts, his dick slick with my saliva, a flow of pre-cum sliding down the length.

      I never imagined. Never expected. Never wanted it to stop.

      My legs gave out and Jed retreated. For a split second, I felt empty, but Landon pulled me into his arms as I straddled him, his hard dick between us. Held me close. Snug and safe in his arms with Jed right behind me, stroking my back, my bottom.

      “Time to get naked and see what we can really do,” Jed said.

      I was all for that. I’d come twice and they still had their clothes on. Well, except for Landon’s dick which was all but pulsing against my belly. I could feel the steady stream of pre-cum as it coated my skin. My pussy clenched with anticipation of having all of it, either in my mouth or pussy, not like the night before when it had landed on my skin. Having Jed play with my ass had been a surprise, a dark, naughty surprise, but I’d loved it. God, I’d never come so hard before. But I wasn’t sure if I was ready to fit one of their cocks in there. Yet.

      “That’s right. My balls are full of cum for you and the way you were sucking me, I’m close to blowing. Two dicks, angel. They’re both for—” Landon’s eyes glanced to the side as if something caught his attention. “Who the fuck is that?”

      I whipped my head around, saw a dark figure at the window turn and start to run away.

      Jed was up and to the window faster than I imagined possible for someone his size. His hands went to the window frame as he looked out, then he pushed off and ran out the back door.

      “Oh my god! Someone was watching.”
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      Every protective instinct flared to life. I had my dick—hard as a rock and my balls aching to be emptied—back in my jeans, Kaitlyn dressed and out of her house within a minute, safely tucked in my truck. The idea of her having a fucking Peeping Tom had me seeing red. Knowing Jed was after him was the only thing keeping me from hunting the bastard down myself. I’d almost lost her because of my stupidity, and the fact that she’d forgiven me was proof she was the perfect woman. Kind and understanding. When I fell to my knees before her, Tucker had been right, I’d had to grovel. Not just for her sake, but for mine. She humbled me, made me realize how precious she was, how the thing that was between the three of us was special. Worth saving. Worth groveling for.

      I had a feeling I’d be on my knees with her often. Apologizing since I was a dumb ass. But also because I wanted to worship her. We’d just shown her how, with her between her men. We’d take her everywhere and we had a lifetime to do it.

      I’d share her with Jed, but no one else. Not the asshole who’d been watching. Not with Jed eating her pussy from behind, thumb buried deep in her ass as she sucked my dick. Kaitlyn’s body, the sight of her aroused, lost to the passion we built, her cries of pleasure, her screams as she came… all of that belonged to us. No one else.

      I still tasted her. I knew the feel of her silky soft, slick pussy. The way it gripped and clenched. The color of it. Fuck, it was the prettiest thing I’d ever seen. And Jed had been lucky enough to be the first to get into that virgin ass, to carefully open her up to just his thumb. Soon she’d take our cocks, one in her ass, the other her pussy. Make her ours officially. Fill her with our cum in both holes and there would be no mistake, no denying the truth of whom she belonged to.

      Oh, we’d get it all official, a marriage license from the courthouse, but that was a formality. We’d already made her ours, and I had a feeling she was just starting to understand that.

      Jed opened the passenger door, climbed in and Kaitlyn scooted into the middle between us—right where she belonged, her thighs bumping ours. He was breathing hard, his face flushed.

      “Well?” I asked.

      He cupped Kaitlyn’s cheek. “Are you okay?” he asked.

      She nodded and he kissed her, quick and fierce.

      “I chased him two blocks.” Jed looked to me. “About six feet, one-eighty. Dark hair. Had on jeans and a light colored hoodie. Got in a silver four-door and peeled out.”

      Kaitlyn stiffened beside me. “Oh god.”

      “What?” I asked.

      “It’s Roger Beirstad.”

      “Beirstad? Didn’t T go to school with the fucker?” Jed asked.

      I grunted. I didn’t remember the details behind my brother’s dislike of the guy, but it didn’t matter now. Only the fact that at thirty, he was a fucking lurker. A creep who’d been standing outside Kaitlyn’s window. Where she was usually alone.

      “Why do you think it’s him?” I’d go after Beirstad, lasso his ass and fucking hog-tie him, but I wasn’t going to do it to the wrong man.

      Kaitlyn glanced at her lap. Her fingers fidgeted. “We dated.”

      I knew she’d had a past, had men in it. She was gorgeous and twenty-five. Of course she’d had men. But her saying the words made them real. Now I really wanted to go after Beirstad for getting his hands on our girl.

      “Not like this. It wasn’t like… us. And we’re not even dating. God, I don’t know what to call us,” she commented.

      No, we weren’t dating. We skipped dating and jumped to exclusive in twenty-four hours. The fact that there was a man fucking lurking at her window also meant we’d jumped to living together. There was no way in hell she’d be spending one more night alone without her men to protect her. The scent of her pussy filled the cabin of my truck. It was on both our faces, our fingers.

      Jed glanced at me over her head, but we stayed silent.

      “We went out on two dates back in July. The first one was pretty bad. No connection. But since it was a blind date set up by a woman from the library, I felt I had to try again. So date two.”

      She sighed.

      “What the fuck happened on date two?” Jed asked. “Tell us, baby. I promise, this guy won’t get near you again.”

      She pushed her glasses up her nose. “He said I was The One.”

      I swore. “No wonder you freaked with us in Jed’s office.”

      Looking up at me, she shook her head. “No, it’s not the same. Sooo not the same. Yeah, it should be just as creepy with how fast this is going and how ridiculously possessive you are, but it’s not.”

      “What else? That can’t be it if he’s showing up and snooping around your house almost two months later.”

      “There were conditions. I had to lose weight to be the perfect wife for him. He judged, criticized. Nit-picked. I told him no, that I wasn’t interested, but he told me I wouldn’t find another man, not being a Leary. No one would want me.”

      Shit. No wonder she’d been so upset. I’d only reinforced what Beirstad had told her. I’d spend the rest of my life making it up to her.

      “It was just a lunch date. I even paid.”

      I relaxed then. “Lunch?” It wasn’t a real date.

      “Yes. At the deli by the library.”

      “What else, baby?” Jed repeated.

      “He didn’t seem to like that I told him I wasn’t interested. He showed up at the library. I saw him on the street and not just by coincidence. He watched me. And he sent flowers to the hotel where I work. A note, but he didn’t sign his name. And now this—”

      “Like Jed said, he won’t bother you again.”

      I turned on the truck, pulled away from the curb.

      “Where are we going?” she asked.

      “My house,” I replied.

      “Our house,” Jed clarified, picking up Kaitlyn’s hands and kissing the knuckles. “The house we’re going to share, starting tonight.”

      I used the hands-free controls on my steering wheel and dialed Tucker.

      “What’s the matter, Sir Loin of Beef? It hasn’t even been an hour. Can’t get it up? Need pointers?”

      Jed grinned at Tucker’s comments that came through the truck’s dashboard.

      Kaitlyn flushed prettily. I took her hand, placed it on my dick, letting her know I was hard for her, that I always would be. Behind those sexy fucking glasses, her eyes widened. I doubted she was all that surprised after the way we spurted cum like fountains from her hand job the night before. Even after that, I had a huge load in my balls just for her.

      And instead of sinking into her sweet pussy, we had to deal with Beirstad.

      “You can talk about my dick all you want, but not now. Kaitlyn has a stalker and we need your help.”

      “Name it,” T said, his voice hard. Cold. No more playful banter. No one fucked with a Duke and since I made it very clear Kaitlyn was mine, she was under our protection, too.

      “Find out where Roger Beirstad lives.”

      “Fuck, Beirstad. Hang on, let me look him up.”

      No one spoke as T did a search. It took about twenty seconds, but it felt like forever. My fingers gripped the steering wheel, eager to track the fucker down. I had no doubt the guy would run home to hide; probably thought he was invincible. He might be able to screw around with Kaitlyn, fuck with her head… hell, to tell her she had to lose weight… but he wouldn’t be able to play mind games with us. He’d be lucky to be alive when we were done with him.

      “2417 Grassmere. I’ll meet you there.” He disconnected.

      “You need to turn around. Grassmere’s the other way,” Kaitlyn said.

      “I’m taking you home first. You’ll stay there while we go after Beirstad.”

      She shook her head. “No way. I’m going with you.”

      “Absolutely not,” Jed countered. “We don’t want you hurt.”

      “You said you’d protect me and I believe it. Three big men, as if there was any chance Roger would get near me.”

      “Three? No doubt T is calling in Gus, too.”

      “One more reason why I’ll be fine.” I glanced to Jed who didn’t look happy.

      “If you take me to your house, Tucker will get there first and he’ll have first dibs at the guy.”

      I hardened my jaw at the thought of anyone touching Beirstad before me and Jed. He was fucking with our woman so we had first punches.

      “Fine, but you stay in the truck,” I said, making a U-turn at the next intersection.

      She gave me a smile and I knew then I was truly whipped.

      “You get out of this truck, baby,” Jed warned. “And your ass will be spanked so hard you won’t sit down for a week.”

      Damned straight. We wanted that ass, but not for spanking. And after we took care of Beirstad, we’d have it.
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      “I can’t wait any longer. I already know you’ve got on a pretty lavender bra and no panties. Strip, angel. We want to see every inch of you.”

      Landon’s voice was rough, his actions barely restrained as he flipped the bolt on their front door. Adrenaline was coursing through both of them after their confrontation with Roger. They’d reassured me that he’d never bother me again, and I believed them. But now, all that restless energy could be put to better use.

      Nothing… finally… stood in the way of them taking me to bed. We were in their house—Jed had said he usually crashed in the small apartment above his bar, but he really lived here—and we were alone.

      The way they’d been acting, all territorial and protective, I’d expected an all-out brawl on Roger’s front lawn. Anger had practically poured off of Landon and Jed in waves as we’d ridden across town to Roger’s house. I’d wanted to punch the guy in the nose myself, feeling so violated. It was one thing to stalk me for over a month, another to actually watch me as I rode their faces, one after the other. It had been dirty, naughty and totally wild. But it had only seemed tawdry knowing that Roger had been watching. I had no doubt I’d do all kinds of wicked things with Jed and Landon and I didn’t feel the least bit embarrassed about any of it. I wasn’t ashamed; they were showing me a side to my sexuality I’d never known existed. I was so much more passionate, more orgasmic than I’d ever imagined.

      We’d been first to arrive at Roger’s house—a tidy, two-story brick house with a silver sedan in the driveway—but before either of them had made their way to the front door, Tucker and Gus pulled up. Two more trucks as well, four more big guys climbing out, settling their cowboy hats on their heads as they joined the others. In the group, I only knew the Duke brothers. All big Montana cowboys. Nonetheless, one I didn’t know came to lean against the hood of Landon’s truck. He tipped his hat to me as a greeting, then watched the house. It had been obvious he’d be my babysitter.

      I should have been upset that my men—yes, I thought of Landon and Jed as my men—thought I needed watching, but just being near Roger made me nervous, and I was glad for the man’s presence.

      He’d been unnecessary protection though, for five men on Roger’s front porch—two had gone around the house, I assumed, to cover the back door in case Roger decided to slip out—was a poor match.

      I couldn’t see much through the wall of big men, but Roger had opened the door. Landon had pushed him back and they’d gone into the house, shutting the door behind them. I could see little through the front window, just lots of big Montana cowboys. Not much else. I should have felt sorry for Roger with those odds, but he’d watched me with Landon and Jed. It hadn’t been simple kissing he’d witnessed. He’d seen Landon eat me out, then Jed had bent me over and put his mouth on me from behind—behind!—while sticking a thumb in my ass.

      Within two minutes, they’d come back out. Landon and Jed had shaken the other men’s hands before they’d headed off to their trucks again, then pulled away.

      The only thing Landon or Jed had said in the truck as we drove to their house was, “It’s over.”

      Their clothes hadn’t been torn. No black eyes. No bloody noses or lips. Not even a cracked knuckle. I doubted they’d simply talked to Roger, but it didn’t appear as if they’d laid a hand on him either.

      I hadn’t questioned though. Oh, I’d wanted to, but for once, just once in my life I was content with someone else taking care of my problems for me. Knowing it was resolved. Trusting them. I’d only had myself for so long that it felt strange. Good. It only made me fall for Landon and Jed even more. They’d proven that they’d take care of me, that my burdens were theirs.

      So I’d put my hands on each of their hard, muscular thighs and squeezed. When they took my hands and placed them over their dicks, I felt how thick and hard they were and knew that Landon must be aching from being sucked off and not finishing, then shoved back in his jeans. I knew what would be happening next.

      And I’d been right.

      We were in their house. The door was locked, Jed closed the blinds. We were truly alone and no one would be watching.

      I took off my clothes, let them fall to the wood floor at my feet. I had no modesty with them. Not after earlier. They’d seen all of me up close and personal. While I’d had two orgasms only an hour earlier, I was ready for more. I had never been so horny, so eager for dick.

      And two of them!

      They looked me over, every inch of me. “Get in the bedroom, angel. I want to fuck you on a nice, soft bed.”

      “I don’t know where it is,” I admitted.

      Landon took the two steps that separated us, tossed me over his shoulder. Again. I grabbed my glasses.

      “Landon! I can walk.”

      He carried me down the hall and dropped me on a big bed. Jed followed behind and flipped on the light. Tan colored walls, thick, cream carpet on the floor. A king-sized bed with a wooden headboard, matching nightstands and dresser. A big window faced the backyard, lush with old trees. Jed went over to it and tugged the blinds closed there as well.

      “I want to see you, too,” I said, glancing between them, settling my glasses back on my nose. In their jeans, plaid shirts and boots, they screamed hot hunk of cowboy. I wanted to see the rest of them.

      It didn’t take them long to get naked, and I came up on my knees to get a better look. They stepped to the foot of the bed so I could touch them. “You two could be strippers,” I commented, running my palms over their chests, matted slightly with hair—Jed fair and Landon dark—and lower to their chiseled abs. And their dicks… they made the strippers from the all-male revue seem lacking now. While I didn’t want to see either man swing them around, I certainly wanted to know what they could do with them.

      If Landon was Sir Loin of Beef, Jed was most definitely a prime cut, too.

      “Are you still wet for us, baby?” Jed asked.

      Boldly, I reached down, ran my fingers over my pussy, collected my arousal and held it up for them to see.

      Landon grabbed hold, took my fingers into his mouth. Sucked. “I love getting this right from the source, but I don’t think my dick can wait another minute to be inside you.”

      Walking around the bed, he laid down, grabbed hold of my hips and pulled me on top of him. He kissed me, slow and deep with lots of tongue. I could feel the bed dip as Jed moved, hooked a hand about my waist and lifted me onto my hands and knees, slid his fingers over my pussy.

      “She’s soaked and ready,” he said.

      Landon broke the kiss, stared at me with those dark, fathomable eyes.

      “Are you on birth control?” Landon asked.

      I nodded, my hair sliding over my shoulder. “IUD.”

      “I’ve always gloved up. Always used a condom. Every time,” Landon said.

      “Me, too. Never fucked without one,” Jed added. “We’ve been saving going bareback for The One.”

      “For you.” Landon lifted his head, kissed me quick. “Angel, we want to go bare with you, to take you with nothing between us. Ever. Feel your pussy against my dick, fill you with my cum, not a condom. But it’s your call. I fucked up. Really fucked up and we’ll wait so you can trust me, trust both of us.”

      I loved him then. Right in that moment. He was giving me the option to protect myself from him, to not give myself fully to him until I was ready, all because of how he’d hurt me earlier. I was ready. I wanted him, nothing between us, just like they’d said.

      I did trust him, both of them. In this. In keeping me safe in so many ways.

      I didn’t say anything, only shifted my hips, lowered myself down until the broad head of his dick slid over my slick folds, notched and settled right at my entrance. There was no waiting. Everything had built to this moment, to the way I settled down onto him, one inch at a time.

      He was big. Huge. My pussy lips parted, my inner walls stretched as he went in. Thankfully, I was ridiculously wet and it eased his way, but I had to pull back, then push down a few times before I could fit all of him, before I was seated directly on his thighs.

      “Oh shit, her pussy just swallowed you right up,” Jed said.

      He’d been watching and that was ridiculously hot.

      “I don’t want anything between us,” I said, reaching out and cupping Jed’s jaw as I rocked my hips.

      “Fuck, you feel so good,” Landon growled. His hands gripped my waist and he lifted me up, dropped me back down.

      I gasped. It did feel good. Better than good. Amazing.

      “Every inch of you. Hot and slick, practically milking the cum from my balls. Ride me, angel. Take your cowboy for a ride. The ride’s going to be wild, but I promise you’ll stay on for longer than eight seconds.”

      I met his gaze, then glanced at Jed. He was watching me closely, but reached out, stroked a finger down the swell of my breast, thumbed the nipple.

      “Shit, she just squeezed the shit out of my dick. Move, angel, or I’ll make a fool of myself and come right now.”

      I laughed, feeling incredible. Happy. Horny. Hopeful. Loved.

      Settling my hands on Landon’s chest, I lifted and lowered, circled my hips and pretty much fucked myself with his big dick. My clit rubbed against him and I was quickly lost to the feeling. My eyes fell closed and I went with it. Riding him, harder and faster, chasing my orgasm. I knew my breasts were bouncing, knew the wet sounds of our fucking—of my pussy—filled the room. That I was moaning, unable to keep it in.

      Jed leaned in. “Want me to play with your ass, baby? You’re sensitive there. You’ll come again for me, won’t you?”

      His hand slid down my back, his thumb again finding the tight ring of my ass. He didn’t push in like he did earlier, just applied the lightest of pressure as I rode Landon’s cock. I had no idea there were so many nerve endings there, that it would feel so good.

      I got really wet and my nipples went hard as I came.

      “Shit,” Landon growled, lifting his hips as he pushed me down on him, holding himself deep.

      I could actually feel the hot pulses of his cum as it filled me, as it overflowed and made a wet mess where we were joined.

      “Ah, angel, fuck,” Landon’s jaw was clenched tight, his cheeks flushed as he recovered.

      “My turn,” Jed said, lifting me up and off of Landon, flipping me so I was on my back. “Grab hold of your knees, pull them back. More. More. Yes, like that. Fuck, look at Landon’s cum all over you.”

      Jed stroked his dick as he spoke, as he watched me open myself up for him. Putting a hand by my head, he settled himself between my thighs and in one slow stroke, slid all the way in. “Jed!” I cried. My inner walls clenched and squeezed, adjusting to him now.

      Landon shifted, took hold of my knee for me and opened me up even further.

      “You’re ours, baby. No going back now. Fuck, you feel so good bareback. The way your cunt is so fucking slippery with Landon’s cum. That pussy’s both of ours.”

      Jed was a dirty talker and he did so as he fucked me. While Landon had let me control the ride, Jed was the opposite. He was working me, using me to his pleasure. But he was skilled in that he was rubbing my clit with each hard thrust, pushing me to the brink right away. I was primed for him. I had a feeling I always would be. I was so orgasmic with them. Coming would never be a problem, not like it had been for guys in the past.

      What other guys?

      All I could see, feel, taste, smell was Landon and Jed. I didn’t want it any other way.

      Jed leaned down, sucked one nipple into his mouth. When he gently bit down, I came. Through the roar in my ears, I heard Landon say, “Our girl likes it a little rough. I think she’s going to love having her ass fucked.”

      “Now,” Jed said in response, pulling from me. “I want that virginity now.”

      I whimpered, my orgasm not done, my inner walls clamping down on… nothing.

      Jed grabbed my leg and crossed it over my body. Landon took hold of both my ankles and lifted. It was a good thing I liked yoga. My bottom was lifted off of the mattress as Jed reached into the bedside table, pulling out a bottle of lube. No condoms, but lube?

      As if reading my mind, Landon said, “Angel, I coated my hand with it last night after you ran out of Jed’s office. I had to unload all that cum I’d made for you. Rubbing one out was nothing like the real thing.”

      As Landon spoke, Jed squirted a line down his dick and coated it thoroughly, although it was slick already with my arousal and Landon’s cum.

      “Time to open up that ass.”
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      JED

      

      Sweet fucking baby Jesus, she was tight. I’d pressed against the tight little hole until her body gave in to the inevitable, to my big dick. It finally accepted that it wanted it, that it needed me to be balls deep inside her. That it knew I’d make it good for her.

      And now, with my thighs pressing against her upturned ass, as deep inside her as I could possibly go, I was going to blow like a fucking teenager.

      She was too good. Too hot. Too tight. Too fucking perfect to last. I had to think about baseball and taxes to hold my load, for while I was taking her virgin ass, she’d given it to me. This was a gift, a fucking perfect gift and I wouldn’t screw it up. Reaching between us, I found her clit, watched her face as she breathed through the pressure of having her ass opened up for the first time. And I wasn’t small. No, I was sure she felt as if she’d been impaled by a lead pipe. But she’d come first. I might be in her asshole, but I wasn’t one.

      “Time to come, baby,” I said. Sweat dripped down my forehead, and I grinned down at her. Behind those sexy glasses were dark eyes, blurry with lust, with the need to come again. “You took me so beautifully.”

      Glancing down, I looked at where we were joined, how she was stretched open for me, how I fit so perfect. And then her pussy, which was empty. Soon, Duke would be in there at the same time, claiming our girl together.

      For now… for now, she’d come all over my dick. I’d fill her virgin hole with my cum, mark her there so she was claimed everywhere.

      I found her clit, played with it, watched her as I pulled back, slid in, began to fuck her slowly and carefully until she started to shift her hips, until a flush crept down her neck to her pert tits. Until they were bouncing every time I thrust deep.

      “Come for Jed, angel. Squeeze that dick,” Duke told her. She reached out, gripped his dick in her hand, stroked it, as if she wanted both of us at the same time. And while he probably hadn’t meant it was his dick she was supposed to squeeze, I doubted he minded. And, the way her body was all but milking me, we both got in on it.

      “Is your pussy empty?” he asked, sliding a hand down her belly and between her thighs. I moved my hand away and watched as he slipped two fingers into her pussy. I felt them through the thin wall that separated us and by the way Kaitlyn practically screamed Duke’s name, he was hitting her clit, too.

      “I’m coming!” she wailed, her chin tipping up, eyes falling closed as her body tensed and she literally milked the cum from my balls.

      I couldn’t hold off a second longer, unloading what felt like gallons of it deep into her ass. It was possible I went blind from the pleasure, that my bones all but dissolved. I carefully pulled from her, noticed how her pussy and ass were completely covered in our cum before I dropped onto the bed beside her, pulling her into my arms. Duke settled on her other side and I passed out, happy as fuck. We’d found The One and made her ours.
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        KAITLYN

      

      

      

      “Are you sure about this?” I asked, my hand tightly squeezing Landon’s as we walked into Cassidy’s.

      It had been a week since the incident on my front lawn with all the Dukes. I hadn’t seen them since. Hell, I hadn’t seen anyone except people at work. Landon and Jed had completely taken up all my time. All of it.

      Landon stopped, tugged me out of the way of others in the bar and looked down at me. “Of course. What’s the matter?”

      “What are they going to think?”

      Landon grinned. “That your men are crazy about you and only let you wear clothes long enough to be at work.”

      I flushed—they still had the ability to do that to me even after all the things we’d done together. Things that had to be illegal in thirteen states. It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but the way Landon and Jed made me feel… in bed and especially out.

      “We can skip the last part,” I grumbled.

      He grinned, gave me a quick kiss. “Julia’s waving us over.”

      Landon led me through the tables to where the Dukes were sitting. They’d pulled two together to accommodate everyone. Mr. and Mrs. Duke, Tucker, Gus and Julia were all there and based on the drinks and plates of appetizers in front of them, they’d been here a while.

      Landon pointed to the bar where Jed was working. He gave me his usual easy grin before helping a customer once again.

      Landon went to his mother first, kissed her cheek, then continued around the table. I felt awkward hugging them, still unsure of how to behave with them when Mr. Duke stood and wrapped his arm about my shoulder. He smiled and squeezed me. “I like seeing Landon this happy, and knowing you’re the cause of it makes me like you even more. Come sit and tell us all about your work, your friends… everything. We have a lot to learn.”

      “Kaitlyn!” I recognized Ava’s voice and turned. I hadn’t seen her since the stripper night, but we’d texted.

      Hugging her, I introduced her to the Dukes. When I got to Tucker, her eyes widened and she didn’t even give Gus—who was the last person I was going to point out—any attention. Tucker offered her a wicked grin in return and invited her to sit beside him. She abandoned me and went around the table to his side where he’d pulled an extra chair from a different table and held it for her as she sat down.

      Landon found chairs for us as well and conversation picked up in twos or threes. I was between Mr. Duke and Landon and I told the older Duke about my time in school for library science and how I enjoyed my work at the local library.

      “I hope to continue there, but eventually drop the second job at the hotel.”

      “You’ve worked hard and achieved so much.”

      “A Leary won’t amount to much. Two jobs? Just like your father. I should run you off the road just like he did to the Dukes.”

      The table quieted at the voice. Looking up, there stood Roger. He looked the same as usual, sleek dark hair and overly-pressed clothes. The only addition was the purple and yellow bruising around his eye. Clearly, there’d been more to the visit the Duke men—and backup—had had with him last week.

      Landon stood, making Roger appear small. Mr. Duke stood as well. So did Gus and Tucker. While I doubted any of them wanted a fight in Jed’s bar, it seemed they were ready for it.

      “Didn’t you get the hint you’re to stay away from Kaitlyn?” Landon asked.

      “Yeah, leave my friend alone!” Ava said, standing, ready to storm around the table and beat up Roger.

      Tucker hooked an arm about her waist and pulled her back into him. Held her tightly. “Easy, tiger.”

      Everyone around us took notice and quieted, watched.

      “I don’t want her now. Sloppy seconds of not just one man, but two? Think the city council will be eager to hear how our librarian is fucking two guys?”

      I stood then. While a bit embarrassed that what I chose to do with my men was being openly discussed, I wouldn’t let him talk bad about Landon or Jed. Wouldn’t even think of what he’d watched when he’d stood outside my window. I stepped close to him and he smirked. Clenching my fist, I punched that evil little smile off his face.

      “You bitch,” he hissed, bringing a hand up to his bleeding lip.

      Landon grabbed me, pulled me back. “Nice shot, slugger,” he whispered.

      Mrs. Duke stood, walked around the table to stand beside her husband. “I’m on the city council, if you’ll remember, Roger.” Her voice was loud and clear, carrying across the big room. “We don’t have issue with anyone finding love and happiness. I’m sure everyone in this bar knows not only Jed Cassidy and my son, Landon Duke, but the entire Duke family. I’m sure they remember the accident and our connection to the Learys. We still have a connection. A new one. A better one. A happy one. Kaitlyn is welcome and loved, that’s more than we can say about you.”

      Roger shook his head, not contrite in the slightest. “Trash, all of you.”

      Mrs. Duke lifted her chin, but remained unflappable. “Call us what you want, but everyone in this place knows your true measure now, and I’m sure Dr. Lamont will be seeing quite a bit more business after this. No one wants to get their teeth cleaned by an asshole.”

      Cheers broke out around the room. I had to wonder if Mrs. Duke had ever used a bad word before. She was… incredible, like a fierce lioness protecting her cubs. And I was one. I was stunned by the reaction of how the town rallied around the Dukes, around me. For the first time since I’d returned to Raines, I felt like I belonged, like I was no longer an outsider.

      Jed came over to the table. After he gave me a quick wink, he put his hand on Roger’s shoulder. “You’re not welcome here, Beirstad. You’ve got over fifty witnesses to your threats against Kaitlyn. Your stalking days are over. If Kaitlyn so much as frowns, you’re going to jail. Let’s go.”

      “I’ll help,” Landon said.

      “No, we’ve got this,” Gus said. “Stay with your girl.” Tucker followed and pushed Roger toward the door.

      “Baby, are you okay?” Jed asked, settling right in front of me. He lifted my hand, kissed my sore knuckles. I’d had no idea how much it hurt to punch someone, but it had been so worth it.

      “Yeah, I am. I really am.” And I was. People had my back. Lots of them. Roger wasn’t going anywhere, but I wasn’t scared of him anymore.

      “Do you need anything?” Landon asked, his gaze roving over my face as if waiting for me to burst into tears or something. “Ice for that hand?”

      I didn’t need ice. In fact, I didn’t feel sad or upset or angry. I felt… horny.

      Going up on my tiptoes, I whispered in his ear. “I need you. Now.”

      His eyes flared wide and his gaze instantly heated.

      “Now?” he repeated.

      I bit my lip, nodded. Glancing down, I took in the way his dick swelled in his pants. The media might have called him Sir Loin of Beef, but I was the one who knew it was true. Knew that every inch of his beef was all mine.

      Jed piped in, but kept his voice low. “My office. You, bent over my desk.”

      God, I loved his big slab of beef, too. Wanted it. Needed it.

      Now.

      My panties were ruined from only a few words. Soon, they’d discover that.

      Jed bent at the waist, tossed me over his shoulder.

      “Jed!” I squealed, grabbing my glasses as I was carried away from the Dukes—who I could hear shouting goodbyes and laughing—and down the back hallway. Obviously, they didn’t mind we would be missing the weekly dinner.

      “Baby, everyone knows you’re ours, and now they’ll know we keep you happy.”

      They did. I’d never been so happy as I was with Landon and Jed. It had only been a week, but I was ready to spend the rest of my life with them.

      But first, I’d give them my wet panties and they’d give me a good fucking. Every day for the rest of our lives. Just like we all wanted.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Ready for more Grade-A Beefcake?

        Read T-Bone now!

      

        

      
        Tucker Duke is a cattle rancher, but they don't call him T-Bone because of his steaks. And Colton Ridge? Prime cut. They're looking for a woman to share, to get between them and give her a double helping of big beef.

      

        

      
        Ava Carter might be the new owner of the Raines Seed and Feed, but that doesn't mean she's tough as nails. She's definitely tough and has nails that are freshly manicured. When two hot cowboys set their sights on her, she realizes she doesn't stand a chance. Why should she?

      

        

      
        Remember: With a Vanessa Vale book, one cowboy is never enough. In this smokin’ hot series, each heroine gets an extra helping (or two) of Grade-A Beefcake.

      

      

      

      
        
        Read T-Bone now!

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note From Vanessa
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      Don’t worry, there’s more Grade-A Beefcakes to come!

      But guess what? I’ve got some bonus content for you with Duke, Kaitlyn and Jed. So sign up for my mailing list. There will be special bonus content for each Grade-A Beefcakes book, just for my subscribers. Signing up will let you hear about my next release as soon as it is out, too (and you get a free book…wow!)

      As always…thanks for loving my books and the wild ride!
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            Join the Wagon Train!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        If you’re on Facebook, please join my closed group, the Wagon Train! Don’t miss out on the giveaways and hot cowboys!

      

        

      
        https://www.facebook.com/groups/vanessavalewagontrain/
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            Get A Free Book!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Join my mailing list to be the first to know of new releases, free books, special prices and other author giveaways.

      

      

      
        
        http://freeromanceread.com
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            Also By Vanessa Vale

          

        

      

    

    
      For the most up-to-date listing of my books:

      Click here

      or go to:

      http://vanessavaleauthor.com/v/14s

      All Vanessa Vale titles are available at Apple, Google, Kobo, Barnes & Noble, Amazon and other retailers worldwide.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Vanessa Vale

          

        

      

    

    
      Vanessa Vale is the USA Today bestselling author of sexy romance novels, including her popular Bridgewater historical series and hot contemporary romances. With over one million books sold, Vanessa writes about unapologetic bad boys who don't just fall in love, they fall hard. Her books are available worldwide in multiple languages in e-book, print, audio and even as an online game. When she's not writing, Vanessa savors the insanity of raising two boys and figuring out how many meals she can make with a pressure cooker. While she's not as skilled at social media as her kids, she loves to interact with readers.
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