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      TUCKER

      

      I was in lust, in love, in over my fucking head, pussy whipped even, by the owner of the Seed and Feed. Oh yeah. Every luscious, high maintenance inch of her. And that saucy mouth, well, I had something to keep it quiet. Ava was everything I’d always wanted but never knew. Not until the night we had our weekly Duke dinner at Cassidy’s, and then wham. A fucking two-by-four to the heart. Being BFFs my big brother’s girl had Ava joining us. It had been almost impossible to keep my hands off her. I’d thought her all prissy in her blinged-out jeans, high heels, blonde hair perfectly styled and lips painted a fuck-me red. But when she turned fierce to protect Kaitlyn from the little fucker, Roger, holy hell. My dick went instantly hard for the tiger. I’d hooked her about the waist and held her back, felt every soft curve of her, even with her claws out. And those claws? I wanted them scratching me. I wanted her wild as I watched Colton take her, as we claimed her together. Because one thing I’d learned that night, between one heartbeat and the next… she belonged to us. She just didn’t know it yet. She would though. We’d make sure of it.
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      TUCKER

      

      “Nobody smiles like that when ordering pig feed,” I grumbled, elbowing Colton in the ribs. We were in the Raines Seed and Feed, standing beside the scarred wood table that used to hold old copies of agricultural magazines, but now held a fancy coffee machine, one of the many additions made by the new owner since she bought the place last winter. Ava Carter.

      He looked up from the sugar he was pouring in his coffee. He pulled his cup from the fancy machine that used the little pods. The first time I’d seen it, I’d thought it a little ridiculous for a small town ag store, especially situated between the salt licks and deworming solution. But now, well, it was a great addition. Keeping her customers caffeinated was pretty fucking smart.

      But I didn’t give a shit about coffee. Not today. I had all my attention on the fucker who was leaning his hip against the checkout counter and flirting with Ava.

      Our Ava.

      I knew that guy’s look; I’d used it before myself. Roscoe Barnes was laying on the charm. The cowboy reached across the counter and put his hand on top of hers as she filled out one of the delivery forms.

      Colton stood straighter, put his to-go cup down, all but forgotten. “That right there’s a way a man can lose some fingers.”

      Ava pulled her hand away, shifted so she was out of reach, but continued with her paperwork—and didn’t punch Roscoe in the nose.

      “Yeah, too bad cutting them off is against the law,” I replied. “I’m sure the sheriff will agree that breaking them is fine when he’s touching our woman.”

      Colton offered a small growl in response. Yeah, no one touched our girl. No one but us.

      And we hadn’t even done all that much with Ava Carter. Yet.

      We stopped into her store every day, one of us or both of us together like this morning, to check on her. To buy something we didn’t really need. To make sure no man crossed the line like Roscoe was right now. To let her know we were around, that we weren’t going anywhere. Ever.

      The first time I ever laid eyes on Ava, the woman we would marry, was a month ago at Cassidy’s. Kaitlyn Leary had been bothered by a guy she’d dated. Roger Beirstad. The little fucker had stopped by our table and talked trash about my older brother’s woman. And since Ava was Kaitlyn’s BFF, she had been ready to rip Roger’s eyes out.

      Fuck, I loved a feisty woman.

      I’d had the good fortune of holding Ava back while Duke and Jed took care of Kaitlyn. With my arm about Ava’s narrow waist and her pulled back against me, I’d felt how soft she was. Every fucking inch of her. My forearm had been tucked beneath lush tits and her delectable ass had been pulled tight against my dick. I’d gone instantly hard and the thick pipe had settled between her cheeks, right where it wanted to be. She hadn’t pushed me away. In fact, she’d wiggled those wide hips and looked at me over her shoulder, wide-eyed and… interested.

      I’d bet the ranch she’d been wet for me. Oh yeah, it had been perfect except we’d been in a room full of people and we’d had our clothes on. She’d known right then and there I wanted her. Knew my dick rose for her. That I had her in my sights.

      I’d told Colton all about her and the next day, he’d skipped out on morning chores at the ranch and headed right to the Seed and Feed. One look and he’d agreed. Ava Carter would be our woman.

      All this time, we’d been waiting for her. And the kicker was, she’d been in town for months—months—and we hadn’t even known she was The One. We’d heard about the city slicker woman who’d bought the store, but hadn’t expected Ava. Hell no. Time we could have been eating her pussy had been wasted.

      I licked my lips, eager for the taste of her. I now got hard from the scent of strawberries—it had to have been her shampoo that night—because she’d smelled good enough to eat. I just knew she was sweet all over and we’d find out. We’d get between those thick thighs with our mouths, our fingers, our dicks and she’d be screaming our names. That’s right. Everyone in town would hear her and know the truth.

      Her pussy belonged to me and Colton.

      While she might smell and taste sweet, her temperament was anything but. She was a little wildcat, my tiger. I loved it when she showed her claws. I was eager to have all that energy, all that wildness taking my dick for a ride. I wasn’t called T-Bone because I ran a cattle ranch. Hell, no. My dick was one hundred percent, grade-A, prime meat and she was going to love it. Every single inch.

      As for Colton, she wouldn’t find him lacking either.

      She went to the far side of the counter and got on the phone, back to us, most likely to confirm with her delivery driver about Roscoe’s order—we’d been in enough to know how she ran her business—leaving the fucker on his own.

      We walked up to him, settled on either side of Roscoe. He paid no attention to us. No, his eyes were square on Ava’s ass. She looked fucking hot in her jeans, showing off every inch of her perfection. While I enjoyed the view, that didn’t mean I wanted the fucker to enjoy it at all. I wanted to toss a grain sack over Ava’s head so no one could see what Colton and I did every time we looked at her.

      But fuck, it would be no use. A sack would do shit to hide her beauty.

      “I’d like to plow her like the fall harvest,” Roscoe murmured, winking at me and grinning at Colton.

      Yeah, we were three good ole boys. Buds talking tail.

      At least that was what he thought.

      “You won’t disrespect her that way,” Colton said. His voice was low, but it was laced with steel.

      The smile slipped from the bastard’s face, but he kept at it. He had no fucking idea he was about to lose his teeth. “Oh, come on. My dick never got hard for Pete when he ran the place. I consider it a perk of getting supplies for the ranch. I’ll have to go rub one out before I head home.”

      “You mean head back to your wife. How are Rachel and the kids?” Colton asked, right before he gripped Roscoe’s hand and wrenched it behind his back.

      I watched as Colton easily escorted the fucker out the front door, funny sounds of pain coming from Roscoe’s throat as his fingers were close to being broken.

      “Tucker Duke, what is Colton doing with my customer?” Ava asked. Her eyes were fixed on Roscoe being escorted out the store’s entrance.

      I turned so I could face her. Winked. “Taking out the trash, tiger.”

      Her eyes widened, then narrowed. Oh yeah, here came the claws.

      “He’s a customer! You can’t just… just manhandle people in here as the two of you see fit.”

      “He touched you,” I countered.

      If Roscoe wasn’t being taken care of by Colton, I wouldn’t be so calm. If he ever came in the store again, Roscoe’d be showing Ava and his wife some respect or he’d be buried in the back forty.

      “You think that’s the first man who’s done that? I can take care of myself.” She crossed her arms over her chest. The flannel plaid button-up did nothing to hide her generous curves. While I longed for the day when she wore only my shirt—and nothing else—this one had a trim women’s cut to it, showing off her pretty curves. This was good because if it were another man’s—besides Colton’s—I’d have dragged her into the office and stripped it off her. Covered her with mine.

      Her outfit was fashionable. As sassy as she was. To me, she always looked perfect. Blonde hair styled and makeup on, even when taking orders for pig feed. Fire engine red nail polish coated her fingernails. Small diamond studs sparkled at her ears. While her clothes bordered on the ridiculous for a small Montana town—and as the owner of a Feed and Seed store, I loved the way she looked. As if she never got her hands dirty a day in her life. That was how it should be. Ava with two men taking care of her, doing all the dirty work.

      Well, maybe not all the dirty work. We’d get nice and dirty. Filthy even. Together.

      Why she’d bought the Seed and Feed from Pete, I had no idea, and I damned well wanted to find out, but she was doing a good job. With the amount of time I’d spent in the store the past month, I’d say she had a whole slew of customers. Which had me wondering—

      “Who else has touched you? Worse?”

      She gave a small shrug of her dainty shoulder. While she came up to my chin, I knew she had on some kind of heels. I’d never seen her without them. Again, impractical, but I loved a good fuck-me heel on a woman.

      Colton walked up then, propped his hip against the counter. “Well, sugar? Any other man we should know about?”

      “Roscoe Barnes ordered four months’ worth of feed,” she said, pointing toward the door. “I can’t have him shopping for it in Clayton. I have a business to run.”

      I nodded. “You do. But you don’t need men pawing all over you.”

      “So you’re going to what? Continue to come in every day to make sure no one does?”

      Colton shifted, put his hands on the counter and leaned in. “Roscoe will be a perfect gentleman from now on, I promise you that. But to answer your question, yes. If that’s what it takes. We protect what’s ours.”

      Her mouth fell open at that. I imagined it open a whole lot wider as my dick worked its way inside.

      “Ours?”

      I leaned in, too, so both of us were close. So the two of us blocked out everything else. “You need a man touching you?”

      “Men,” Colton corrected.

      “You’ve got us right here, tiger.” I pointed between Colton and myself.

      The blue of her eyes went darker, her cheeks flushed and her hand crumpled the order form. We watched as she took a moment to pull herself together, to fortify that fucking wall she put around her emotions. Inwardly, I grinned, for we were getting to her. Slowly, but surely.

      She licked her lips, looked between the two of us. “Every day you stop in. Every day you ask me to go out with you and I say no. Don’t you take no for an answer?”

      “If you really meant it,” Colton said seriously. Neither of us would force our intentions on a woman. But we knew the signs of when a woman wasn’t interested and Ava hadn’t shown any one of them. Ava was just scared. I didn’t blame her. We were bossy men. Intense. We wanted everything from her, but we would give her the same in return. We wouldn’t treat her half-assed like Roscoe did his wife. Hell, I hadn’t even glanced at another woman since I laid eyes on Ava. Only thought of her—those fiery eyes, thought of her tiny hands trying to wrap themselves around my dick, wondering if her pussy was bare or if she had a little strip of hair pointing the way to heaven—when I rubbed one out in the shower. Every fucking day. We’d love her completely. Fuck her completely. Cherish her.

      “Sugar, a woman’s nipples don’t go all hard for men she doesn’t want.”

      She glanced down and sure enough, two hard points poked against her flannel. Instantly, she crossed her arms, blushed prettily. As if that was going to keep me from thinking about the color of those tight tips, how they’d feel in my mouth.

      Colton reached out, brushed a knuckle down the side of her neck. “A woman’s pulse doesn’t race for men who don’t make her hot.”

      “We’re patient men, Ava,” I told her. “We’ll wait for you to switch your no to a yes.”

      I could smell strawberries and, of course, that meant I was as hard as a fence post in the middle of the Seed and Feed.

      Again. Fuck.

      Realizing she was sinking into us, she stepped back, tilted up her chin. Fortified those defenses. “In the meantime, you’ll continue to kick men out of my store? I don’t need a bodyguard.”

      “We know what you need.”

      Those words lit the fire in her eyes, just like I wanted. Yeah, I sounded bossy as fuck, but I had a feeling, deep down, she liked her men in charge. At least in the bedroom.

      “Do you always argue and bicker with the woman you want?” she asked.

      I glanced at Colton, then turned to look at Ava again. Grinned.

      “Sugar, this isn’t bickering.”

      The bell above the entrance jingled, signaling we were no longer alone.

      “Oh, what is it then?”

      “Foreplay.”
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      AVA

      

      Bossy men. They were everywhere. My father was the king of that annoying universe. I’d left Denver, and his powerful thumb, behind. Like I was going to go for an arranged marriage. I huffed out a laugh at the thought.

      Smile, nod and say “I do” just because that was what Daddy wanted? Yeah, right.

      And to be stuck with Casper Johnston the Third—or Perry, for short—for the rest of my life? Fuck, no. We’d dated. No, he’d escorted me to functions, parties, tennis matches. People had thought we were together. Hell, he had, too, and so had my father. Absolutely not. Fuck no.

      He might be my father’s right-hand man, powerful and rich in his own right, but I didn’t care about any of that. The fancy house, country club, private schools for little Perrys. I didn’t want to marry a corporate VP, for that’s what I’d get with Perry. Married to the executive position. I’d be Mrs. VP.

      What I wanted was to marry a man, not a title. A real man. A man who saw me as more than a trophy. More than a brood mare who gave him the heir and the spare, while he’d have a whole string of mistresses. My pussy would grow cobwebs and that was not going to happen. Besides, I would bet Perry’s dick was as limp as his handshake. He might be loaded, but not where it counted.

      My cell rang, the distinctive ring tone of I Will Survive that was set for my mother. Completely apt since I felt like all I’d done was survive until I walked away. My mother though, she’d never walk. She was so under my father’s sway I actually felt sorry for her. She had the means to divorce him, but she wouldn’t. It only made me feel sorry for her. And that was why I pulled over to the side of the road and answered the call.

      “Hi, Mother.”

      “Avaleigh, your father has been trying to reach you for days. Weeks, even.”

      “Yes, I know.” I rubbed my eyes with my free hand.

      He’d taken to call or text lately. Daily. I guessed he was pissed, even after all these months since I moved away he hadn’t caught on that I wasn’t interested in Perry. He’d been pretty quiet for a while, especially since he figured cutting me off would have had me running right back into the cushy lifestyle. But lately, he’d started in again. I’d blocked his number. What was the point of talking with him if all he wanted to do was talk about himself and about how I was being a terrible daughter? He kept getting my new cell numbers. My third since I moved to Montana. Being a billionaire made it easy to get info out of a phone company.

      Now he tried another tactic. My mother.

      “He could have been dead and you wouldn’t have known,” she replied, her voice going shrill. It wasn’t five o’clock yet, but no doubt she had a Manhattan, extra dry, in her hand. It was cocktail hour somewhere.

      “His demise would have been all over the news,” I countered. Having your photo on the cover of Forbes a few times put him in the famous category, at least in the business world. And if he’d died, then there would be a shakeup in one of the biggest wealth management companies, so… yeah.

      “Avaleigh Marie Carter. I raised you to be more respectful than that.”

      Calling me by my full name used to make me feel shamed. Now, I just rolled my eyes.

      “He’s the one who said I was cut off, no longer his daughter, Mother. I’m just respecting his wishes.”

      She sighed. “Call him.”

      I sighed, already tired of this conversation. She didn’t ask how I was. What I’d been doing these past few months. If I had a job, a boyfriend, been abducted by space aliens. She didn’t ask because she didn’t care. All she cared about was keeping my father happy.

      “Why?” I glanced out at the prairie, the tall grass waving in the soft breeze. It was so pretty here, so quiet and peaceful, but my mother’s shrill voice was ruining it.

      “I don’t know exactly, but he wants to talk with you about something.”

      I sighed again. “Yes, I figured that. If this is about Perry—”

      “He’s a perfect match for you. Handsome, attentive, smart.”

      I thought of Perry, then my mind shifted to Colton and Tucker. They were handsome. Attentive too. Smart as well, but our conversations had been limited. I wanted to talk with them, to learn more. As for Perry, I was all done talking with him. All he talked about was himself, how he’d be an asset to me.

      As fucking if.

      “How many times do I have to tell you I’m not interested in Perry?”

      “You don’t have to be interested to marry the man,” she replied.

      I pulled my cell from my ear and stared at it. I couldn’t believe my mother’s words and wondered once again if I’d been adopted. There was no love in my parents’ marriage, but there sure as shit would be in mine.

      “I have to go. I’ve got work. Goodbye, Mother.”

      I hung up on her, tossed the phone onto the other seat.

      It instantly chimed with a text. I picked it up, saw a number with a Colorado area code, knew immediately it was my father. He must have been sitting right beside her the whole time, probably listening in. All it said was Call me.

      “Asshole,” I muttered, annoyed, tossing the phone again. A song I hated came on the radio and I pushed the button to switch it with a little more force than necessary, then steered the huge-ass pickup back onto the road. I’d gotten pretty good about mentally shoving my father in a drawer, but it took a few minutes to calm down from my father’s side-attack through my mother. It was a waste of time to let them rile me. I had what I wanted. A business of my own. Friends. A paycheck I earned from hard work. And now, I had better—taller, broader, sexier—things to think about. Tucker Duke and Colton Ridge.

      And they were why I was doing this delivery. After spending an hour debating—and making sure I’d shaved and buffed and that my hair and makeup were just right—I was headed to the Duke ranch. Technically, the load in back was a piece of equipment that I was dropping off, but it was more myself. I was delivering myself to Tucker and Colton.

      I licked my lips, thought of the duo. Squirmed on the bench seat. A woman had needs. Serious needs that Perry would never be able to fulfill. Needs the likes of Colton Ridge and Tucker Duke could certainly handle.

      We know what you need.

      Tucker had said that the other day. At the time, it had pissed me off, not because he was all annoyingly sure of himself, which he definitely was, but because he’d probably been right.

      They’d been hounding me for weeks. Ever since I’d first met Tucker at Cassidy’s last month. The Dukes had had a family dinner there. Since the oldest, Landon Duke, had taken one look at my BFF, Kaitlyn, and fallen in love, I’d been invited to join them. So had Jed Cassidy—fallen in love with Kaitlyn, that was. Both of them had claimed her.

      Yeah, it sounded a little old-fashioned, but watching them together only proved Kaitlyn had really been claimed. Heart and body. I’d never seen her so happy, so content. So well-fucked. God, those two were hot—I’d even asked for Duke’s number once, but he’d only had eyes for Kaitlyn.

      I was thrilled for them, completely. Duke wasn’t for me. Well, not Landon Duke. It seemed Tucker Duke was the one to melt my butter. And Colton Ridge, too.

      Was there something in the water that had me and Kaitlyn being greedy enough to want two men each? I hadn’t had much success with one so far and now I wanted two. I did. I wanted them. No matter how much I behaved otherwise.

      But, it seemed both Tucker and Colton wanted me in return. They’d said it. Shown it by practically stalking me. For a month. If Perry had done the same thing, I’d have had him arrested. But with the two big, hot cowboys? Totally hot. Every single visit was foreplay. Not that I was going to tell them that. If I gave them an inch, they’d run roughshod over me. And there was no way I’d let them do that. My father had done that enough.

      I might look high-maintenance, but I could hold my own when it came to the Wild Wild West. You couldn’t tell it by my dressier-than-required outfits, but I’d been able to ride a horse and lasso a calf, castrate a bull and fix fence posts by the time I was fifteen. Beneath my designer denim and heels, I was all cowgirl. It was my father’s own fault, shipping me off to the family ranch in the Colorado Rockies each summer to get me out of his hair. It had been pretty boring—at first—but the people who ran the place had taken me under their wing, taught me everything they knew. Then, I never wanted to leave. I’d felt more at home, felt more like I’d belonged, than anywhere else.

      If people had pre-conceived notions about me, then that was their problem, not mine.

      As for Tucker and Colton, it was like they had ESP when it came to me. Even though we hadn’t even kissed, they somehow knew I’d like it—fucking—a little wild. Sometimes needed it rough. Needed to be told what to do. I wanted a bossy lover—or two.

      Which went completely against everything I’d fought against all my life.

      Bossy men.

      It was a circle jerk I didn’t want to be a part of. Perry and my dad pissed me off trying to get me to be a pawn in their little world, pestering me like wild billy goats wanting some attention. Just driving in the middle of Nowhere, Montana, and I got all riled up. When I’d been in Denver, it had made me crazy. Crazy enough to walk away from it all. From my dad’s pettiness. From the money, the fancy parties. Everything, to buy an agricultural store, the Raines Seed and Feed and settle in to the small house beside it. Insane? Yes, but it had been easy. Limp Dick did nothing for me and I’d wanted to be as far from him as possible. Far from the life I’d been forced into like cattle in a chute.

      Sure, I might have an MBA, but the only good it would have done for me popping out a few mini-Perrys was figuring out the best deal on mustard at the grocery store. Now, I had my own business and I was working it. Making it mine. It felt good to literally get my hands dirty. And those pre-conceived notions? Even in Raines there were a bunch. A woman like me shouldn’t be getting her manicure all messed up with running a Seed and Feed. What did I know about barbed wire fencing and salt licks for horses?

      They could all just kiss my ass.

      And the funny thing was, Tucker and Colton wanted to. And that was just plain hot.

      I’d spent the past weeks thinking of them, lying in bed at night and fantasizing. Imagining what it would be like with two men. God, there would be hands everywhere. Double the mouths, double the dicks. I was wet all the time and the fact two bossy, cocky cowboys made me this way only riled me even more. I was cranky with them because I was horny. Spreading my thighs and making myself come to visions of two cocky grins wasn’t enough. I shouldn’t be that way and I was mad at them about it.

      It was ALL their fault.

      I growled, frustrated, all but strangled the truck’s steering wheel in a tight grip. I had a set of girl blue balls and I’d quickly learned my vibrator wasn’t going to make it go away.

      And this was why I was making the delivery today. I’d texted with Kaitlyn earlier—she’d been at work and couldn’t talk on the phone, especially about this, in the small library—and gotten some girl help on my problem. Yeah, two hot cowboys wanting me was a terrible problem. But I’d walked away from a life with alpha males. Did I really want to take on two new ones? The fact that the answer was yes made me go insane.

      We were both fairly new to town and had become quick friends because of that alone. She was shy and reserved, a book nerd who hid behind her glasses. She was working on her issues caused by her dad. With two jobs, she’d been working herself weary. Until Jed and Duke. I was the complete opposite, wilder and high-maintenance, but had issues with my own father—although there was no comparison between hers being a drunk felon who’d almost killed Mr. and Mrs. Duke and mine wanting me to marry his second-in-command.

      Varying personalities aside, we were both into a Duke boy… and a second. While she certainly hadn’t been living vicariously through me—more like the other way around—I’d kept her up to date on how Tucker and/or Colton kept coming to the store and how I felt about that.

      

      Me: They drive me crazy.

      Kaitlyn: Good crazy?

      Me: They’re bossy and too hot for their own good. They remind me of my father.

      Kaitlyn: They do no such thing.

      Me: OK. They don’t. But they tell me what to do. Grr.

      Kaitlyn: Are you talking about my men because it sure sounds like them (smiley face emoji)

      Me: Tucker and Colton.

      Kaitlyn: It’s simple. Jump them. You know they want you. Tucker can’t stop talking about you.

      Me: That’s reassuring, but I can’t just drag them into the back of the store when they stop by tomorrow and go at it while other men are at the counter waiting for their grain order to be filled.

      Kaitlyn: Go to them.

      Me: No way. Not brave enough for that.

      Kaitlyn: Have an excuse to go to the ranch. Deliver something. They order hay or feed or whatever from the store, right?

      Me: Every time they’re in. I swear, they have enough alfalfa pellets for the next two years.

      Kaitlyn: See? They’re into you.

      Me: Most women get flowers when a guy’s interested, they buy alfalfa pellets.

      Kaitlyn: (smiley face emoji) They tell you they want you, don’t they?

      Me: Daily. Heavy on the innuendo.

      Kaitlyn: The Duke boys’ dicks are named after cuts of meat. Duke doesn’t disappoint. I’m sure T-Bone will be quite a mouthful.

      Me: OMG

      Kaitlyn: And Colton? God, he smolders.

      Me: Fine. I’ll deliver something to the ranch. Then what? Show up in just a trench coat and heels? Tell them I want to tame them like two wild mustangs? Ask to see their beef?

      Kaitlyn: Just say yes.

      

      Just say yes. Tucker had said the same thing. That’s what they were waiting for, would continue to stalk and wait for me to say. And that was why I was here, closing the store early so I could make a delivery myself.

      Kaitlyn had her men. It was time for me admit what I wanted and go after mine. Driving past the iron archway to the Duke ranch, I took in Tucker’s world. Through Kaitlyn, I knew he was the sibling who’d taken over the family’s cattle ranch when Mr. and Mrs. Duke retired. When they’d been hurt in the accident, all the Duke kids had been teenagers and had worked the ranch. The kids had kept it going as the parents recovered. They knew ranching inside and out. But Tucker seemed to have it in his blood.

      I passed the house, a two-story stone and white clapboard behemoth. It had to be considering they’d had four kids. The roof was metal, the steep angle allowing for the piles of snow Raines got each year to slide off. The setting was lovely, a creek lined with old Cottonwoods meandered along the back. The drive followed the creek toward the ranch buildings in the distance and I bumped along slowly in that direction. A barn—which was where I was headed—and several other structures were set further back. I’d guess they were a stable and a bunk house at a minimum. While my father’s ranch dealt in thoroughbred horses, it was familiar, like going home, in a sense. I felt comfortable on a ranch. Welcomed, even from the setting alone.

      Colton had stopped in the other day to do his usual stalking and had ordered an open sweep cattle tub. Yeah, one of those fence things that cattle ranchers needed to get their livestock lined up for, well, branding, ear tagging and even immunizations. Ranchers might know what one looked like, but everyone else in the world would look in the trailer and see lots of metal fencing.

      Since it was thousands of dollars, I assumed it was something the ranch really needed. And I used that big piece of equipment as my excuse to drop by and say yes to Colton and Tucker. While I couldn’t load the trailer myself, or take the parts out because they were ridiculously heavy and required brawn from several big men, I could deliver it, especially since my usual driver was taking pig feed to the Barnes property. I was disgusted by Roscoe for flirting with me since he was married. I didn’t know his wife, but I didn’t want to be that woman. So Hank was dealing with all the pigs. I huffed out a laugh. Yeah, Roscoe fit right in with his livestock.

      I parked the truck near the stable and hopped out, looked around.

      “Ma’am, can I help you?”

      I spun around at the voice. A curious cowboy. He took off his hat, held it by the crown and pressed it against his jean-clad thigh, offered a smile I knew could tug down the panties of lots of ladies. He was large, brawny in his snug t-shirt, jeans and sturdy boots, but he didn’t hold a candle to his boss. Or Colton—who just also might be his boss since he was foreman here.

      I felt an odd disappointment because it wasn’t Tucker or Colton. Colton, I knew, was somewhere about and lived in the bunk house. That little gem I’d gotten from Kaitlyn, my inside source to all things Duke. Sure, I’d taken extra time with my makeup before I drove out from town. No other delivery driver probably had the hots for a customer, but they were getting to me. I was interested… eager even, to see Tucker and Colton.

      Realizing the guy was waiting for me to answer, I pasted on a smile. “I’m Ava from the Seed and Feed and I’ve brought your cattle tub.” I thumbed over my shoulder to my payload.

      “Well, Ava from the Seed and Feed, I’m Ryan. I’d be happy to get some of the others to offload that for you.”

      “Thank you.”

      He took a step closer, settled his hat back on his head. “And anything else you might need, just ask. I’m at your service. Anything.”

      “Ryan!”

      I startled at the bark and Ryan spun on his heel.

      I had no idea how I missed Colton approaching, but I had. So had Ryan.

      “Boss,” Ryan said, the smile gone from his face.

      “Go find some others to help get that equipment off the trailer,” Colton said, tucking his thumbs in his front pockets, his gaze squarely on me. It only drew my eye to his well-worn jeans and how they molded, ahem… everything. God, from fifteen feet I couldn’t miss the outline of his dick. And it wasn’t just a little bulge either. No, it was as if he’d stuck a pipe in his pants. The way it curved up to his left hand made me lick my lips. Was that why only his thumb was in his pocket because his dick was in the way?

      I glanced up and the corner of his mouth tipped up.

      I’d been caught.

      I blushed, but I wouldn’t be embarrassed for my appreciation of the male form.

      He was admiring me in the same way. His dark gaze roved down my body as if he had Superman’s X-ray vision and could see through my clothes. And the equally appreciative look in his eye proved he liked what he saw.

      As for me? The whole tall, dark and handsome thing was doing it for me. It had ever since he came into the store that first time. His dark hair curled beneath the brim of his hat, touched the back collar of his snap shirt. The snap shirt that wasn’t supposed to be sexy, but was snug fitting because his shoulders were just too broad, his muscles too thick. Speaking of thick… I could barely tear my eyes away from the front of his pants, although I shifted a few inches to look at the big-ass, shiny belt buckle that indicated he had won some kind of competition. Rodeo, roping, something. Something that made my pussy get wet and my nipples—I was sure—poke against my top.

      When I looked at his face again, yup, he’d noticed.

      Ryan glanced at me and then Colton, tipped his hat without saying a word and walked off.

      Once Ryan was around the side of the building, Colton approached. “Can’t say my dick’s ever gotten hard for a delivery driver before.”
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      When he stood before me, he adjusted himself as if he was in pain. I had to guess it might be; that was a lot of… of meat to fit inside a pair of jeans.

      “I’m sure your dick gets hard for anything in a skirt,” I countered.

      He watched me as he stepped impossibly closer, said nothing. His hand came up and he tucked my hair back behind my ear. A gentle touch, as if he’d wanted to know what my hair felt like. As if I were a skittish mare and he didn’t want to scare me off.

      Oh shit. He could be gentle with those big, strong hands. A big, rugged cowboy who knew how to be gentle? My panties were ruined by that alone.

      “Haven’t you figured it out by now, sugar? You rule my dick. It’s yours. You just have to stop fighting this pull between us and say yes.”

      Oh. The yes again.

      I glanced away, cleared my throat. “Where’s Tucker? I thought you two came as a pair.”

      It wasn’t exactly true; they’d come into the store on their own a number of times. I just thought of them as a duo. As… gulp, mine?

      “When it comes to you, you definitely get both of us. But it doesn’t always have to be together. You and me, we can have some fun all on our own.”

      He wasn’t talking about going to a movie or horseback riding. I could have Tucker and Colton together—a threesome—but also have sex with them individually? Did Kaitlyn do that with Duke and Jed? I knew they’d had sex… lots of it, but I never really thought about how the guys shared her.

      I didn’t know the rules, what Tucker and Colton expected.

      Colton was quiet as he watched me closely. Smiled. “Come on. Tucker’s in the ring with some of the others. Practicing.”

      “Practicing?” I asked as he took my hand.

      His hold was warm, gentle—yes, that again—my entire hand fitting in his calloused palm. With his height and long legs, he slowed his pace to match mine. We walked around the building and there was Tucker with a few other men. One was on a four-wheel ATV pulling a fake steer. It was a metal look-alike on wheels that was pulled around to simulate a real animal running to practice for steer roping competitions.

      Tucker was on a horse, swinging and tossing a lasso which hooked the metal animal’s neck. The ATV came to a stop.

      “I didn’t know he competed,” I said, putting my forearms on the top of the split rail fence and watching as Tucker swung down from the saddle and landed on his feet in the dirt, tugging on the rope. If he were competing, he’d still have to hook the animal’s head and tip him over for the clock to stop. I’d never competed personally. I wasn’t the least bit strong enough to wrangle a steer to the ground, but that hadn’t stopped me from learning how to lasso an animal.

      Colton stood beside me, propped one dusty boot on the lower rail of the fence. The position made his jeans go taut on his thigh.

      “He’ll compete now and again, for the fun of it,” he said. “But not like Duke or even Jed. They were champion steer ropers, bull riding, too. There’s a competition in Missoula in a few weeks. Some of the men are competing in a few events. Tucker’s just having some fun.”

      “What about you? Do you compete?” I asked him.

      He turned his head, glanced at me. “Nah, those guys are all crazy. I like staying on my horse, so I did barrel racing.”

      Tucker caught sight of us and led his horse over.

      “Ava,” Tucker murmured, coming to stand right in front of me, the fence separating us. He stroked a hand over my hair, studied my face, his gaze settling on my lips. He seemed surprised, yet pleased to see me. I liked this look of him, a true cowboy. With him just climbing off a horse, hat on, dusty boots, whiskered jaw.

      “She delivered the cattle chute,” Colton explained my presence.

      “Thanks for that. Welcome to my ranch.”

      I glanced around, although I couldn’t see too much with him right in front of me, Colton on one side. “It’s lovely.”

      It really was. Besides the pretty setting in the valley, it appeared well-run. I knew from the Seed and Feed gossip mill—standing behind the counter had me learning quite a bit—the Duke ranch was one of the largest in the area, their Hereford cattle all grass-fed and considered Prime.

      “I’m glad you like it. Your opinion matters.” Before I could get my mind around that, he asked, “Ever ridden a horse before?”

      I bit my lip, then said, “Sure.”

      “Want to try out Simon?” Tucker angled his head toward the quarter horse. “He’ll give you a gentle ride.”

      He followed that with a wink.

      “I don’t like a gentle ride. I prefer a long, hard one, where we’re breathing hard and all sweaty when done,” I replied. The words came out with my usual dry humor, but they hung in the air. All of a sudden I was nervous. Had I read them wrong? Was I too bold? Until now, they’d been playing the game all by themselves, riling me up. I felt like fighting back this time. Tit for tat. Or tit for dick, perhaps?

      They’d been tossing innuendos and blatant statements about their interest in me for weeks. It wasn’t as if they were going to jump me here in the practice ring with a bunch of ranch hands around. The one thing I knew about Colton and Tucker was that while they weren’t shy about what they wanted with me, they were possessive and had no intention of sharing anything we did.

      Tucker’s nostrils flared right before his eyes narrowed. Heated, as if he thought about my words, what we’d be like after a sweaty bout of wild fucking. “Like I told you, Colton. Our tiger’s got some claws.”

      Inwardly, I grinned. One point, Ava.

      Good, they were right there with me. My boldness had worked, although it made me even wetter, especially with Tucker standing so close I could breathe in his clean, dark scent. The idea of what it would be like had me all worked up, too.

      I wasn’t immune to either of them. They… they drew me in.

      “Sugar,” Colton growled. He moved to stand directly behind me, a hand settling on my waist. I felt the hard line of his cock pressing into my lower back. The wild ride wouldn’t be with just one stallion, but two. “What do you want then?”

      The heat of him seeped into me and all I wanted to do was lean back against him, feel every hard inch of him, give over. Rub against him from behind, perhaps reach down into my jeans, beneath my panties and play with myself.

      But no.

      No!

      They’d been working at this, at me, for a long time. I wasn’t going to just give in now. Oh, I was going to give in, and soon. Kaitlyn was right. I should jump them. While I hadn’t exactly admitted it to myself before, I’d always really known. Their ongoing, well… stalking, proved they really were interested, and not for just a quick, fun romp.

      Guys like Roscoe Barnes could try, but I wasn’t one to easily fall into bed with anyone. Sure, a woman could have a one-night stand if she wanted one—sweet and mild Kaitlyn had had one without even knowing Duke or Jed’s names, but that had turned into forever.

      A quickie in a bar bathroom or even in a random guy’s bed? That wasn’t me. It also wasn’t Tucker or Colton, at least it seemed with me.

      Distracted by Colton’s closeness, I stumbled out, “Right now I want, I’m… more interested in lassoing that fake steer.”

      I needed room. Air. A little more time before I said the one word they’d been waiting for.

      Yes. Just one syllable and I’d be theirs.

      Tucker looked over his shoulder, watched as one of the men was practicing his lasso work as he stood in the center of the ring. “All right. Climb on over and I’ll show you how it’s done.”

      I knew exactly how it was done, but I wasn’t going to tell him that.

      Colton helped me climb the fence. Tucker gripped my waist and lifted me over the top, then settled me on my feet in the dirt ring. Directly in front of him. I flicked my gaze back at Colton.

      “Don’t worry about me, sugar. I like to watch.” He winked.

      Tucker dropped the reins of the horse, then led me toward the center of the ring. Another guy had just lassoed the fake steer and was now removing the loop from the horns.

      Tucker whistled and someone brought over a rope, lasso loop ready. The guy tipped his hat and ma’am’d me before moving back to the fence. Tucker handed me the rope, then stood behind me, wrapped his arms around my waist, showing me how to hold it properly, how to circle it over my head, then had me snap and release it. Yeah, having him hold me, murmur in my ear… this alone was worth keeping my skills a secret, even for just another minute or two.

      Since we didn’t toss it very hard, the rope fell well short of the fake steer, but Tucker was a good teacher, and I didn’t mind being pressed against him. Not one little bit. And nothing about him was little.

      “Now, I’ll step back, let you try it on your own. Try it with the steer not moving first. Once you get the hang of that, we can have Ken pull it around the ring.” The guy on the ATV tipped his hat in response, waiting. Watching.

      I glanced up at Tucker. He looked serious, not joking. He wasn’t poking fun at me, wasn’t trying to get the girl to look a fool, but earnest in his help. He wanted me to succeed at this. It took a little of my woman’s pride out of my motivation to lasso the metal animal, but not much.

      I walked a few feet closer, settled my right hand grip where I wanted, kept my left hand on the rope, but loose.

      The rope felt familiar in my hold, the motions coming back to me, although it had been a while since I’d done this last. I spun the rope overhead as I walked slowly toward the steer, then solidified my stance, whipped my wrist, let the lasso fly.

      With ease, it arced through the air and landed right over the steer’s head.

      Clapping came from the men around the ring. Tucker came up to me, leaned in so his breath fanned my ear, one hand on my waist. “Why do I have a feeling you’ve done this before?”

      I shivered, although it wasn’t the least bit chilly out. I met his blue eyes, which were filled not only with heat, but amusement. I shrugged in reply, gave him a small smile. Lifting his chin, he got one of the hands to undo the loop from the steer and I pulled it back, coiling the rope as I went.

      “Where did you say you were from again?” he asked as I did that.

      “Denver.” I didn’t look at him, just kept at my task until I held it all in a grip.

      “Huh. Should I get the steer moving this time?” Clearly, he couldn’t tell if I was a ringer or just had beginner luck.

      “Sure.”

      He whistled once, circled his finger and Ken started up the ATV and slowly circled the ring. Tucker moved so he stood behind me, out of the way. I walked around in a wide circle, following the path of the fake steer. I got my rope set right, began to swing, then flicked.

      When it caught again on the head, Tucker laughed.

      Ken stopped the ATV, cut the engine.

      “Denver?” he asked again, cocking his head to the side and studying me from the top of my head to my heeled boots. “I didn’t realize there were a lot of steers that needed wrangling in a big city like that.”

      “Denver,” I confirmed. “There aren’t. But I spent my summers on a family ranch in the mountains. Lots of steers to wrangle and no parents around to tell me I had to be ladylike.”

      “Color me impressed,” he replied. He was smiling, shaking his head slightly, as if I’d surprised him and made him horny all at once.

      His response surprised me. I wasn’t a little woman to escort to parties and show off. The one time I told my father about how I’d learned to lasso, he’d only humored me and said girls shouldn’t do stuff like that. As for Perry, if he were my husband, I wouldn’t see a cow again unless it was cooked well-done and on a plate with a sprig of parsley.

      On top of that, not too many men liked being shown up by a woman, especially if he were the boss in front of his men. Tucker didn’t seem upset at all. In fact, he seemed to take pride in my unusual talent. That it proved we belonged together even more than ever. That I belonged here.

      “I assume you can do that from the back of a horse,” he said.

      The lasso had been undone from the steer and I drew the length of rope back again, looping it in my grip as I went. I felt… good. Relieved. Reassured. I could be me. Makeup and manicures, but manure, too.

      “You assume correctly.”

      “Simon’s at your disposal, any time you want to come and ride.”

      I shook my head, handed him the coiled rope. “Not today. I don’t ride a horse in heels.”

      He laughed again. “Of course, you don’t.” He tucked a hand into the pocket of his jeans, approached. He searched my face, then tucked my hair back behind my ear, just as Colton had.

      “You only wear heels to put a guy in his place?” I’d certainly done that with him, and all the others around the ring.

      Slowly, I shook my head. Took a deep breath. “Nope.” Going up on my tiptoes, I whispered in his ear. Standing in the middle of the ring, no one was close enough to overhear, but still. “I like to wear heels when I fuck.”

      One eyebrow went up and he grinned, but this time when he looked at me, it was all heat. “Why’s that?”

      “I can press those sharp points into a guy’s ass and steer him where I want him to go.”

      “I’m not a head of cattle to be lassoed,” he countered.

      Lifting my hand, I cupped his neck. This close, I could see his eyes were more green than blue and that his whiskers, while pale, only added to his rugged appeal. I wanted to feel that scruff against the inside of my thighs. No more waiting. He’d been right when all our bickering had been foreplay. God, I was so ready.

      “Are you sure about that? I heard your nickname’s T-Bone.”

      “Tiger, I didn’t get that name for my steaks. Want me to show you?”

      This was the moment. I’d been working up to this ever since I pulled up, but he and Colton had started this weeks before. I wanted him… them.

      “Yes.”

      In that instant, Tucker changed. His gaze was pure heat, pure intent. He took my hand and led me toward Colton, who was still at the rail. Colton could no doubt see things had shifted from fun and games, that Tucker’s intention was to get me the hell out of here, for he stood to his full height and reached for me when Tucker lifted me up and over the fence as if I weighed no more than a feather.

      Instead of putting me down, Colton tossed me over his shoulder, strode away from the ring. I could see Tucker’s lower legs, knew he was following.

      “Sugar, you’re not the only one who knows their way around a rope,” Colton said, wrapping his arm around the backs of my thighs, not slowing. “Time for you to be the one all tied up.”

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      COLTON

      

      A month. Four weeks. Twenty-eight fucking days we’d waited to make Ava ours. Twenty-eight days where I’d thought of her as I used my hand to get off. I’d wake up in the morning with my dick as hard as a fence post and couldn’t do anything until I took care of it. Thinking of her positioned on all fours on my bed, gripping her hips and pounding into her as I stared at a pink handprint on her ass from a spanking. One leg tossed over my shoulder as I had her up against her office door, kneeling before her and eating her out. The sweet suction of her mouth as she tried to take all of me. The spank bank list was long, and I hadn’t even touched her yet.

      Every time I saw her at the store, I’d get hard. Roscoe Barnes had said he’d have to pull over and rub one out before he got home after being around Ava. He wasn’t the only one. I hadn’t told the cheating bastard that as I’d escorted him to his truck that one day he’d disrespected her. Earlier that week, I’d had to pull over after coming in and seeing her bent over one of the nail bins, refilling it. I’d parked on the shoulder of the road halfway back to the ranch and rubbed one out because I had a serious fucking thing about her ass.

      And then there was her scent. Fucking strawberries. And her skin was like cream, pale and perfect. She was a sexy thing in a tight little package, all feminine and practically prissy. High heels and sparkles on her clothes. Makeup and jewelry. Half of my interest was to see her mussed up, her lipstick smeared from sucking my dick, her hair a wild tangle on my pillow after a sweaty night of fucking. Little love bites on her skin proving where I’d been. Definitely some handprints on her ass.

      That had all been eager fantasy. A dream. Until right this fucking second.

      But I’d just carried her through the back door of the main house, Tucker hot on our heels. The screen door slapped shut. It was now a reality. We had her right where we wanted.

      I carefully lowered her to her feet in the big kitchen, kept a steady hand on her until she got her balance back. “So, little cowgirl, we can take this as fast or slow as you want, but my dick’s getting better acquainted with that pussy of yours.”

      She laughed and it made my balls draw up. “I don’t want slow. Hell, I’ve been wet for a month.”

      After undoing my belt buckle, I opened my jeans pushed them down my hips a little so I could reach into my boxers and pull out my dick. It curved up toward my navel, bobbed toward her.

      “Holy shit,” she said, staring.

      I gripped the base, stroked myself from root to tip, let a bead of pre-cum slip down onto my finger. Grinned as she continued to stare. Yeah, I wanted her to be amazed, because that meant she’d never seen a monster like mine before.

      “How can you walk around with that?” she asked, wide-eyed.

      Yeah, I was big. Tucker might have a nickname for his enormous dick, but I wasn’t going to disappoint Ava, that was for sure.

      “With you around… hell, even just thinking about you, it’s not that easy.”

      “How does it all fit in your pants?”

      We’d been teasing and sharing innuendos for weeks. Now, she wasn’t kidding, not when I was stroking my entire length.

      “It goes down my thigh, otherwise it might stick out above my belt.”

      It was a burden I’d had to deal with, but now it would be all worth it. Every inch would be used to pleasure Ava and the way she licked her lips—probably not even realizing it—she wanted it all.

      “The guys you’ve been with in the past had little dicks, sugar. I’m a grower and a shower. You haven’t gotten what you needed. Your pussy’s been neglected.”

      I wasn’t shy. Not for Ava. I had zero modesty standing in the kitchen with my dick hanging out.

      “Wait ‘til you get a glimpse of T-Bone.” I angled my head toward Tucker.

      He worked his pants open, pulled his own dick out as Ava watched. In other circumstances, it would be weird seeing my friend’s dick, but it wasn’t for me. It was for Ava. Every single inch of his. And mine.

      She rubbed her thighs together, as if the sight of us, of what we were going to give her, was too much for her to take. A whimper escaped her lips.

      She lifted a hand and curled her fingers. “Gimme, gimme.”

      “Oh, we’ll give it to you,” Tucker commented as he let her look her fill. “Don’t you worry that pretty little head of yours.”

      A bead of pre-cum seeped from my slit and I caught it on my finger. Stepping toward her, I coated her lower lip.

      “Taste how much I want you. That’s the only bit you’ll get in that mouth… today. It’s all going in your pussy.”

      Her pink tongue flicked out, licked the drop off as she pulled a chair out from the long farmer’s table, grabbed a fistful of my shirt, a few snaps coming undone, spun me about and pushed me down into it. I could have resisted, but why? I was loving this eager spurt of dominance.

      If my girl wanted to climb on my lap and go for a ride on my dick, that was fine with me.

      She stood between my parted legs and fiddled with the front of her jeans. Fuck, I loved to see her so eager. I reached out and stilled her hands. Her pale eyes met mine.

      “Let me do that.”

      Tucker put the coiled rope on the kitchen table—we’d tie her up, but not this first time because I wanted to feel her hands on me—and moved behind her, took hold of the bottom of her shirt, lifted it. “I want you naked, tiger. I want to see as you take Colton deep. Every inch.”

      She raised her arms, let him work it over her head. His hands moved to cup her lace and satin covered breasts as he leaned down, kissed along the slope of her shoulder, slid the bra strap down with his teeth.

      “I want to watch these tits bounce as you come all over him.” His hands moved to the clasp at her back.

      She stilled as we bared her. I worked her jeans over her hips, hooked my fingers into her panties and slid both down her thighs. The only reason I was ignoring those plump nipples right in front of my face was because I was getting to her pussy. Getting it bare.

      It took me a minute to strip off her boots and jeans until all she wore were a pair of bright red knee high socks.

      “Oh fuck,” I whispered. “Look at you.”

      While my dick was pulsing, dripping pre-cum like a faucet, I ignored it and looked my fill. Took in every soft, curvy inch of her. Her nipples hardened into tight points, the color of them was the same as her lips. A soft rose. Her breasts were full, teardrop shaped and when Tucker reached around and cupped her from behind again, this time skin on skin, I was almost jealous.

      Almost. But if his hands were full playing with her tits and seeing how sensitive her nipples were, then her pussy was all mine.

      Running a fingertip up one thigh, across her lower belly and down the other, I took in the heaven in between. She wasn’t bare like some women, but she was waxed so a little thatch of pale hair crowned her pussy. Her inner lips were plump and swollen—and wet—opening her slit. I couldn’t miss her clit, all hard and exposed for me. I knew I could flick that protective hood back and she’d be sensitive. I could see almost all of her as she stood before me, but looking wasn’t enough. Oh, fuck no. I wanted to touch, taste and get inside.

      When I looked up at her, her head was on Tucker’s shoulder, eyes closed as he had her nipples between his fingers and thumbs. Tugging, pinching.

      I met his gaze and he nodded. Yeah, she wanted this. She was ready.

      “Let’s see how wet you are, sugar.” I cupped her pussy and her hips bucked, my fingers getting coated from the motion. Soaked. No one could miss the wet sounds.

      “Oh yeah,” Tucker growled. “Look at Colton’s hand all covered in your pussy juice. Is that all for us?”

      She glanced down at me, her blue eyes dark and stormy and so very blurry. As I slid my fingers over her, parting her, finding her entrance, then easily sliding a finger in nice and deep, she began to hump my fingers.

      “Yes! Oh god, I need that,” she groaned.

      She was tight. Hot. Clenching. My dick dripped more pre-cum, angry at not being the thing making her writhe and moan.

      I pulled out immediately and she gasped. “No!”

      “Your poor pussy. If you’re going to ride something, sugar, it’s going to be my dick.”

      “Please,” she begged. “I need it.”

      Yeah, she did.

      “You on the pill, sugar?”

      “Yes,” she breathed.

      “I’m clean. Got the papers to prove it. Now, I’ll get up and get them, get a whole box of condoms if that’s what you want. But know this, I’ve never gone bare before. Never gone without suiting up.”

      “Me either,” Tucker said.

      “We vowed we’d only fuck raw with the woman we’re keeping. That’s you, sugar.”

      I watched her face as I said those words. We’d been telling her as much all month long, but now it was serious. We’d wear condoms for as long as she wanted, until she was as sure as we were. I’d be patient, but it’d be hard—like me—especially now that I’d gotten my fingers in that sweet pussy. Knew what it felt like, what it would be like with nothing between us.

      “Or,” I continued. “You can climb on right now and you can fuck me bare. Get my dick all coated in all that sweet, sticky honey.”

      Tucker’s hand slid down over her belly and between her thighs. She gasped as he felt how wet she was. “Oh yeah, I can’t wait to get my dick in all that. Make you mine.”

      “No condom. Now. Please,” she said, reaching out and taking hold of my shoulder.

      Tucker moved his hand away and with a frantic need about her, she climbed up on my lap, her soft tits bumping my face as she hovered over my dick, wiggled her hips until I settled at her entrance, then lowered herself down.

      We groaned together as I felt her stretch and open for me. The feel of her was the most incredible thing in the whole fucking world. Hot and wet, and so tight. Going bare was incredible and I wasn’t all the way in. I was too much for her to fit on her first try and without help.

      Settling my hands around her narrow waist, I shifted her. “Lean back, sugar. That’s it. Good. See, you took a little bit more of me. Another few inches.”

      A whimper escaped as she tried to get my massive cock up in her. I was cramming her full and she wasn’t done yet.

      Leaning forward, I took her nipple in my mouth. Sucked, then carefully bit down.

      Her pussy instantly flooded and she slid down another inch.

      “That’s a good girl, working your way onto Colton’s dick,” Tucker said, sliding a hand over her hair, down her bare back. “I can see your pussy swallowing him up.”

      With her hands on my shoulders, she met my eyes, lifted up a bit.

      “Oh fuck, his dick is coated. You need this, don’t you, tiger?”

      She dropped her weight, fucked herself on me. “Colton!” she cried, her eyes flaring wide as she finally sat right on my jean-clad thighs.

      “Ride me,” I growled, dying a sweet death as she didn’t move, only pulsed and squeezed my dick, adjusting.

      For a moment or two, I watched as she was lost to it, to the feel of me invading her. To the pleasure of it. But then her eyes cleared, met mine, and the corner of her mouth tipped up. “I have you at my mercy,” she said.

      I huffed out a laugh. “Sugar, haven’t you realized? I’ve been at your mercy since I first laid eyes on you.”

      She started to move then. Up. Down. Circling her hips. I did nothing but watch her as she found how she liked to move, what felt good, what made her cream some more. Her tits bounced and I wanted to lean in and suck on one again, but I didn’t want to mess with her fucking. She was working it now, riding me hard. Up, slam down. Up, take me deep. So deep I bottomed out.

      “Colton, I need… I can’t… it’s—”

      I squeezed her waist gently. “What’s the matter?”

      “It’s not enough,” she panted.

      “I can help with that,” Tucker added, all but forgotten behind her. He reached around, put his thumb right by her mouth. “Suck.”

      She took the tip and I watched as her cheeks hollowed. He pulled it free and I saw it was wet.

      His hand slid down her back and I knew the second he pressed that wet thumb to her ass.

      “Tucker!”

      Her inner walls clamped down on me like a vise.

      “Ever had anything in here before?” he asked, leaning in and nibbling her neck.

      She shook her head, her long hair cascading down her back.

      “You will,” he promised.

      I could see the instant her mind shut down and her body took over. She wasn’t frantic now, but gave over to the pleasure of my dick in her. Of having Tucker circle her virgin ass and awaken those nerves.

      A flush crept down her neck and over her tits, her brow glistening with sweat. I wasn’t immune either, barely hanging on, barely keeping the cum in my balls until she came. I was a gentleman in all things, even dirty fucking.

      She was close, I could see it. I could feel it the way her pussy began to squeeze and got even wetter. Tucker sensed it, too, for he pressed his thumb into her ass.

      Her eyes flew open. “Oh,” she breathed, and then her eyes went foggy. “Oh!” she screamed, coming all over me.

      With Tucker breaching her back entrance, she was tight. The way her pussy milked me, all but begging my balls to give it up, I couldn’t hold back.

      I gripped her waist and angled my hips up into her. Held her as my cum rocketed into her. Flooded her.

      The feeling was indescribable. Hot. Like the sweetest hit of a drug. Wet. Dripping wet. Clenching like a vise. Delirious. All the blood was gone from my head and my dick was in charge. Rut. Fuck. Fill. Claim. Mark. Brand with cum.

      “Holy shit.” That was all I could get out when I caught my breath.

      She slumped on me, all sweaty and sated, and I felt Tucker’s thumb slipping from her.

      I stroked her hair back. “Sugar, Tucker needs you.”

      “That’s right, tiger. I’m desperate for that pussy.”

      She glanced over her shoulder at him and I helped her up and off of me. My dick was coated and so were my balls and when she got her sock-covered feet beneath her, we watched as thick drops of cum slipped from her and hit the wood floor. Shit, that was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. It meant I’d taken her bare, marked her. Crammed her so full of my cum that it wouldn’t all stay in her.

      She didn’t just smell like strawberries anymore. She smelled like me, like fucking, and soon, like Tucker, too. Wherever she went, men would know she was taken. If that wasn’t enough, she’d have a just-fucked look on her face, one we’d ensure was always there.

      She’d never want for anything and never orgasms, never our cum. The way I was still hard, I’d never run out.

      “Oh fuck,” Tucker growled. “My turn. Two men, two dicks, tiger.”
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      AVA

      

      It was possible my bones had dissolved, even though I was standing. My thighs were worn out from the workout. God, I’d take riding Colton’s dick over going to the gym any day. I couldn’t help the smile on my face.

      What an orgasm! I was pretty sure I screamed when I came. Groaned, perhaps even grunted. I had no recollection, just went blind there for a little bit. I usually touched myself, rubbed my clit to come when I was with a guy. I’d never gotten enough stimulation, or perhaps maybe not the right kind, to push me over. With Colton, it had been amazing, riding him had gotten me right to the brink, but it had been… too much? I couldn’t describe it, even in my head. But when Tucker put his thumb on me there. God, it had sharpened my focus and the feelings became so intense my body couldn’t hold off. It was like pressing my ass was a magical orgasm button.

      Who knew?

      Tucker, of course.

      I might have come harder than I’d ever had in my life, taken the biggest cock I’d ever seen—besides Tucker—but I wasn’t done.

      Nope, it was time to take the T-Bone.

      My inner walls clenched, equal parts empty and needy and equal parts tender.

      But one orgasm wasn’t enough. I wanted more. I craved it. Colton had been amazing, but I also wanted Tucker.

      He had no doubts I was ready, that I was wet. Colton’s cum was dripping from me and neither of them missed the little puddle that was forming on the floor.

      I should be embarrassed by it, but they weren’t. No, Colton’s cock pulsed as if it were proud of what it had done and wanted to do again. Tucker growled and hooked his arm about my waist, tugged my butt back.

      My hands were still on Colton’s shoulders, but now I was bent over and looking Colton straight in the eye.

      He grinned, the very satisfied look on his face made me feel powerful. I’d done that to him—and his dick.

      “Ready, tiger? This is going to be hard and fast. You have no idea how hot it is to see you fucking my best friend.”

      His grip about me tightened as he took a step closer, lined up with my entrance and slid into me in one long, slow, thick stroke.

      I went up on my toes as Colton grinned. “That’s it, sugar. Take him.”

      Oh, this was hot. Two men.

      And Tucker… yeah, he lived up to his nickname. He might not have been as long as Colton, but he felt wider, as if I were stretched even more to take him. But the cum filling me eased his way, and so did this position.

      I loved it from behind.

      When he spanked me, my right butt cheek flaring with instant heat, I gasped. I’d never been spanked before. Hell, everything we’d done so far I’d never done. Sure, I’d been on top or done it from behind, but not with Colton or Tucker. Not with porn star dicks. Not without condoms.

      This was intense. Skin on skin. Intimate in the dirtiest of ways.

      “That’s for keeping secrets, Little Miss Rodeo Champ,” Tucker said as he fucked me, slow and steady.

      “That’s right, sugar,” Colton added, brushing my hair back from my face. His gaze dropped to my breasts which I knew swung a little every time Tucker bottomed out. “Were you trying to show off?”

      I shook my head and Tucker spanked me again, this time on the other side. “It made me proud to see you out there. Made my dick hard, too. I wanted to get you just like this, bent over one of the fences, taking you hard.”

      I clenched down at the idea of it. “I’m more than a pretty face. I don’t like being bossed around,” I said, my breath coming out in pants.

      Tucker’s free hand came around my hip and his fingers played over my clit, let it settle between two of them.

      “Who’s in charge now?” Tucker asked and I realized he was literally servicing me like a stallion. I was bent over being fucked, wild and hard until he’d spent deep inside of me. The difference was—and it wasn’t the size of his dick—that he was making me come first. Just like Colton.

      “I’m so close,” I told them.

      “So beautiful. You, like this, all naked and letting your men get you all dirty.” Colton talked as Tucker fucked. “You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you? Taking what we give you?”

      “Yes,” I breathed. My eyes slipped closed. I couldn’t look at Colton any longer. Too hot, too male, especially with his dick still hard, more cum slipping from it. He was still clothed except for the most essential bits for fucking.

      And I was naked. Between them. Tucker behind me, his dick sliding in and out, the back door open for anyone to come across us. I was sure if someone even got near the back porch they could hear the slap of wet flesh on flesh. That it was hard and rough and I wanted it that way.

      That I was going to come… right… now.

      I screamed Tucker’s name, clawed at Colton’s shoulders. I threw my head back, made strange orgasm sounds as I milked his cock. As he didn’t stop, but kept right on taking me. Hard. Harder. I’d have bruises along with the pink handprints. The swollen pussy. The cum dripping from me for days.

      “Ava,” Tucker groaned as he held himself deep and filled me up. I could feel his dick pulse, emptying his balls deep inside me.

      Tucker pulled out and his hand went to my pussy. I hissed, so sensitive there. “Feel that? All swollen and well-used. All that cum. Ours.”

      Colton leaned forward, kissed me. Gently. Sweetly, even. “Our first kiss.”

      I stared at him as he cupped the back of my head. “You might be our dirty girl, but you sure are sweet.”

      He winked and I smiled. He pulled me down on his lap, completely not caring that I’d be getting his jeans all wet with our combined cum.

      Tucker tugged off his shirt, held it open for me. I slipped one arm in, then leaned so I could do the other. Colton did up the snaps as if I were a child. The simple gesture was… endearing. As if I was more than just a fuck buddy, but something cherished.

      “What’s this about being just a pretty face?” he asked.

      I ducked my chin, but he lifted it with his fingers so I couldn’t look away.

      “My father is a bossy man. He’s always told me what to do. Ran my life, and not just while I was a kid. He’d arranged for me to marry the vice president of his company.”

      “Arranged?” Tucker asked as he tucked himself back into his jeans but didn’t do up the zipper or button. I’d never seen him without a shirt before. A smattering of fair hair was between his flat nipples, but it tapered down to his navel, then further to the darker curls—glistening from getting wet fucking—at the base of his cock.

      “Yup.”

      “Is that why it took you so long to say yes? Because we’re bossy?”

      I shrugged. “Definitely, but it also makes me hot. Your bossiness is… different. And I’d rather not talk about my father while I’ve got your cum all over me.”

      Tucker grinned and Colton stood with me wrapped in his arms.

      “We don’t have to talk about him at all,” Colton said. “Let’s get you cleaned up in the shower.”

      “Yeah, so we can get you all dirty again.”
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      TUCKER

      

      “What’s so important I had to track you down in the canned goods section?” I asked, approaching Duke who stood before a half full grocery cart. He glanced up from the two cans he was holding.

      He’d said he wanted to catch up with me, but not on the phone. As if we were spies and worried over a tapped line. Since I was headed to town to meet Ava, I figured I could get to him first. It wasn’t quite closing time for the Seed and Feed—I’d been too eager to see her again and left too early—and decided to track down Duke first.

      Once I got into town, he’d texted his location and this was where I found him. Grocery shopping.

      “Do you know the difference between crushed tomatoes and tomato sauce?” he asked.

      “Crushed is better for a marinara. Sauce is better for recipes like beef stew.”

      He turned his head and studied me. At this time of day, the store was fairly empty, but the canned music that hadn’t changed since I was a kid and had to shop with my mother never went away.

      “When did you become Italian?”

      I shrugged. “College fling whose mother was right off the boat. Best lasagna I ever had. With crushed tomatoes in the sauce.”

      He picked one of the cans, tossed it in his cart, grabbed two more just like it from the shelf, then started walking further down the aisle.

      “Kaitlyn’s making lasagna. Dinner’s at seven. You three are invited.”

      We didn’t look all that alike. He was two years older, had the competitive demeanor perfect for his years on the pro rodeo circuit. Where he was calm, I was considered the wild one. He was dark where I was fair. Ever since he and Jed had hooked up with Kaitlyn Leary, he always had a smile on his face. Yeah, he got some every night.

      “What’s going on?” I asked, impatient to get things moving. I had a woman to see.

      Ava had left my bed early this morning—while I had wanted to keep her between us for two, maybe three days, it wouldn’t have worked. Colton and I had a ranch to run. Cattle didn’t give a shit for our love life and the Seed and Feed opened at eight. Those who thought Ava wasn’t a good choice to run an ag store needed to see her lasso the shit out of a steer. Colton and I may have been the only ones in town to see her without makeup or her hair done—when she woke up between us her hair was a wild, blonde tangle—those who judged her by her looks needed to get a fucking life.

      I’d maybe judged her a little, assumed she’d never worked a rope before. That didn’t mean I hadn’t thought she’d be able to do so, just that she hadn’t before. There weren’t all that many out there who could swing a rope like she did. We’d never mentioned competitions, but I was pretty confident she could clean up.

      While Duke had a hundred pounds on her, she could probably hold her own with his skill. Oh, he’d be able to drop the steer to the ground without being crushed, but she’d have the animal on her rope. Every fucking time.

      If she wanted to run the Seed and Feed and that made her happy, then I was happy. Same went for Colton. We wanted our woman to have a life, something that made her want to get up in the morning. To feel… accomplished. And, at night, she’d come home to us. Every fucking night.

      The only thing we’d change about her was her address. The little house she lived in beside the store was fine and all, but it was too far away. Hell, anything out of arm’s reach was too far away when it came to sleeping. She’d spend her nights in my arms. Or Colton’s. Period.

      “Where the fuck did you go just now?” Duke asked, staring at me.

      Shit. I’d spaced out, realized I was staring at shelf full of dry noodles.

      “Ava.” I couldn’t help but grin, remembering all we’d done, how she’d walked—perhaps even a little bow-legged—to her truck this morning.

      The corner of his mouth tipped up. “That’s why I wanted to see you.”

      “We couldn’t have talked about her on the phone?”

      A woman with a toddler sitting in the cart walked by. She smiled and we tipped our hats. Waited for her to go around the end cap.

      “If we talked on the phone, we’d have sounded like teenage girls,” he said. “Kaitlyn said Ava finally got up the nerve to take you two on.”

      I ran my hand over my face. “Jesus, you do sound like a teenage girl. Kaitlyn said? What is this, gossip hour?”

      “I just wanted to see you in person.” He grabbed two packages of lasagna noodles, dropped them in his cart and moved on.

      “What the hell does that mean?” I asked, following along behind him.

      He eyed me. “It means I only have to look at you to know Kaitlyn was right. You look like a man who totally got laid.”

      I stepped up to him, got in his face. “You might be bigger, but I can still lay you out.”

      He grinned fully then. “Yeah, not a good idea. Word of the Duke boys wrestling in the grocery store will get back to Mom. Again.”

      “The last time it happened I was twelve.”

      “Exactly. It would probably be worse now. She might give us chores as punishment and they still wouldn’t be fun, but I wouldn’t mind being grounded. Not with Kaitlyn there.”

      Yeah, I could totally relate. We hadn’t even started on the ways I wanted to fuck Ava.

      My cell beeped and I pulled it from my back pocket. Swiped the screen, saw a text from Ava.

      Yeah, I was a total teenage girl since my heart gave a little jump at the sight of her name. She sent me a photo. It took me a second to get an idea of what I was looking at. Pale skin, pink lace. Something else that was very pink. “Holy fuck,” I murmured, going instantly hard.

      “What?” Duke asked, suddenly serious. “Something wrong?”

      No fucking way was I letting my brother see the photo Ava had taken. Her ass was upturned and I could see the tips of her fingers as they held her thong to the side so she could share her pussy, all swollen and wet. Fuck, was that our cum still slipping from her? We’d filled her up with enough of it. Not once, not twice, but fuck… I’d lost track. Each of us had turned to her in the night, taking her over and over. And again before she left this morning.

      I stepped back, shoved the phone back in my jeans pocket. “Nope, all good,” I practically growled.

      Yeah, I doubted he missed the way my dick got hard, and it wasn’t from the variety of noodles in front of us.

      “Welcome to the club,” Duke said.

      I arched a brow. “Club?”

      He slapped me on the shoulder, started walking away. “The pussy-whipped Duke boys. Remember, dinner’s at seven.”

      Speaking of pussies… I had one to go track down. And spank.
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      TUCKER

      

      “Yes, Mr. Simms, this brand of bird feed does have black sunflower seeds.”

      I heard her voice as I entered. She looked up from her spot behind the counter at the sound of the bell over the door. She flushed and cleared her throat and flipped over the bag that was between them on the counter. Good, she was flustered. Well so the fuck was I.

      There was no sign that she’d been a good girl and taken two dicks all night long. Her hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, only showing off her pretty face. I couldn’t miss the red lipstick from the across the room, which made me think of how those lips looked stretched as she’d tried to get the head of my dick past. The bright color matched the top she was wearing beneath a jean jacket. I couldn’t see her lower half behind the counter, but because of the porn pic she’d sent, I knew she had on a skirt and beneath, a pink thong. Not for long.

      “It’s pretty small and hard to read,” she continued. “The ingredients say twelve percent black sunflower seeds.”

      I went over to the coffee station, started a cup. I wasn’t all that thirsty, but I needed something to do with my hands so I didn’t go around the counter, pull up her skirt and spank her ass for sending me something so revealing. It was one thing to see it in person, another to have it in some kind of technology cloud where it could be used against her. Although, it wasn’t as if anyone knew it was Ava’s pussy specifically, but I couldn’t miss seeing the little mole I was very familiar with on her left butt cheek.

      “Try this small bag and if the birds don’t like it, bring it back and I’ll trade it out. On me.”

      I knew Mr. Simms. He was on the City Council with my mother, used to work for the railroad, but had retired at least a decade ago. He’d once brought us train whistles for Christmas. While we’d loved them, carried them around and made train noises for weeks, I had a feeling my mother hadn’t enjoyed them quite as much as the four of us.

      Ava finished the transaction and Mr. Simms walked by. I offered my hellos and to carry the bag of seed to his car for him, but he declined. The bag was small, perhaps ten pounds, so I didn’t insist.

      She made small talk as she rang up another transaction for the man who’d patiently waited for Mr. Simms to wrap up his birdseed debate. He paid cash, so it was quick. He gave me a nod of greeting on the way by, but I didn’t give him much mind. My attention was squarely on Ava.

      When the bell above the entrance jingled, I knew we were alone. Thankfully, and finally. I didn’t think my dick could wait for Ava to tend to any more customers. She remained behind the counter and the way she was biting her lower lip, she showed me a side of herself I’d rarely seen. She was unsure, probably wondering if she’d done the right thing by sending me the photo.

      Oh hell yes, she’d done the right thing. She trusted me enough to do something so naughty. I hadn’t even thought to check if it had been sent to Colton as well, but I’d guess yes.

      “Tiger,” I said as I approached. I didn’t stop on the customer side of the counter, but went around so I stood right next to her, cupped the back of her neck and kissed her.

      Yeah, that was what I’d been craving. Her mouth on mine, her taste on my tongue. Just… her.

      That was my brain—and my heart—talking. My dick, well, he was in charge now.

      When I finally lifted my head, her lipstick was a little smudged and her cheeks were all rosy. Yeah, that was a start.

      “You’re not mad?” she asked.

      “What, that you were a naughty girl and sent me a filthy photo?” I took in every inch of her. Her red top wasn’t a top as I’d thought, but a dress that stopped just above the knee. Instead of heels today, she wore a pair of black cowboy boots. “Hell, no.”

      And that was the truth. She trusted us enough to even consider taking and sending a photo like that. She might not have realized that when she’d done so, but it was obvious to me. I doubted she sent pics to just anyone. The fact that she had an inner slut who wanted me and Colton to know how dirty she really liked to be… well, that was hot as fuck. If that was what she liked, to tell her men without words that she needed our dicks—and that photo screamed how horny she was—then I was going to give it to her. Every. Kinky. Thing.

      I caught the bottom of her dress and lifted it to her waist so her ass was exposed. There was that pink thong I’d seen on my phone display. My hand came down on her right cheek in a stinging swat.

      She gasped, went up on her tiptoes and gave me a narrowed eye stare. “What was that for?”

      “That’s for sending it to me while I was in the grocery store.”

      “That’s not my fault!”

      With my free hand, I tipped up her chin. She might protest, but I had no doubt she just got wetter. “Were you the one who lifted up her flirty-as-fuck dress, tugged her tiny scrap of panties to the side and took a photo of her well-fucked pussy?”

      She blushed, her eyes lowering. Ah, she might be ballsy as can be, but she was also submissive. At least to me and Colton. I had no intention of telling her about that, for my little tiger would deny it and try to claw my eyes out.

      “Yes.”

      I spanked her again, a second pink handprint instantly forming on her pale skin.

      “What was that one for?”

      I dropped to my knees but held her dress up still. I was directly behind her and she was facing the counter, out into the store. “For wearing panties.”

      My fingers hooked in the tiny strip of elastic that was at her waist and tugged the pink confection down her legs, careful to work it over her boots.

      I could see the darker spot on the gusset, could feel how wet they were.

      My dick pressed uncomfortably against my jeans—there’d be a zipper mark in it for sure.

      I tucked that scrap of lace into my shirt pocket.

      Ava glanced over her shoulder at me.

      “I want nothing in my way if I want to lift up this dress, bend you over and fuck you.”

      “You wouldn’t,” she replied. She glanced to the entrance, then back.

      We were behind the counter, which was high enough to block me—or what I was doing—completely from anyone coming in. I hadn’t heard the bell, so we were still alone. That didn’t mean someone wouldn’t walk through the door at any time.

      I grinned wickedly.

      “I would.” Fuck, yes, I would. But only if Ava were into the possibility of being caught. If that didn’t make her hot, then no fucking way would I share my girl with anyone but Colton.

      It was time to see how far I could push her in this, how wet I could make her.

      There was no question she was still full of our cum. We’d given her too much overnight for it to not slip from her and remind her all day who owned that tight, hot perfect hole.

      I gave her another playful swat. Hard enough to leave a little sting, but gentle enough to know I was only playing.

      “Now keep an eye on that entrance while I play.”

      She stiffened. “Play?”

      I pulled out the plug I’d gotten after I’d left Duke at the grocery store. While Raines wasn’t a metropolis, it did have a small adult store. I held it up for her to see. “Your photo was missing something. You like a little bling, don’t you?”

      I held up the shiny metal plug with the jeweled base. The hot pink gem sparkled in the sunlight that came through the windows.

      She stared at the plug with a mixture of excitement and apprehension.

      “Be a good girl and put your foot up here.” I patted the wood shelf beneath the counter that held extra cash register tape, pens and markers and other office supplies. When she did as instructed, I caressed her ass, feeling the heat of my handprints. “Good girl. Step wider, yes, a little wider. Perfect. Now you’re nice and open.”

      I couldn’t miss a thing this way, every pink inch of her. She was completely exposed. Nothing hidden.

      “Give me your phone, tiger.” Leaning forward, she grabbed it off the counter and handed it to me. “Hold up your dress.”

      I took a photo of her just like this. Open. Bare. Her lower lips were parted, her clit hard and poking out as if begging to be touched. Both her holes were exposed and empty.

      “Beautiful,” I murmured.

      “Tucker,” she breathed, glancing down at me. Her cheeks were flushed with embarrassment, but she wasn’t stopping. If she didn’t want this, I’d kiss her, keep her panties and wait for the shop to close. Then I’d fuck her in her back room, quick and dirty. Maybe I’d still do that, but I wanted to fulfill every one of her fantasies which seemed to run to exhibitionism, or at least the thrill of possibly being caught.

      I set the phone on the floor.

      The plug needed to be nice and wet to fit in her virgin asshole. I didn’t have lube, but I didn’t need it, not this time. Oh, when it was time for my dick to take her ass cherry, I’d get tons of lube all up and in her first, coat my dick so it was glistening. I wouldn’t hurt her. Ever.

      She was wet, so wet a mixture of her arousal and Colton’s and my cum coated every inch of her. Gripping the jeweled base, I ran the plug through her wetness, pushed the bulb end into her pussy, then out, fucking her with it. When her hips started to rock, I stopped. She whimpered.

      “You don’t want that little plug in your pussy. You want my dick, don’t you, tiger? My monster cock. Colton’s.”

      “Yes,” she breathed. “But, Tucker, someone could come in.”

      “You’re right. But don’t worry, they won’t see me back here playing with what’s mine.” As I put the slicked-up plug to her back entrance and began to work it in, I kept talking to her. Making her hotter and wetter, making her forget about being filled there for the first time. Thank fuck for the bell on the entry door. I’d know immediately if we had company. “They won’t know you’re not wearing any panties, that you’re filthy with your men’s cum, that you’ve got a bright pink gem making your virgin ass all pretty.”

      “Tucker,” she moaned. Yeah, she was totally getting off on this. She might be a little tiger who liked to make it clear she liked to be in charge, but now? Hell no. My sweet Ava was the perfect picture of submissiveness.

      “Shh.”

      When it was seated, I looked at the plug. Not too big, just right to break her open. To get her used to being filled, because once she was prepared, we’d take her there. One of us in her pussy, the other in her ass. Double fucking her.

      “Now, let’s get another photo with your new jewelry to send to Colton.”

      I stood, stepped back so the camera took in the full effect of her so lewdly—and perfectly—displaying herself in her store.

      She reached back, felt the beveled jewel, then squirmed.

      “Like that?” I asked. Her body was relaxed, her eyes hazy with need, her fingers more curious than interested in pulling it out. She liked it. She didn’t have to respond, but she nodded her head.

      I dropped to my knees behind her again for what I wanted to do to her.  I slid my finger through her parted slit, collected all her juices. “Yeah, you do.”

      I took another picture, this time up close with the added decoration, then I worked a finger easily into her tight pussy and got another photo.

      With my finger still deep inside her wet heat, I handed her the phone. “Send those to Colton, tiger.”

      As I finger fucked her, feeling the hard plug as I did so, she did as told. “Tucker, please, I need to come.”

      “I know you do.” I slid out of her and she thrust her hips back, wanting more. “Stick that ass out and I’ll take care of you.”

      Lowering to her forearms on the counter, it pushed her ass toward me, the gem winking. “Watch that door and let me know if anyone comes in.”

      I hooked my hand around her thigh, leaned in and ate her out. Licked up all her juices, tasted how sweet she was mixed with the tang of our cum. Even more cum seeped from my dick, eager to add to the load we’d put in her. But this was about Ava. My dick could wait.

      It didn’t take long, not after I flicked her clit with my tongue, slipped two fingers into her pussy and found her g-spot. She was practically humping my face at that point, but what pushed her over was when I tugged and pressed on the new plug. There was no scream, not like she had the night before when we’d made her come. This was a low moan, as if she were biting her lip and stifling the sound. I couldn’t see her face, I was too busy coating mine in her sticky cum. It was all over my mouth and chin.

      I stood and felt a wicked sense of male pride as I looked at her. She didn’t even realize her fingers still held up the hem of her dress, her ass with my fading handprints and sparkly gem upturned. Her head hung down between her arms as she caught her breath. I helped her stand and turn to face me. In her post-orgasmic haze, I easily slipped my coated fingers past her lips.

      “Taste us. That’s right,” I said when her tongue started to swirl and lick. Her gaze lifted, met mine. “Get all that pussy juice and cum off my fingers. Such a dirty, dirty girl.”

      After I pulled them free, I leaned a hip against the counter, wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

      “I’ve got to get back to the ranch—”

      “What about you?” she asked, glancing down at the way my dick made my jeans tight.

      “I’ll get in you later, don’t you worry. You leave that pretty plug in until Colton gets here, you hear?”

      “You think he’ll come?” she asked, licking her lips.

      I grinned. He’d texted me within five minutes of receiving the sexy text and had told me he was on his way in town to spank her ass, then fuck her. Or spank her while he was fucking her. I wasn’t quite sure which. He wouldn’t be long now, I was sure. It was time for him to have a little fun with our girl. “Oh, he’ll come all right. Buried in that pussy. I have no doubt he’ll leave that plug in when he does it.”
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      “You did what?” Kaitlyn asked, her eyes wide behind her glasses.

      We were in her kitchen, in the house she shared with Duke and Jed. Scents of lasagna and garlic bread made me hungry.

      I bit my lower lip. She’d heard me. I didn’t need to repeat it. Even now, I flushed at how bold I’d been. It wasn’t like I’d ever done something like that before. Maybe I should have started with a photo of my cleavage, or maybe just my boobs. But no. I’d felt their cum slip from me all morning while I’d been working and my mind kept turning to them. To what we’d done last night.

      They’d made me so hot and horny and eager for them that I’d thought turnabout was fair play. I’d wanted to tempt them, get them all riled up just as I’d been. So I’d taken a racy photo. Sent it.

      I went to the granite peninsula and peeked into the other room where the men were settled on the couches in front of an early season football game. They had beers, were kicked back and content until it was time to eat.

      We weren’t the little women resigned to the kitchen. No, Kaitlyn had been settled on Jed’s lap but I’d pulled her out of the room under the pretense of checking the lasagna.

      Taking hold of my wrist, she dragged me down the hall into the bathroom. She shut the door, leaned back against it with no escape for me.

      She curled her fingers at me in a gimme gesture.

      “What?”

      She arched a dark brow.

      “You want to see?” I flushed hotly. “No way! It’s a picture of my… of my, um… downstairs.”

      She wilted, pouted. “Oh, yeah. No, I guess I don’t want to see. But, god, Ava. That’s… wow. I bet the guys found it hot.”

      I grinned. Kaitlyn didn’t need to know everything. I had no intention of telling her what Tucker had done to me. My bottom clenched around the plug, which was still seated there. I’d barely been able to think about work after Tucker had left. I’d never had such a daring, wild sexual encounter before. I’d fiddled a pencil and played with paper clips daydreaming. Reliving. Imagining what he’d think of next. And that was all before Colton had burst through the door, his dick like a thick pipe down his thigh. He’d put out the Closed sign, locked the door and dragged me into the back room because he’d seen the picture I’d initially sent, then the ones Tucker had taken. He’d fucked me, just as Tucker had said he would, from behind so he could see the jeweled plug as he did so.

      “They did. And I have a feeling they’re not done with me.”

      “I don’t think I could get up enough nerve to do what you did.”

      “You’re sleeping with two men, sweetie. You’re not a prude.”

      She laughed, pushed her glasses up her nose. “I know, but what you did is just soooo…”

      “Slutty?” I whispered. I needed a girlfriend’s perspective on what was going on with Colton and Tucker, and she was the one who wouldn’t judge for being with two men. Who’d understand the best. Who probably knew what it was like to walk around most of the day without any panties and a plug in her bottom.

      She shook her dark hair, which hung long down her back. She’d used to wear it in a sleek, tight bun, but it seemed her men liked it undone and so she kept it that way to please them. I found it sweet. “No, not slutty. Doing hot and sexy things between consulting adults—whether it’s two or three—is not slutty. If that’s what you three like, then go for it. The stuff I do with Jed and Duke proves I’m not a prude.”

      I grinned, having a pretty good idea of what they get up to. “You go, girl.”

      We fist bumped.

      “I was going to say wild,” she added.

      “Yeah, that’s me, the wild one,” I grumbled.

      My cell rang and I pulled it from my pocket, glanced at the screen, then groaned.

      “Who is it?”

      “My dad, I’m sure.” I swiped the screen to ignore the call. “I’ve blocked his cell so he’s resorting to other numbers. This is the right area code, so I’m guessing his office.”

      “I better go get the lasagna from the oven before it dries out.”

      I followed her back down the hall.

      “He’s still calling you?” she asked, glancing at me over her shoulder.

      “Who’s still calling you?” Colton asked, frowning at me as I came in the kitchen.

      Duke had oven mitts on his hands and was pulling the tray of lasagna from the oven. Jed was cutting garlic bread on a cutting board. Tucker was walking around the table laying out silverware. All of them stopped, even Duke with the hot tray in his hands.

      “No one,” I countered, grabbing the bowl full of salad and carrying it to the dining table.

      “If an old boyfriend is still calling, I want to know about it. He needs to know you’re taken,” Colton replied.

      “Off the market,” Tucker added. “Hell, one look at you and he’ll know you’ve got men in your life that know how to take care of you.”

      I flushed hotly. Was it obvious I had a jeweled plug in my bottom? Did I look that well-fucked? I felt it, sure, but it wasn’t like I wanted to advertise the fact I was having hot, kinky sex.

      “It’s not an old boyfriend,” I replied. They were jealous, and that felt strangely good.

      “Who then?”

      I sighed, not really wishing to chat about my dad. “My father.”

      Both men relaxed, the tense lines of their bodies disappearing. “Tiger, isn’t that a good thing?”

      Duke carried the lasagna to the table, set it on a trivet. “Time to eat while it’s hot,” he called.

      We took our places and my father was forgotten. For all of two minutes. My mind had been on the press of the plug as I sat on a hard chair, but Colton…

      “What’s up with your father, sugar?” Colton asked, placing his hand on mine.

      I sighed. They weren’t going to stop with this one, just like I had a feeling they’d be about anything else. Being in my life meant being in my life. I wasn’t used to that.

      “My father is bossy like you,” I began. “Pretty much controlled my life.”

      “Are you saying we’re controlling?” Tucker asked, a deep frown forming in his brow.

      No one was eating, just waiting for me to answer.

      “You’re bossy,” I repeated. “All men in this town are.”

      Kaitlyn laughed. “She’s right.”

      “You like it when we’re bossy,” Jed replied, taking Kaitlyn’s hand and kissing the backs of her knuckles.

      Tucker and Colton waited quietly for my answer.

      “You’re bossy. But… but I like it. At least most of the time.” I thought of them in bed—and out—how they took me as they wanted, even pinning me down sometimes. They knew I liked it that way, where I could let go and give in to whatever they’d do to me. And I succumbed easily because all they wanted for me was pleasure.

      Colton grinned. “And when you don’t like it, you make it very known.”

      “Yeah, your little tiger claws come out,” Tucker added.

      “And there’s a difference between bossy and controlling. My father doesn’t think of anyone but himself. My mother’s a doormat to him and assumed I’d turn out just like her. Like I said, controlling.”

      “Doormat? You?” Colton asked, grinning. He was teasing me and it was obvious.

      I smiled at his playful tone. “I had to play piano, take ballet. He chose the private schools I went to, even my major in college. My friends, my activities. My schedule was always full of some enriching activity. The only time I was really free as a kid was the summers, when I was sent to the ranch to be out of his hair.”

      “Ava here’s quite the cowgirl,” Tucker said. I could hear the satisfaction in his voice. “We might have to have our own little Duke rodeo one of these days.”

      Colton told Duke, Jed and Kaitlyn about my lassoing, how I was a total ringer.

      Jed whistled low.

      “Didn’t you say your dad sold his ranch?” Tucker asked.

      I looked down at my plate. Nodded.

      “Instead of doing a summer internship at his company as I was getting my MBA, I’d decided to go to the ranch. To relax for the summer. Hell, lasso some steers. As his way of saying no to that kind of behavior—it had been fine when I was ten but not at twenty-two—and forcing me into the family business, he sold it.”

      “Family business?” Colton asked.

      “Yeah. Carter Financial Group.” I poked my fork in the lasagna on my plate as everyone remained silent. I didn’t share that I was rich. Like Midas kind of rich. I believed money couldn’t buy happiness and I’d walked away from it to find just that. I’d done so in Raines. A simple ag store. A simple life. And now, two men.

      The Duke ranch was large and successful. The land alone was quite valuable. The family wasn’t poor. From the mineral and oil reserves that had to be on their land meant none of the Duke family had to work. As for Colton, I didn’t know the size of his bank account. I didn’t care. I just wanted him.

      “God, Kaitlyn,” I said, filling the silence. “This conversation is depressing and ruining your delicious lasagna.”

      “Your family owns Carter Financial Group?” Tucker asked, not paying any mind to my change of subject. “That’s not a family business, that was in… the New York Times last week.”

      Clearly, he was well-read.

      “Yeah, one I don’t want to run when my father retires, or at least co-run,” I added, not saying he’d wanted me to run it beside Perry. Side by side in corporate life, and married life, too. I had a feeling as soon as I popped out a kid, I’d be co-CEO in name only. “Can you pass me the garlic bread?”

      Kaitlyn passed the platter to me and I took a deliciously greasy slice.

      Tucker and Colton continued to stare. I sighed. “I didn’t intentionally not tell you about my family, but I didn’t really want to bring it up either. We don’t get along, to put it mildly. I was tired of being told what to do and I wanted out. They threatened to cut me off if I didn’t toe the line. I walked away, bought a little store in Montana. They cut me off like they said. It’s not that complicated. The Carters are nothing like the Dukes. God, your parents are so cool.” I took a sip of my iced tea. “Being a Carter doesn’t define me.”

      “The hell it doesn’t,” Tucker countered.

      I bristled at that.

      He stroked his hand down the side of my face when he noticed. “Easy, tiger. Let me finish. Your family, the huge oil company, all of that, it does define you. If it’s as bad as you say, it makes you see what you don’t want. What you don’t want to be like. It shows you what’s really valuable.”

      “Tucker’s and Duke’s lives were shaped by what my dad did. Mine, too.” Kaitlyn took a sip of her iced tea. “But we don’t let him, or what happened, affect us any longer.”

      “That’s right,” Duke added, leaning over to kiss Kaitlyn, who sat beside him.

      “We want to know everything about you,” Colton said, taking my hand and settling it on his thigh beneath the table. His hold was gentle, but his thigh was hard, well-muscled. It reminded me he was many things. Soft and tender, yet strong enough to handle my heaviest burdens.  “Good stuff. Bad stuff. All of it.”

      I nodded, blinking back surprising tears. Sure, they’d been trying to get in my pants for the past month. They’d been hot for me. But I’d missed the fact that they really were interested in so much more. They’d said as much. Practically hit me over the head with it like a big cartoon anvil. But now? I understood.

      This was the long haul for them.

      And the way my heart opened, for me, too.
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      “Answer it,” I said to Ava.

      Her phone rang again from the bedside table.

      I had my head propped up on my elbow, my hand on Ava’s hip as she lay naked between us. It had been two days since we’d had dinner with Kaitlyn and her men. Two days since we’d learned that Ava was a billionaire. Well, she had been until she gave it all up. Every penny. Her life must have been pretty fucking bad for her to walk away from cash like that.

      I hadn’t been born in a Norman Rockwell family like the Dukes. There was no question Mr. and Mrs. Duke loved their kids. They’d do anything for them. And the four Duke kids in return. They’d all pitched in to keep the ranch running when Mr. and Mrs. Duke had been in that bad accident. When Tucker came home from college, he’d taken over the place and his parents retired. They had dinner together every week. Included me, Jed and now even Kaitlyn and Ava as part of the family.

      I’d grown up just fine. A roof over my head, food on the table. I hadn’t been neglected, but I never remembered any I love yous either. No hugs, just… life. My dad worked at the factory outside of Billings, my mom at a diner by the highway. They’d had the same jobs for twenty years. I saw them several times a year, but I stayed in a hotel, my room a few years ago let out to a boarder for extra money.

      I hadn’t been poor, but I couldn’t have bought an airplane either. No doubt Ava’d had several at her disposal. Yet somehow, the three of us, from three different kinds of families had come together, hopefully to become a new one. To forge our own home, a unit.

      My life was content on the Duke ranch, working alongside Tucker. We’d met in college, been friends ever since. More than friends since we wanted to share a woman. And while it had been a dream to run my own ranch, being foreman for Tucker worked. Especially now, with Ava. If we had our way, she’d be spending every night in one of our beds.

      The past three nights she’d stayed at the ranch, between both of us. I’d skipped the bunk house without a second thought. I’d take one of the other bedrooms in the big house as my own and Ava would float between. The Duke ranch house would be our home, where we raised the handful of kids we’d make with Ava. Someday. Now? We just enjoyed the hell out of practicing.

      We were all greedy and didn’t want to be apart at night, so we fucked ourselves into exhaustion with our woman in the middle, right where she belonged.

      “I don’t want to talk with my father,” she replied with a little groan. “Or my mother, if he tries to use her again to get to me.”

      It was a rainy day. While Tucker and I had gotten up early to tend to chores, we’d returned and awakened our lovely Ava in the best way. I’d shucked my clothes, tugged back the covers and settled between her thighs. Tucker had played with her plump nipples, making them all hard like tight little raspberries. And then fucked her until she didn’t know her own name.

      And now we were lazing the afternoon away, content to nap and fuck some more, make out like teenagers and start all over again.

      “He won’t stop until you do,” Tucker added, grabbing her cell and handing it to her.

      She stared at it as it vibrated in her hand. Frowning, she sat up, propped herself up with pillows and tugged the sheet up over her nakedness.

      “Hello.”

      I could hear a deep voice over the phone, but the words weren’t clear. I glanced at Tucker, who didn’t seem thrilled to have our time with Ava interrupted, especially with something that bothered her. I climbed from the bed, tugged on my jeans I found on the floor, but didn’t do the zipper.

      “Yes, Father,” Ava said. She gripped the sheet up by her neck but didn’t even notice that one of her tits was showing.

      I ran my hand through my hair, sat on the edge of the bed.

      “No. This isn’t a phase.”

      Pause.

      “No. I haven’t gotten this bout of rebellion out of my system.”

      I wanted to kill her father just for the hurt and angry sound of her voice.

      “We’re done talking.” She hung up, tossed the phone on the bed, a scowl firmly in place.

      We stayed quiet, waiting to hear what she was going to say. By looking at her, she was more pissed than sad. I didn’t blame her. While my father had never gone to my little league games like T’s had—hell, he’d been the damn team coach—he hadn’t shamed me either.

      She glanced at both of us. “The little bout of rebellion he was talking about? You two,” she grumbled.

      “Rebellion?”

      “Yeah, he said you guys were a fling,” she countered. “That I was just going wild. Whatever.”

      “Tiger, this isn’t a fling,” Tucker replied, keeping his tone even.

      How the fuck did her father know about me and T? We hadn’t been secretive in our interest and every guy in Raines knew to steer clear of Ava. Based on the terse phone call, she hadn’t gabbed about us to him. Her mother? It didn’t sound like she spoke to either of her parents. Denver was two states away. I couldn’t imagine her father spending a minute here in Raines to check on his daughter, so that meant someone working for him was.

      Ava crawled down the length of the bed and away from us. Tucker hooked an ankle to stop her. Glancing over her shoulder, she gave him a look that should have shriveled his balls.

      “You think it’s a fling?” he asked.

      “I didn’t say that,” she countered. “I didn’t say anything. My dad did all the talking.”

      She tugged her leg and Tucker let her go. She climbed off the bed and grabbed Tucker’s t-shirt from the floor, slipped it over her head. It was big on her, hanging down past mid-thigh, the neck hole almost falling off her shoulder. She looked rumpled and sexy and mad as hell.

      “You know, he was quiet for months. No calls, nothing, just as he’d said. And since my mother does whatever he says, nothing from her either. Completely cut off. He probably thought I’d run out of money, debate whether I should live in a cardboard box and go hungry or return to the fold, tail between my legs. But no.” She crossed her arms over her chest, thrusting her tits up, her hard nipples clearly outlined through the cotton. “The one thing he did do, I’ll give him credit, was make me smart. The best schools paid off. Hell, he groomed me to work at CFG, I mean Carter Financial Group. Running a Feed and Seed? Cake. I love it. And, while I might have a mortgage on it, I’m not living in a fucking cardboard box.”

      “He should be proud of you,” I told her. I was. She got out from under oppressive parents, did what she wanted. Her way.

      She laughed. “Yeah, right. He only started calling again when you began sniffing around.” She pointed between the two of us as if we were the enemy.

      I glanced at T. Yeah, he was thinking the same fucking thing. Someone was watching our girl.

      “We weren’t sniffing around,” I countered.

      “Marking your territory, whatever.” She tossed her hands up in the air.

      “Look at your thighs, tiger. You’re marked all right. Our cum’s slipping from that pussy of yours.”

      Her eyes narrowed even while she blushed. We’d talked once again about condoms, but we’d already gone bare and there was no going back. No fucking way. Fuck, it was so much better. Taking her bare, skin on skin, was what T and I had been waiting for. What we’d agreed we’d only do with The One. And Ava was the fucking one.

      She might be itching for a fight, but she knew she belonged to us.

      “Well, it certainly proves how wild I’ve been, doesn’t it?”

      She was riled and pissed and wanted an outlet. We were it. But this wasn’t how it worked. She was supposed to talk about how she felt, how we could help her, not take out all her aggression with her dad on us. Oh, there was no doubt we could take whatever she wanted to dish out, but that wouldn’t get us anywhere. We needed her past this pissy stage and talking about what really was bothering her.

      Who’d been in her corner before us? Kaitlyn, sure. But I doubted Ava would call her up and bare all her feelings about her dad to her, especially after what Kaitlyn’s dad had done, what he’d been like. Ava needed a therapist, or two men who would be there for her to listen. Unlike her fucking dad.

      I took hold of her wrist, tugged her toward me, sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled her over my lap, all within two seconds. Her head was by the floor on one side, her toes touching the carpet on the other. And over my lap, her upturned, bare ass. The t-shirt had ridden up with all the movement and she was ready for her spanking.

      “Colton!” she cried, wiggling and trying to get away. “What the fuck are you doing?”

      “Giving you the outlet you need.”

      I spanked her once. Not too hard, but she’d feel the sting.

      “Outlet? This isn’t an outlet! You can’t just spank me. I haven’t done anything wrong. And even then, you can’t spank me!”

      I spanked her again. “Oh yeah? You’re pissed with your dad and taking it out on us. That’s not fair and you know it. We’re here for you, waiting to listen to the real problem.”

      “The real problem is bossy, controlling men in my life!” she shouted, kicking her legs up. I pinned them down with one of mine.

      Oh yeah, her ass was getting heated. I began spanking her without stopping. One side, then the other, never getting the same place twice.

      “Tucker, make him stop!” she tried next.

      T came around, sat beside her and stroked the back of her head. “Colton knows what you need.”

      “A spanking?” she asked, even as I did just that. Spanked her again.

      “Like he said, an outlet,” he replied. “Just give over. Let it go. Give your problems to us. Enough keeping shit to yourself.”

      She didn’t get it for a minute, so I kept right on spanking as she wiggled and fought. Her ass was a fiery shade of pink, but I didn’t—and wouldn’t—spank hard enough to bruise or mar. Just sting for a little while. Then, all at once, she relaxed. Slumped onto my lap and cried.

      Glancing at T, I gave her one last gentle swat, then stopped, ran my palm over her heated flesh.

      “Shh, that’s it. Cry,” I crooned. I lifted her up, tucked her into my lap and I stroked my hand up and down her back as she let it all out. “We’re big enough to carry your burdens.”

      And that made her cry even harder, my chest getting damp, but I didn’t give a shit.

      I had to wonder if our tough as nails woman ever cried.
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      I had no idea how long I was snuggled up on Colton’s lap. All I knew was that they were talking to me and I couldn’t understand a thing they were saying. I was crying too hard. But then, it stopped. I’d let all the anger and frustration, the sadness at having parents who didn’t even really care about me, out. Oh, I’d known pretty much my whole life I was just a thing to them. Of course they’d have a child. But what they did with the child, other than to pose with in a few family photos for public relation pieces and holiday cards, no one cared about. I wasn’t neglected. Far from it. But my life had never been my own, not until I’d finally said enough.

      And then, it was completely mine. It was all or nothing with my parents. After hoping I was something, they’d proved I was nothing to them.

      That hurt. I just kept it bottled up, glad to just be free. Content in that alone. But it had festered. Obviously. I was a blubbering mess. My ass stung.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, sniffing.

      Tucker tilted my chin up so I met his gaze. He offered me a soft smile that shone in his eyes. This wasn’t the heated look of a lover. No, it was the tender offering of a man who considered me his.

      “It’s okay for my tiger to be a kitten sometimes,” he replied. “You’re ours now, which means you have to share.”

      I nodded, glanced up at Colton. He kissed my forehead. “Tell us, baby.”

      I sighed and did just that. Told him about growing up. Being molded to run the company. To be paired off with Perry as business leaders and in marriage. How I didn’t want Perry, all of it.

      “Your parents cut you out of their life because you wouldn’t take the job or the husband they assigned you?” Colton asked.

      I shrugged, remembered I was still in his lap and tried to wiggle out. He tightened his hold, having none of it, so I relented.

      “Pretty much.”

      “And he cut you off for months, then started calling?”

      “Yes.”

      “He wants something from you.”

      I agreed again. This time, when I wanted to get up, Colton let me. I paced in front of them as I thought. “I have a small trust fund from my grandmother which my parents can’t touch. It’s not a lot of money—at least by their standards—so it was never an issue. I used a little of it for the down payment for the Seed and Feed, but it’s been sitting there, untouched otherwise. He can’t want that. I have nothing else of value to him. He doesn’t want the store, that’s for sure.”

      “You’re what he wants, baby,” Tucker replied. “You have value to him. You always did. Perhaps that’s why he threatened you with being disowned so you’d stay, do what he’s always planned for you.”

      I laughed, thinking of Perry. “Yeah, that’s not happening. I’m not marrying Perry.”

      “I want to punch this Perry guy,” Colton said. “I can see why he’d go along with what your father wants because hell, he’d get you out of the deal. But a guy who needs a fucking deal to get a wife?”

      “Total douche,” Tucker added. “He’s a non-issue. What I’m worried about is what you said on your call.”

      I frowned, thinking about the short, one-sided conversation. They’d heard even less of it than me. “What?”

      “He knew you were fucking us,” Colton answered.

      I stilled, stared at the carpet, then looked to them.

      “Holy shit.”

      Both guys looked grim.

      “He’s having me watched.”
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      My father may want something from me, might even be having me watched, but he wasn’t in much of a rush. Over the next week, I lived life as usual. I never saw anyone watching me with binoculars, no one approached. I ran the store just like I did every day, now with the familiar appearance of Colton or Tucker to check on me. It usually involved some kind of hanky-panky, except for one day when there was a steady stream of customers and Colton hadn’t been able to get near me. He’d made up for it that night, dragging me into his room and tying my hands to his headboard with the lasso rope from my initial visit. I had no idea I could come so many times, but Colton had been voracious and I hadn’t been able to do a thing. I had been completely at his mercy. At least until he called Tucker into the room and left me with him.

      Then I’d been at Tucker’s whim. He’d asked me Who’s lassoed now?

      And I’d loved every minute of it.

      And the life as usual part? If it now involved wearing dresses with no panties beneath with my cowboy boots, then it was usual. And if it also involved a jeweled butt plug that one of them inserted before I went to work—since I was so high-maintenance, they’d ensured the color of the gem matched my outfit—then life was definitely usual.

      And if this was my life, then I loved it. I loved them. I just hadn’t said it yet. Neither had they, but it showed in everything they did for me. Their protectiveness. Their fierce possessiveness. Their very naughty desires.

      I hadn’t seen someone watching me—not before we figured out my dad had paid eyes in Raines—because I’d been too focused on Colton and Tucker. While they weren’t happy with someone sharing what we were doing with my dad, they didn’t care either. Our relationship wasn’t a secret. Mr. and Mrs. Duke were thrilled we were together. The town didn’t seem to be bothered by our threesome. Kaitlyn had her two men and she was the librarian.

      Even so, Colton and Tucker refused to have me stay at my place alone. I’d be in one of their beds or I’d be spanked. That was what Colton threatened, and I’d gone along. Not because I knew what one of his spankings felt like, because I totally did, but it was no hardship for me to give in to this for them. What woman wouldn’t want to be in her men’s arms every night?

      My father still called. I still ignored him and Colton and Tucker agreed. If that’s all he was doing—and the guy he had checking on me kept himself scarce—we let him do all the work.

      Until we were on the couch one night after dinner. The TV was on, tuned to a football game, but I had no idea who was playing. I was laying across both their laps, sucking Colton’s cock. My dress was up around my waist as Tucker finger fucked me and played with the plug in my ass.

      My cell rang from the kitchen and I lifted my head from Colton’s cock.

      “Baby, if your mouth’s getting tired, then climb up here and take me for a ride,” Colton said, his hand stroking over my hair, then slid so his thumb could swipe across my lower lip. But my cum’s getting in you in the next two minutes.”

      “Sorry,” I replied, licking my lips and the tip of his thumb. “I heard the phone and thought of my dad.”

      Tucker spanked my upturned butt.

      “Ow!” I cried, glancing over my shoulder at him.

      “My fingers are in your soaked pussy and Colton’s cock’s been down your throat and you’re thinking of your father?”

      He spanked me again.

      “I’m sorry!” I cried, but I wiggled because this time, the spanking was making me hot.

      “Here’s the deal, tiger,” Tucker said, his voice deep and full of intent as he slipped his fingers from me. “We’re going to fuck you.” Carefully, he pulled the plug from my bottom, circled his thumb over the relaxed, slick opening. “Here.”

      I gasped, then got even wetter at the idea. They’d talked about it, how they would claim me everywhere, take that last virginity, someday take me together, one of them in my pussy, the other in my ass, but it had all been talk. Really hot, dirty talk.

      They’d prepared me to take one of their huge dicks there, but I’d never asked when. It wasn’t like what we’d been doing hadn’t been hot and kinky enough. Just the idea of it made me eager. But now… god, would they even fit?

      “Yes,” Colton said. “We’ve got to get you out of your pretty head. If that means fucking your gorgeous ass, then that’s just what we’ll do.”

      Colton tugged me up, kissed me. When he pulled back, I met his dark eyes. “Then we’re taking you to Denver. Get this shit with your dad all figured out. Once and for all.”

      “Get him out of your head, out of your life… if that’s what you want,” Tucker added.

      I glanced at both of them, nodded, then kissed Colton right back. I didn’t think it was possible to like… love them even more than I already did. “You don’t have to go with me. I can deal with him on my own.”

      “Of course you can. But why? You’ve got us, tiger,” Tucker said.

      “Besides, it’s pretty hard for him to marry you off to this Perry fucker if you’ve got two other men already in line.”

      My mouth fell open. Already in line? “You… you want to marry me?” I squeaked.

      Tucker swatted my butt again, although not very hard. Still, it tingled. “What have we been telling you all along?”

      “That I belong to you,” I replied easily.

      “That’s right. And what does that mean?” Colton added.

      I looked to him. “That you’re cavemen and you’ve dragged me by the hair back to your cave?”

      Tucker swatted my butt again. “Sassy tongue.”

      “No, it means that you belong to us,” Colton continued. “That we belong to you. We want you for keeps. And that means marriage.”

      “But—”

      “Do I need to put my dick back in your mouth so you’ll stop talking?”

      I gave him a withering look, but it only made him grin.

      “That death ray glare doesn’t work when your lips are all swollen from giving me a BJ and your ass has Tucker’s pink handprints all over it.”

      He did have a point.

      “We’re fucking bareback, tiger. You’re the one. Just so we’re clear. We’re marrying you.”

      “That’s right,” Colton added. “We’ll get our rings on your finger soon enough. But first, Denver and dealing with the shit that’s keeping your head off of what’s important.”

      He was right. This, us, was important. But I was still all bent out of shape about my family. I had to deal with that, then Colton, Tucker and I could make our own.

      “It’s too late to get a flight today though.”

      Tucker reached out and stroked my hair. “You’re a Carter, tiger. I’m sure one of your planes can pick us up.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      TUCKER

      

      “In the meantime…” I said, but Colton picked Ava up and carried her upstairs and into his bedroom. I didn’t give a shit if it was his room or mine as long as there was a bed. And Ava on it.

      I grabbed the lube from my nightstand before joining them, and Colton already had her dress off and was undoing the back clasp of her black lace bra. As she stood before us naked—while we’d told her no panties, she’d completely gone with it—Colton tipped up her chin, kissed her. Sweetly, gently, which was completely opposite about how I wanted this to go down. I wanted it hard and wild. Sweaty and a whole lot naughty, but taking her ass for the first time wasn’t the time for that.

      “You with us, tiger? Where’s your head right now?” I asked. While I didn’t want her thinking of her father, fuck no, I wanted her completely on board with what we were about to do. We’d make it good for her, but there was no way we’d even play with her ass if she wasn’t into it.

      I wouldn’t have even suggested it if she hadn’t enjoyed what we’d done with her so far. She enjoyed ass play. No, not enjoyed. Fucking loved it. The plugs, slipping a finger into her as we fucked her. All of it. She’d come hard—so fucking hard I thought she’d crush my dick—when I took her from behind and slowly worked my thumb in and out of that back hole.

      She squirmed and began undoing the snaps on Colton’s shirt. “Here, with you. I’m so hot, so wet already. I want this. I want you to take me there.”

      Colton stilled her hands with his. “Tucker’s going to take that cherry, baby. I’ll warm you up with a pussy fuck first. We’ll make it so good.”

      She nodded, her hair spilling down her back and I couldn’t miss the way her nipples hardened to tight little berries. “You always do.”

      Tossing the lube on the bed, I toed off my boots, stripped down. I could smell her on my fingers from earlier, knew how wet and ready she was. By the time Ava helped Colton with his clothes, I was behind her, sliding my hands over her soft skin. Like silk and pale, like cream. I reveled in the privilege of touching her, of having her between us. Knowing she was ours, that she was about to submit to us in the most intimate of ways.

      Colton took her hand, pulled her into bed with him so she was sprawled on top. I sat on the side of the bed and watched, one hand stroking my dick to ease the impatience I had to be inside her, the other sliding over the long line of her spine, over the full swells of her ass, even teased her by slipping a finger between. But this was Colton’s time with her. I’d get mine.

      While Colton was taking his time, Ava was having none of it. My play on the couch had her engines revved. As they kissed, Colton’s hands cupped her breasts and I couldn’t miss the way his fingers tugged and pulled on her nipples. She moaned and shifted so his cock was at her entrance. Then fuck, I watched as every inch of him disappeared into her.

      Colton broke the kiss, pressed his head back into the pillow and closed his eyes. Oh yeah, I knew that sweet pleasure, the feel of Ava’s pussy as it greedily took a dick. Her hands went to his bare chest as she began to ride him. Up, down, circling her hips. She was lost to it; she’d forgotten I was even watching. Colton gripped her hips and took over, his eyes open now, watching. It was impossible not to stare at her, to see her like this, lost to her pleasure, the passion we’d brought about in her. Colton was giving it to her and she was taking. Greedily.

      “I’m going to come!” she cried as she went down on her forearms and fucked him harder, faster. Shallow, quick thrusts as she ground her clit against him.

      Fuck, I was going to come and I hadn’t even gotten in her. I grabbed the lube, flipped open the top and squirted some onto my cock, smeared it all over so it was liberally coated.

      She cried out and my cock spurted pre-cum at the glorious sight of her as she came. Tucker groaned, stiffened, and I knew he was filling her right up.

      Colton lifted her off of him and moved to the side so she was on her stomach. She shivered and I knew the pleasure hadn’t diminished yet. It was time. I moved to her side and Colton took hold of a thigh and spread her open. I pressed a slick finger to her ass, circled and spread the lube about. We’d been playing with plugs for just this moment, stretching her, preparing her for our dicks. She was tight, but she opened for my finger and I slid in to the first knuckle. I moved on top of her.

      “Just like this, tiger.” I pressed my dick at her entrance, began to press in. “Nice and relaxed. Good, I’ll get in you just like this, then I’ll lift you up and fuck you. Good girl. Oh, fuck, see, I went right in.” It was hard to talk through gritted teeth, for she felt too fucking good to barely breathe. She was so tight here, impossibly so, and it wasn’t easy for her to take me. But she did.

      The ring of muscle didn’t give too much of a fight and the head of my dick was in. Oh shit, I was going to come just like this. “Okay, tiger?”

      She nodded, her hands tangled in the sheets. Her breathing was deep as she clenched and squeezed, slowly adjusted.

      “Look at you, baby,” Colton said, his voice soft with praise. “Fuck, I’m getting hard again just seeing Tucker in your ass.”

      She whimpered.

      “Should we take a picture?” Colton asked, reaching to get his cell from his pants. “Add it to our collection?”

      She turned her head, looked to him as he waited for her consent. I was focusing on not moving, on not drilling her into the bed.

      “Yes,” she breathed.

      “Fuck, you’re perfect,” I murmured, stroking a hand down her back as Colton moved to get a triple-x shot of us. Of my dick claiming that dark cherry. We never had our faces in the sexy pics we took. We’d never do anything with the images except look at them together, our own little pervy library, but to be safe, we ensured it was body parts only. The fact that this made our girl hot proved we were a perfect match.

      I didn’t dare move in her yet, not until she was ready, but it was killing me. Sweat dripped from my forehead and my back teeth were being ground to dust. Hooking an arm about her waist, I pulled her up so her ass was elevated. Colton slipped a thick pillow beneath her hips, kept his hand there and I knew the second he found her clit. She tightened around me and moaned. It had been less than a minute since she stopped coming from Colton’s pussy fuck and she had to be so sensitive.

      “Say it, Ava. Say I can fuck your ass.”

      I waited a second, maybe two. “Please, Tucker,” she moaned. “Oh god, please fuck my ass. I need it.”

      Now that I was in—this angle was better to work my way deeper—I did so slowly. Very slowly. I grabbed the lube, dribbled some where we were joined so we stayed slick. Moved in, then back out so the flared crown caught, then went deeper until I pressed against her upturned ass.

      “Tucker,” she groaned, then wiggled her hips.

      “Ready, tiger?”

      “Yes!” she cried, pushing off with her hands so she pressed against me.

      I saw Colton’s arm moving, knew he was working her clit as I took her ass. She’d come this way. We’d make sure of it.

      Spilling a little more lube onto my length, I began to move even faster, going with what felt good, what made her cry out and beg for more. No, not good, fucking spectacular. We moved in tandem, rocking, pressing, thrusting until she was writhing, panting, sounds escaping her lips that were half groan, half moan.

      “Now, baby. Come again,” I said, needing her with me when I filled her.

      Her back arched like the tiger she was, her hair flying over her shoulders as she cried out to the ceiling. My dick was no competition for the way she squeezed and pulsed around it. My balls drew up and emptied, spurting all my cum deep into her.

      “Oh fuck,” I groaned, coming so hard I couldn’t see.

      Colton helped her move off me, tucked her beneath the covers and got her a wet washcloth as I recovered. She blew the top of my fucking head off.

      Colton settled in on one side of her, I fell like a redwood onto my back, leaned in to kiss her forehead, then tossed my arm over my eyes. Holy shit.

      “I’m going to want to see that photo,” she murmured, eyes closed and tucking into Colton’s side. “When I’m conscious.”

      Ava was getting the post-sex closeness she craved from Colton. I needed a shower before I wrapped her in my arms, the price I had to pay for such a decadent fuck, so I sighed and headed to the bathroom.

      “You have ten minutes, then we text your father for that fucking plane,” Colton said. “We can look at all the sexy photos when we’re flying together. Maybe even take a few of us joining the Mile High Club.”
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      AVA

      

      “We can just take this elevator back down and walk away,” Tucker said. I stood between them as I watched the floor numbers rise.

      “He has no hold on you, baby. He might be annoying as fuck, but you don’t need to go in there and find out what’s got his panties in such a fucking twist.”

      I laughed. “You two were the ones who wanted me to do this, to lance this pimple on my butt.”

      Tucker turned to me, stroked his hand down my cheek. “Tiger, I’ve seen that butt and there isn’t a pimple on it. Shit, I’m getting hard thinking about your perfect ass.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Is it that or the fact I’m not wearing any panties?”

      Both of them looked me over, from my black patent heels to the tailored dress to the styled hair and perfect makeup. I looked like the Ava Carter, MBA, not the Ava Carter, Seed and Feed owner. But my outfit fortified me, was like my armor in doing battle with my dad. He wouldn’t find fault in my appearance, that was for fucking sure.

      The night before, I’d texted my dad and a plane had landed at Raines’ small airport three hours later. The flight to Denver had taken less than two hours and we’d spent the night in a posh hotel downtown. I’d refused to go to the house, instead meeting my father at his office. My father’s domain was his office, not the big-ass mansion in the foothills, but whatever he wanted was business related. There was no fucking way he’d been texting and calling just to tell me he was sorry.

      Colton growled. “I should’ve put that pretty green plug in your ass before we left the suite.”

      I’d drawn the line at that. Going commando was one thing when confronting my father, a jeweled butt plug was something else entirely. Besides, I was still a little sore. “After yesterday, I think I need a bag of frozen peas instead of something else up there,” I grumbled.

      “Poor baby,” Colton crooned, kissing the tip of my nose, probably so he didn’t mess up my lipstick. Well, he wouldn’t care if he messed up my lipstick, especially if it meant everyone knew I’d been kissed and kissed well, but it was thoughtful under the circumstances. “We’ll get you out of here and make it all better.”

      The elevator dinged, indicating we’d made it to the top floor. I took a deep breath. “Let’s deal with my dad and you two can do anything you want.”

      The doors opened and I moved to step out, but Tucker stopped me with a hand on my arm. “Promise, tiger?”

      I saw the eagerness and heat there. Two little boys and their toy. Me. Thought of all the possibilities they could come up with. It would take forever to do them all. Forever. Sounded about right.

      I laughed and tugged them both out of the elevator. “Promise.”

      The playfulness of the moment was gone when I turned around and found Mrs. Rouser standing before us. She hadn’t changed a bit since I’d seen her last, although she hadn’t changed a bit since I was a little girl and I went to the office with my dad. She was in her sixties, with salt and pepper hair parted down the middle and pulled back in a severe bun. Her blouse buttoned all the way to her jowled neck, her straight skirt falling two inches below her knee. She wore stockings and serviceable pumps. I had nothing against her wardrobe, although it looked fairly uncomfortable, but it was her demeanor, as if she had perpetual heartburn. “Miss Carter.”

      No greetings or well wishes. Nothing kind in offering. She spared Tucker and Colton a quick glance, but if she were bothered by their presence—or their full-on cowboy outfits of jeans, plaid snap shirts and hats which they held in their hands—she didn’t let on. The entire male revue from Cassidy’s last month could have come out of the elevator with us and she wouldn’t have blinked.

      “Hello, Mrs. Rouser, that color of tan is quite fetching on you,” I commented.

      “Your father is waiting,” she said, pretty much ignoring my compliment. “You know he doesn’t stand for tardiness.”

      She didn’t wait for a reply, but turned and expected us to follow. It wasn’t necessary for her to show me the way to my father’s office, so I rolled my eyes at her back and said nothing. I had to pick my battles and it would have to be the one with my dad.

      “That woman has something up her ass and it’s not a jeweled butt plug,” Tucker whispered in my ear as we followed behind.

      I snorted out a laugh which had Mrs. Rouser turning her head and glaring. I bit my lip to stifle any sign of amusement, but it was difficult. I’d never liked the woman. In fact, my father’s dragon used to downright scare me. Until now.

      Now she was an assistant who had to deal with my father all day. I actually pitied her a bit. And she did have a stick up her ass.

      When we entered my father’s corner office, he stood and came around the desk, but stopped short when he saw I wasn’t alone.

      He was a big man, barrel-chested and six feet tall. He had the tanned complexion of someone who’d spent the winter in Florida or had a tanning bed in his house. His hair was going gray, but it was neatly styled, as it should be for a hundred-dollar cut. His suit was crisp and gray, with a matching tie. He looked exactly the same as the last time I saw him, when he said he’d cut me off if I left town.

      “Ava.”

      “Father.”

      Yeah, the Carters weren’t a touchy-feely bunch. I hadn’t realized how lonely and… lacking my family had been until I met the Dukes. God, they were warm, friendly. Inviting. Mrs. Duke had hugged me more since I’d met her than my mother in my entire life. The entire family was in each other’s business, and not like my father with mine. They bickered and bantered, teased and joked, but they were there for each other. Had their backs. Obviously, Tucker got his hands on me much more intimately than the others in the family. Landon Duke patted me on the shoulder or forearm when he greeted me, a little bit of familiarity, but not too much since he was in love with my BFF. Gus Duke was a hugger. He gave bear hugs that squeezed the air right out of you. While he was single now, I knew whomever he found—along with the other two vets in their joint practice—would not feel the least bit neglected. And Julia Duke, we’d gone to get pedicures twice already to a little place in town that allowed us to bring wine. Yeah, those were fun times.

      My father cleared my throat, bringing me back from my wanderings.

      “I need to talk with you.”

      “Yes, I gathered,” I said. I felt silly with all four of us just standing there, so I went to one of the chairs that faced my father’s desk and sat down. I was doing this on my terms, not his. “I’m here. Please talk.”

      He cleared his throat again and went to sit back in his leather desk chair. The wall of windows behind him offered a view of the other Denver skyscrapers with the Rocky Mountains in the distance. It was a beautiful view, but nothing like the Montana prairie and purple mountains that surrounded Raines. The big city wasn’t for me any longer. I felt stifled. Crowded.

      “You need to come back.”

      I arched a brow, saw the clear blue eyes that matched mine stare me down.

      “I need to? I was thinking perhaps you might have missed me and wanted me here.”

      “You made your bed,” he replied, flicking a glance to Colton and Tucker who stood behind me. Obviously, my father knew I’d made my bed with both of them.

      “And yet you still need me here in Denver. Why is that?”

      “I’m being blackmailed for insider trading.”

      My mouth dropped open and I stared at him wide-eyed. That was the last thing I expected him to say. Insider trading happened all the time in the financial industry, where someone shared secrets about a stock or a company that allowed someone to buy or sell stocks to either make money or prevent a substantial loss. It was illegal and jail time was the consequence. My father was an asshole, but I’d never considered him to be shady.

      “Have you done insider trading?”

      His cheeks flushed and he folded his hands in front of him on his desk. “I’m not answering that.”

      “Why? Because you don’t want to implicate yourself in case this goes to trial and you have three people who can share your admission under oath or because the idea is preposterous?”

      He didn’t comment, so I continued.

      “What about the blackmail?”

      “The evidence being used to blackmail proves my involvement will be shared with the SEC if I don’t comply.”

      I was reeling with the fact that my father was guilty, but I had to push that aside for now. He hadn’t wanted me to come here for my sympathy.

      “And what do they want to keep it all a secret?”

      My father looked me in the eye. Held it. That was the look I remembered. “Marry you.”

      I stood then, laughed. My heart was beating wildly and the adrenaline made me shake. I felt a big hand on my shoulder. I looked up. Colton. He didn’t look the least bit happy, but he said nothing.

      “Perry,” I said. It was so obvious.

      My father gave a slight nod, but it was enough.

      I laughed again. “We dated a few times. He escorted me around town to various functions at your request. That’s a long way from marriage.”

      My father stood abruptly, clearly recognizing I wasn’t going to give in and say yes Daddy like I had when I was eight. His chair rolled back, bumped into the low bookshelf beneath the windows.

      “Hundreds of thousands of dollars in education and all you had to do was spread your legs to be useful. If I’d known Perry would find you to be one hell of a lay, I’d have sent you to public school.”

      Tucker was around the desk before I could even blink. He had my father slammed against the wall with his hands gripping his suit jacket.

      “You will apologize to your daughter. Now,” Tucker hissed.

      Colton’s hand on my shoulder tightened, but he didn’t move.

      “She has to marry him or I’ll be ruined. He’ll take over the company,” my dad replied instead, breathing hard. His color was high, a vein bulged in his temple.

      “I don’t give a shit about you. Apologize or being ruined will be the least of your problems.”

      Tucker was fierce. A little scary. And he was defending me. It was really exhilarating.

      “This is quite a family reunion.”

      I turned at the sound of the voice. A man had come in the room without our noticing, closed the door behind him.

      Tucker let go of my dad—who slumped down the wall before he got his feet beneath him—and walked toward the man, pointed at him. Tucker was tense, his entire body ready for a fight. “You were at the Seed and Feed.”

      My eyes widened in surprise as I studied the stranger. The man barely blinked at Tucker’s aggressiveness, so he was definitely a lawyer. He wasn’t surprised by the anger, nor by Tucker’s presence. This guy was cool as a cucumber while my father was sweating bullets. In his thirties, he had dark hair and wide-set eyes. In a navy suit, he looked like he could be any of my father’s executives. But he did look familiar. The fact that Tucker recognized him as one of my customers had me really thankful they’d come into the store and stalked me all that time.

      “You bought a salt lick and a pair of leather gloves,” I replied finally. “You look a lot different wearing jeans and a t-shirt.”

      “Good memory,” he said, offering me a thin smile.

      “How’s your horse like the salt lick?” He just offered me a thin smile at the sarcastic comment. He probably didn’t even know which end of the horse was front. “You’ve been watching me.”

      Tucker’s hands clenched in fists at his sides. While he glanced at my father, his focus was on mystery man. It was obvious who had all the power here. Who could really hurt me.

      Clearly, he wasn’t sure who to deck first. With Colton’s hand on my shoulder, he was probably ensuring I didn’t punch the guy. After the way I’d wanted to go after Roger to protect Kaitlyn the first time I’d met Tucker, he couldn’t be too careful.

      I turned to my dad. “You had this guy, what? Seeing if I’d fail? Share the details of my dating life?”

      “Oh, I don’t work for your father,” the man replied, voice confident. He looked completely unruffled, unlike my dad. “But I kept him updated on your activities. I have to admit, you have more… fire than I expected. Two men in your bed. Not bad for a pawn for the big boys.”

      The big boys I assumed were Perry, my father and every other executive who’d assumed I was just a dumb piece of arm candy. And as for being a pawn… that was why I’d walked away. I just didn’t realize how much they planned to use me for their own gain. A country club wife was one thing, but extortion and blackmail?

      “You work for Perry,” Colton said. He’d never laid eyes on Perry, never even seen a picture, but he had him pretty well figured out.

      “Oh shit,” I whispered.

      The man gave a slight nod. “Impressive, Mr. Ridge.”

      Colton smiled coldly at the man. “Oh, us rednecks sometimes can rub two thoughts together and come up with an idea.”

      “Why does Perry want Ava so much? And if wants her, where the fuck is he?” Tucker asked.

      I stepped closer to the mystery man, who hadn’t offered his name. It was irrelevant to me. “I can answer that. Please correct me if I’m wrong.”

      The guy nodded once again.

      I crossed my arms over my chest, tapped my toe on the carpet. “The evidence against my father will send him to jail and most likely shut down CFG. At least hurt its reputation enough where business will go elsewhere. I assume the elsewhere is a company Perry’s started somewhere across town. He doesn’t just want to ruin my father’s business, he wants to ruin my father. By marrying me, he also gets the Carter fortune.”

      “Very good, Miss Carter. Perry said you were smarter than you looked.”

      I bristled at that, but didn’t let it show. It wasn’t the first time I’d heard something similar, but knowing Perry wanted to marry me and felt that way…

      “If I say no, will Perry blackmail me next?” I asked.

      “You are fucking two men.”

      I glanced back at Colton and Tucker, who were silent. Waiting. I wasn’t in any kind of physical danger, so they probably wanted to hear how this was all going to shake out before they made any kind of move. It didn’t make sense to knock a guy unconscious when he had information you wanted. Still, he’d insulted me so I was surprised they were holding back.

      “You’ve been keeping an eye on me, know what my life is like now. No jets. No fancy cars,” I countered. “I’ve been cut off. I’m no value to Perry.”

      “But not written out of the will,” he clarified. “You’re still the sole heir to the Carter money. And that goes back generations. Just because you choose to drive an old pickup truck and play store owner doesn’t mean you aren’t a billionaire.”

      Oh yes, my life in Montana was like elementary school recess until I decided to return to the grown up world. I was well aware of the Carter money and how it became so plentiful.

      “It won’t take much to ruin your reputation,” he added, as if he were trying to turn the screw on my acquiescence a little tighter. “If your father goes down, so do you. You’re a Carter, too.”

      “Not for long,” Colton said. “She’ll be Ava Ridge soon.”

      I looked up at Colton, saw he was staring right at me. Not in anger, but in want. He didn’t need fists to protect me. He could just give me his name. But I didn’t want it just because I had to be married to someone else so Perry couldn’t have me or the Carter money. I wanted Colton—and Tucker—because they wanted me. And Colton didn’t need to say a thing about that. While it might have sounded like a bluff to mystery man, it wasn’t to me. They’d proved they wanted me. Really wanted me since they first saw me. It had annoyed me to no end at first. But now, looking back? It was exactly what I needed. I didn’t need a weak man. I didn’t need a man who’d be controlling or want to change me. Colton and Tucker liked me—loved even?—just the way I was. Manicured nails and lassoing steers at the same time. They didn’t even know I was the heir to the Carter empire until just recently. Colton wanted to marry me. Tucker, too. They’d said as much before. And I believed him now.

      I took his hand. Gripped it fiercely. Yes, I wanted to be Ava Ridge. Very much. A quick peek at Tucker and I could tell he liked that idea as well. I could only legally marry one man and he didn’t seem bothered it wasn’t going to be him. I had to assume that since we did butt stuff the night before—with pictures to prove it—he wasn’t too concerned about being left out.

      “Tell Perry he can do whatever the hell he wants, except marry me. I’m going home.”

      Colton pulled me in close, still holding my hand. Tucker came up behind me.

      “Ava, please!” my father shouted. “I’ll go to prison.”

      I turned to him, narrowed my eyes. God, he was pitiful. I imagined his executive look being replaced by prison orange.

      “Like you said, I made my bed, Father. You made yours.”
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      COLTON

      

      “I can’t believe he kept trying to get in touch with Ava to save his own bacon!” Kaitlyn said, all riled up. We were standing along the fence of the horse ring, watching Gus Duke barrel race. When Mrs. Duke heard of Ava’s skill with a lasso and the idea that had been tossed around of having a family mini-rodeo competition, she’d run with it.

      Everyone was at the ranch for a picnic and a day of fun. A table with a checked cloth had been set out with food and drinks. The guys who worked the ranch were participating, along with Duke and Jed, who’d competed in the professional circuit for years. Gus, the youngest of the Duke boys—although not the smallest—just circled the third barrel. He wasn’t a champion like his older brother, but he could hold his own. Julia was here as well, sitting atop her horse waiting her turn.

      Mrs. Duke was the timekeeper, standing to the right of us where the fence gate was open. She was ready to stop the timer once Gus circled all three barrels and his horse sprinted past through the opening. Tucker was with her, his forearms resting on the rail, one boot up. While he and his mother were chatting, he only had eyes for Ava.

      Our girl was with Mr. Duke by the sandwiches, who was using big hand gestures as he spoke with her, even while holding a bottle of squeeze mustard. He could have been speaking about anything, from wrangling a bear to the size of his last load of laundry. Whatever they were talking about, she was laughing. I smiled just because she was smiling.

      A man who was a father to more than just his four kids.

      Long gone was her stuffy business suit—which she’d looked hot as hell in—and in its place were jeans and her cowboy boots. She had on one of Tucker’s t-shirts with the bottom tied into a knot at her waist. Her hair was up in a ponytail and her makeup was just something shiny on her lips. While she lacked her usual high-maintenance polish, I’d never seen her so beautiful.

      It had been two days since we walked out of her father’s office in Denver. At Ava’s request, her father’s crochety personal assistant had been good for something; the plane had been ready and waiting for us to leave within the hour. We hadn’t said a word once we left her father all desperate and pathetic, at the mercy of the asshole Perry’s man. It wasn’t until we were in the air and able to take off our seatbelts did Ava crawl into my lap—a private jet had nice big comfortable seats—and cried.

      T had been in the seat across from us and looked a mix between relieved and pained that she was so upset. I’d just been content that she’d trusted us enough to let down the walls I knew she’d built for that conversation. Fuck, it had been a total cluster. I’d expected her dad to be an asshole, but to offer her up to an extortionist and a blackmailer to save his sorry ass, well… shit.

      I ached for her, knowing the man who was supposed to love a daughter unconditionally, to protect her with his fucking life, was nothing but a complete and total sham. She’d known, walked away even, but perhaps held out hope he’d someday come around, to see she was worth being proud of. But no. That confrontation in his office had proved it. And so she’d cried for what was never going to happen. What would never be. She wanted a family, people who truly cared and loved her. Valued her. Honored her.

      T and I would give her that. But first, we’d let her cry, let her mourn, for her last shreds of hope for anything with the Carters had surely died. We didn’t say anything, I just stroked her back, kissed the top of her head until she fell asleep in my arms.

      She hadn’t cried again and we hadn’t talked much about what had happened, but when she wasn’t working, she’d holed herself up in Mr. Duke’s old study with her laptop and cell phone. She’d said she was working on getting info about Perry. I wasn’t sure what she was up to exactly, but we let her have her space. She was smart as fuck and we weren’t going to get in her way. She was a part of our life now, but we weren’t experts in her past. In the fucked up ways of her family, of her family’s business.

      Her father hadn’t called or texted. Nothing from her mother either. There’d been no news of her father going to jail. No news at all and so we waited. We’d been careful with her since, gentle hugs, kisses, tender lovemaking. She’d slept with me when we got home from Denver, T last night, but she’d been distracted. We hadn’t wanted to let her out of our sight, so we kept her close. I’d stayed with her at the store the day before helping out—or at least trying to stay out of the way. Today, being Sunday, the store was closed.

      Her sexy promise in the elevator to let us do whatever we wanted would happen. I hadn’t forgotten about it and I was sure T hadn’t either. Sometime soon we’d get her between us, get her riled up so our tiger was back, but not yet. We had all the time in the world.

      I was thankful to Mrs. Duke for putting this fun day together so fast. She’d heard about what had happened and knew Ava needed something amusing, and also to show her that family wasn’t who was blood, but who you chose. And Mrs. Duke—hell, the entire brood—had chosen Ava. She might take my name when we married someday, but she’d be a Duke, too. To them, she already was.

      “I thought my dad had his picture in the dictionary beside the term asshole father, but it’s possible Ava’s dad might bump him from the spot.”

      I glanced down at Kaitlyn beside me as she watched Julia circle the barrels. Her red hair was back in a long braid and she had a hat on her head. She knew what she was doing, had the skill and grace and oneness with her horse that was amazing to watch, but from what I’d been told, she’d never had the desire to compete past high school.

      Kaitlyn was standing on the lowest rail and I was still taller. The pint-sized librarian had a lot of spunk, especially since she’d shacked up with Duke and Jed. She’d walked around thinking the entire Duke family had always hated her because of what her father had done, but they’d all set her straight and she was letting go.

      Just like Ava had to do with her dad.

      “You two are very strong,” I replied finally. “Very brave.”

      She shrugged as we watched Ryan, one of the ranch hands, start his turn. He made it around the first barrel really fast, but took the second too wide and had to pull up in order for his horse not to veer into the water trough. He tipped forward and for a second it seemed as if he’d fly over and land in it.

      Everyone laughed and clapped at the unusual finish. Ryan, good naturedly, grinned as he tipped his hat as if to say top that.

      Duke walked over leading one of the gentler mares. “You’re turn, angel.”

      Kaitlyn pushed her glasses up on her nose. “If I can stay out of the water trough, I’ll call it a success.”

      She gave me a backward glance as she took Duke’s hand. They headed toward Mrs. Duke and Tucker and he gave her a boost up. Her men took to bringing her to the ranch to ride at least once a week. She’d never be a barrel racer, but she could have some fun.

      Everyone clapped and whistled as she cantered around the barrels, slow but steady. Both Duke and Jed were waiting for her when she crossed back out of the ring and all but fell into Jed’s arms, beaming.

      Mrs. Duke, dressed like a cowgirl herself in boots, jeans and a plaid blouse, walked to the center of the ring and I moved to stand next to T. When she put two fingers in her mouth and gave an ear-splitting whistle, everyone went quiet and paid attention. She held up three candy bars. “The winners of the barrel racing are… Jed for the fastest run.” Everyone clapped and he went up and received his prize, offering Mrs. Duke a peck on the cheek in trade. “Ryan for the best performance.” Hooting and hollering followed him to Mrs. Duke and he waved his candy bar in the air as if it were Olympic gold. “And Kaitlyn. If the goal of the event was to have the slowest time, she’d have the Guinness World Record.”

      Blushing, she went up and received her prize and a hug from Mrs. Duke.

      “Steer roping’s up next!” she called and walked toward her husband who was waving a sandwich in the air. I wasn’t sure if he was offering it to her or cheering with it.

      “Our girl competing in this one?” I asked when Tucker came over. Ryan had retrieved the ATV that towed the metal steer and drove it just inside the ring.

      “She is.” Colton grinned, probably remembering the way she’d stunned us the other day with her mad skills. “Ryan and the others have been taking bets on who’ll win. Odds are in her favor over both Jed and Duke.”

      I couldn’t help but laugh at that. From the way she handled the rope before with a cool ease, Ava could definitely hold her own. I had yet to see her do it while riding a horse, but I had no doubt she could pull it off. And I had no doubt I’d get hard as a fucking rock watching.

      “So this is the life she chose.”

      We turned at the voice. I leaned against the rail, arm bent and resting on the top rail. Tucker tipped his hat back and stared at Perry. There was no question the fucker standing ten feet from us was him. I imagined him in a crisp suit like the asshole he’d had watching Ava, instead he wore jeans that clearly had been ironed—perhaps by the snooty Mrs. Rouser—and a white dress shirt. The sleeves were rolled up to look casual, but there was no way he’d blend in. He screamed rich fucker. Especially with the slicked back hair, the bleached teeth shown by the fake smile. Even a stupid-ass gold pinkie ring.

      The idea of Ava with him had my blood boiling, but I didn’t let it show. Every bit of her fire would be smothered out by his power complex. He might be smart enough to take down her father, but there was no fucking way he was going to mess with our girl.

      “Cowpokes and cow patties,” Tucker replied, seemingly calm.

      Perry’s dark gaze raked over the two of us, clearly sizing up the competition. He couldn’t beat us up, tell us to get the fuck away from Ava. That wasn’t going to work. We both had six inches and at least twenty pounds on the guy. Not only did we have backup with a whole slew of Duke boys and ranch hands, but this was our turf. No doubt he realized we could make him disappear.

      “I expected more from her.”

      “To be your trophy wife?” Tucker asked.

      The corner of his mouth tipped up. “She’s more than that.”

      “Right,” I added. “A billion or so.”

      “Based on the property you’ve got here, doesn’t look like you need it.” He glanced around, but while he probably knew the value of the land, he wasn’t all that impressed. I imagined this was the first time he’d stepped off of concrete.

      “Based on that fancy rental car, I’d say you don’t need it either,” I replied, tipping my head toward the luxury sedan parked by all the trucks and SUVs. I took a step closer. “The difference is, we don’t need her cash. We want Ava.”

      “What are you doing here?” Tucker asked. “Kidnap Ava and get her before a judge?”

      “She was so compliant, so under her father’s sway I expected it to be easy to get her to marry me. But she’s changed.”

      I felt pride at that, knowing what I did about our girl, that she was slowly finding herself, finding her place in the world, and I was thankful to have a spot in it.

      “You underestimated her.”

      “It seems so.”

      Ava came around the fence, a coiled rope in her right hand. She’d been ready for the steer roping when we’d all been interrupted. “You’re not here to wish me well, Perry. What do you want?” Before he could reply, she continued. “And if I don’t give it to you, are you going to extort money out of me as well?”

      Perry turned to face her. We were forgotten. Bad move.

      “Extortion?” he asked. “I haven’t extorted anyone.”

      I heard the others come up to the fence behind us, but stayed quiet.

      “Right, extortion only applies to money. I’m just an object you were trying to gain.”

      He shrugged a shoulder. “When you put it that way, it sounds so callous. I prefer wife.”

      Ava arched a pale brow and waited.

      “We’d have been good together.”

      “Our bed would have been a little crowded with you, me and my money.”

      Perry tipped his head toward me and Tucker.

      “Seems you like a crowded bed.”

      While Ava flushed, she held her ground, kept her chin tipped up. She wasn’t ashamed of us of what we shared.

      “Your father’s going to jail,” he told her. “With what the SEC has on him—”

      “That I’m sure you helped them find,” she added.

      He held up his hands in surrender. “It can all go away.”

      “You’re saying you can make the evidence against my dad just disappear? Because why, Perry? Because it’s fake or because you did everything and have pinned it on him?”

      Yeah, she was right on target. His jaw clenched and besides him being a slimy bastard, the look he shot Ava was downright mean.

      “I had no involvement in the sale of Investicorp stock.”

      “Really? Because the meeting you had with the company’s CEO last month at the country club was just a golf game?”

      Everyone was watching the back and forth like a tennis match. Quiet, perhaps even holding their breath, to see what would happen.

      “What do you know of that?”

      She shrugged, fiddled with the rope in her hands. “You have your sources, I have mine. Let’s just say you’re not the only one being watched.”

      Ah, so she’d been a busy girl working her connections.

      “That meeting was nothing. There’s no proof of my connection to the early stock report.”

      “Who said anything about a stock report?” she countered.

      His eyes narrowed. “You won’t be able to catch me. Your father’s going to jail and the company’s going under. Clients are moving elsewhere, as in my coffers. I won’t go hungry. It just would have been so much… better not only seeing Old Man Carter in prison stripes, but his daughter in my bed, too. Rolling around naked with her billions.” He shrugged as if to say win some, lose some. “Have fun with your rodeo fun and games.”

      He turned and started to walk away.

      I was ready to go after the guy, clobber him, dig a fucking ditch and bury him, but Tucker held me back, a hand on my chest.

      Ava took a step forward, then another, slowly following him. She looked pissed, and intent. She dropped the rope, reached down and took a hold with her free hand. With perfect form, she gave the length a twirl, setting it in motion. With a silent flick, she tossed the rope, the lasso falling around Perry in a perfect arc. She pulled so it went snug about his chest and arms when he stopped in surprise, before he could turn about.

      “What the fuck?” he shouted, turned and glared, tried to work the rope off.

      I walked over to her. “Here, let me help with this last part.” I put my hands over hers and gave a hard tug. With a shit-ton of fucking pleasure, I watched as Perry fell to the dirt with a thud, a cloud of dust kicking up. He wiggled about like a fish out of water.

      Oh yeah, that was fucking perfect. We dropped the rope to the ground and I wrapped her up in my hold. It felt good to hold her, to know she was safe. She’d taken care of Perry all by herself. I had no doubt she had enough—or would soon—dirt to get him into prison stripes as much as her father.

      T went over to Perry, tugged on the rope so he had some slack, lowered so his knee was pressed into his back and hog tied him. Perry shouted and cursed the whole time, while our small audience clapped and cheered, whistled and hollered as if we were at a state competition.

      “Dad, give the sheriff a call,” T said, squatting beside Perry, who looked ridiculous, miserable and pissed bent like a pretzel. “Caught ourselves a trespasser. And if Ava finds more to stick to this asshole—sorry, ladies—then I’m sure the SEC will want a piece of him, too.”

      Fuck, it felt good to see that asshole have what was coming. Hogtied. I took off my hat, ran my hand over my hair, settled it back in place. Out of all the people I’d ever wished to fucking hogtie, it was Perry.

      I wasn’t sure if any charges would stick—besides the trespassing on Duke property, but at this point, I didn’t give a shit. Ava had the closure she needed. The fucker wouldn’t get off scot-free. She’d see justice done. At least legal justice. This, with Perry roped like the pig he was, was a different kind of justice. One we were all too happy to witness.

      Even if he went to trial, if we had to sit in the courtroom with him, he’d know what we’d done, how we’d humiliated him. How we’d do it again. Yeah, he wouldn’t bother Ava again, that was for fucking sure. And he wouldn’t underestimate her.

      I gave Ava’s middle a reassuring squeeze as she just stared at Perry. She was calm as could be, thankfully. We’d get the details from her, but they didn’t matter. If there was evidence against him, our girl would find it and hand it over to the authorities. I doubted it cleared her father from getting his hands dirty, but I never expected her to try and clear his name.

      At Tucker’s direction, a few of the ranch hands went over to Perry, picked him up by the elbows and ankles and carried him off. He swore and shouted the whole time and I was very thankful when he was finally out of earshot of the ladies.

      “You okay, sugar?” I asked.

      Ava looked up at me, nodded. “Oh yeah. That felt good. It was worth learning how to toss a rope just for that moment.”

      “Fuck, yes,” Tucker added, coming over and giving her a quick kiss. “You’re my girl.”

      “Sorry, Jed and Duke,” Mrs. Duke said, breaking up the seriousness with a little humor. “I’d say we have a new Duke steer roping champion in the family. Ava’s earned her prize.”

      Everyone cheered and clapped. Duke came over and ruffled Ava’s hair good naturedly. “Well done, sweetheart.”

      Jed gave her a thumbs up, then tucked his hands into the front pockets of his jeans. One of the men beside him said something to him and he laughed.

      “While the candy bar is the perfect reward for the best lasso of the day,” I said loudly, getting everyone to quiet down. My heart was beating frantically and my palms were sweaty. I’d never been so fucking nervous in my life. Or more sure. “Tucker and I have something else for Ava.”

      I let her go, glanced at T who nodded. Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out a velvet jewelry box.

      I heard a gasp, which I assumed came from Julia, when I dropped to one knee. My eyes met Ava’s blue ones, which were clear and bright. We’d found it for her a few weeks ago when she was at the store and we’d been waiting for the right time. Her mouth was slightly open and she had her arms bent, her hands tucked beneath her chin. I had her full attention, thank fuck as I lifted the lid and showed her the ring. It wasn’t big—while she was the fanciest female around, we knew she didn’t want bling—just a simple, wide platinum band with a square cut diamond. “You might have won in steer roping, sugar, but you won our hearts the first time we saw you. I love you. Marry me.”

      Tucker dropped to one knee beside me, reached up and took hold of her wrists, then slid her hands in his. “You lassoed my heart that night in Cassidy’s and I’ve been trying to make you see ever since. You’re our prize, tiger. I love you. Want you. Need you. Marry me, too. Take Colton’s name. Be ours.”

      I heard the wind blow, the whinny of a horse out in the pasture, the blood roaring in my ears. Waited. So did everyone around us, but I paid them no mind.

      “Yes!” she cried and I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. I felt… fuck, relieved. Incredible. Happy. Fucking deliriously happy. This was what I wanted. Ava. As ours.

      By the time I got the ring on her finger, everyone was applauding and had made a tight circle around us. I pulled her down so she was sitting on my bent knee.

      “I love you,” she murmured in my ear, right before she kissed my cheek, cupped my face with her hand.

      I turned my head and kissed her mouth. Home. Fuck, this was home.

      When I lifted my head, Tucker tilted her back so he could kiss her, too.

      “Look up here!” Julia called.

      We turned and looked up at her holding her phone out.

      “Let’s get your picture. You want to save this moment, don’t you? For your personal collection.”

      I glanced at Tucker, then Ava, and we burst out laughing. Yeah, this would fit into our photo file perfectly.
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      While I’d wanted Tucker and Colton to drag me back to the house and have their wicked way with me, we’d had to stay with the family for the picnic. Everyone wanted to see the ring, to celebrate. I’d been a little overwhelmed, a little stunned. They’d surprised me. I knew we’d marry, someday, but god… I loved them and I wanted the whole world to know it.

      The shit with my dad was a big deal, but it wasn’t important. Tucker and Colton were important. I wasn’t going to put my life on hold because my dad would probably go to jail and the company might fold. I’d spent hours with my connections, including Mrs. Houser. Like Tucker had said, she’d always had a stick up her ass. But that didn’t mean she wasn’t a good person, and she knew everything about the business side of my dad’s life. Everything.

      She might not be too thrilled I was marrying two men, but she was even less thrilled about the bad—and illegal—shit happening at the office.

      My dad would go to jail, but so would Perry. He’d underestimated me and that was his ultimate downfall. I had information on him. Not a lot, but enough to give to the SEC, to have them broadening their review of the insider trading.

      God, it had felt so good to take down Perry, to see him in the dirt. And when Tucker had hogtied him, a highlight of my life. I wouldn’t soon forget that. While it was just Perry who’d been all tied up, he represented everything I’d walked away from. I was giving that past a middle finger salute. Being me, being a cowgirl who liked pretty things was enough. Tucker and Colton thought so. I didn’t need the money. I had everything I’d ever wanted standing right in front of me.

      “Happy, sugar?” Colton asked, kissing my neck as Tucker opened the front door of the ranch house.

      I lifted my hand, saw the sparkle of the ring. It was so pretty. Stunning. Simple and I’d be able to wear it even at work.

      I nodded, then turned and wrapped my arms around his neck. His hands went to my butt and he lifted me up so I could put my legs about his waist. He carried me inside as we kissed. I squirmed in his hold, eager for more.

      “Easy, sugar. We’ll get you there. We’ve got all night.”

      I shook my head, knocked his hat off his head. “I want it now,” I breathed.

      I saw his dark eyes, watched them heat. Felt his hands tighten on my butt.

      “You’ve been through a lot. We don’t want to—”

      “I want you to,” I said, cutting him off. “I soooo want you to.”

      Tucker came over stroked his hand over my ponytail. “What do you want, tiger?”

      Both of my men. Right here. With me. Wanting me. Asking me what I wanted.

      “You gave me a ring to show the whole world I’m taken.”

      “Damn straight,” Colton murmured.

      I kissed him again. “Now I want you to take me.”

      Tucker arched a brow, remained quiet.

      “Together.” I blushed and glanced away. Suddenly nervous. “I want to belong to both of you.”

      Tucker took hold of my chin, made me keep his gaze. “Oh, don’t turn into a kitten now. You’re the one who boldly sent us a picture of your well-fucked pussy. Say the words, tiger.”

      “In Denver, I promised you could do anything you want.”

      “We want to take you together,” Colton said. While I was still in his arms, he didn’t even seem bothered by my weight. “I want in that gorgeous ass.”

      “And I want in that perfect pussy,” Tucker said.

      “At the same time,” I added. “Please.”

      “Bed,” Colton said, instead of yes, but I took it for the same thing. He carried me up the steps and to his room. He put me down and his hands went to my shirt. Tucker went around behind me and worked on my pants. My clothes were quickly a pile on the floor.

      “Our girl dressed in just our ring,” Colton commented, eyeing me.

      “Fuck, you’re perfect,” Tucker added, brushing his knuckles gently over one of my nipples.

      “I want to see you, too.” I liked the added level of dominance when they took me fully clothed while I was bare. The idea that they were too eager to do more than just nudge down their pants and boxers was thrilling. But I wanted to touch them, to feel their heat, their skin. To know there was nothing between us. That once they were deep inside me, we’d be connected. I’d be marked, theirs.

      They didn’t hesitate, but shucked their clothes in record time. I took in their amazing bodies. Colton’s dark complexion, the equally dark hair on his chest that narrowed to a thin line to the thatch at the base of his impressive cock. It was so big, I doubted I’d ever get used to seeing it. Pre-cum already slid down the flared crown. His balls hung heavy and large beneath and I remembered how much cum he filled me with. He’d cram me full, then fill me up. Too much that it slipped from me all day long. He’d stop me, reach beneath my dress or skirt and slide his fingers over my pussy. Feeling his cum, knowing he’d put it there. He reveled in my being marked by him.

      Tucker wasn’t any less Neanderthal, loving that I got off on him photographing me. Knowing he loved what he saw, that my body was so… alluring to him that he had to capture it and look at the images later. To show them to me as foreplay.

      “What’s that look, tiger?” he asked, as if reading my thoughts.

      “You like taking pictures of me. Maybe… maybe I want some of you.”

      He gripped the base of his cock and my pussy clenched. He was all hard muscle. Ripped arms, wide shoulders, chiseled abs, thick thighs. And his cock. God, it could be used to make adult toys, and yet it was all mine. I got the real thing. Any way I wanted it.

      “We’ll give you anything you want. Do anything you want.”

      “Even share me?”

      Tucker’s hand stopped moving. “The two of us aren’t enough for you, tiger?”

      I laughed. “You two are all I need,” I countered.

      Colton reached down, pulled his cell from his jeans pocket. Held it out. “Here you go.”

      I took a quick and close-up shot of Tucker’s fist gripping his cock, the pre-cum dripping down and over his fingers. The way the two of them were practically dripping cum for me, I knew they were being patient, but that they wouldn’t be for long.

      I fiddled with the phone settings, placed it on the dresser so it pointed at the bed. “There.”

      “There?” Colton commented as he moved to the bed, dropped down on it, reached out and tugged me down on top of him.

      I glanced toward the phone, pointed at it. “See the red light?”

      “Oh shit, sugar. Are we making our own porn?”

      I glanced down at him, bit my lip and nodded. I felt his cock pulse against my belly, a sticky spurt of pre-cum coating our skin.

      The bed dipped with Tucker’s weight and I felt his kisses down the length of my spine, then on my butt. “The idea of being able to watch us fucking your pussy and ass together for the first time is enough to make me come. I’m going to be able to watch the look on your face when you take two dicks at once.”

      “That’s right,” Colton added, his eyes so dark as to be black. “Let’s get you all warmed up. Turn around and get that pussy up here. I want you sitting on my face.”

      Tucker moved out of the way so I could shift about, straddling Colton’s torso, then backing up. His hands went to my thighs and he helped me into place, then pulled me down.

      “Oh my god,” I moaned as he began to eat me out. He was voracious, as if he’d never tasted me before. He found my entrance, fucked into me as far as his tongue would go, then moved up my slit to flick my clit.

      I went from aroused to insane from one soft slide of his tongue to the next. His dick stood straight up right beneath my chin and I took him into my mouth.

      His hips bucked at the immediate suction I applied. He growled and I felt the vibrations all along my pussy.

      “Two men, two dicks, tiger,” Tucker reminded me. I lifted my head and there was his cock. I flicked my tongue out, slicked off the drop of pre-cum, then took him in. Sucked. Swirled my tongue.

      I alternated between the two dicks as best as I could, but Colton’s mouth was ruthless.

      “That’s it, give the camera a good show. Be a good little cock sucker for your men,” Tucker said. His dirty words only amped up my need.

      I dove at his dick, used one hand for balance on the bed, the other to grip him and slide up and down. There was no way I could take all of him, so I hoped this would feel like I could.

      Colton slipped a finger into my pussy and curled. The instant touch on my g-spot and I came, moaning around Tucker’s dick. I writhed and bucked, whimpered and shook, but Colton kept me in place and Tucker’s fingers tangled in my hair.

      I pulled back and caught my breath as Tucker pulled me up and off of Colton and into his arms.

      “I could eat your pussy all day, sugar,” Colton said. I looked over my shoulder and watched as he wiped his glistening mouth with the back of his hand. He grinned, clearly pleased with his abilities to make me come. With just the ruthless skill of his tongue. “So sweet. Fuck, you’re so wet.”

      I straddled his lap and his dick was pressed between us. He kissed me, deep and long as I felt Colton moving about. Tucker cupped my breast, played with my nipple, and then I was falling.

      He turned us so he fell on the bed with me still straddling him. “Climb on, tiger. Take my dick for a ride. Colton will get your ass ready and then we’ll both get in you.”

      I glanced over at Colton who stood beside the bed with a bottle of lube in his hand. I hadn’t even heard him open the lid or pour some onto his dick. It was slick as he stroked it. Grinning, he tipped his chin up.

      “I like to watch, remember? Take Tucker’s dick and make it disappear. Show me… and the camera.”

      I flicked my gaze to the phone, knew it was recording all this. Every dirty, naughty second.

      Then I gave all my attention to Tucker as I shifted so his cock was at my entrance. With my hands on his chest, I lowered myself down. I was so wet, so swollen and eager for dick because of Colton’s wicked mouth. He opened me up so wide and I moaned. Every inch of him stretched me, stroked over the eager spots inside me. I was so sensitive from Colton that when my clit rubbed against Tucker’s lower belly, I had to lift up. And drop down. I wanted to come again. Now. I was frantic for it because being filled and coming was so different than just Colton’s mouth. Bigger. Deeper. Harder.

      I rocked and shifted, fucked myself and got lost in the feelings of it. Tucker’s hands gripped my hips, helped me move. Colton moved behind me, his hand going to the base of my spine as a finger brushed over my back entrance.

      Instantly, I clenched down, making Tucker groan.

      Colton dribbled lube over his finger and the furled ring. Carefully, he pressed and worked it in. I was used to the invasion now after the plugs. The electric feel of this kind of penetration was intense, especially so with Tucker in me. I gasped when Colton’s finger slipped inside. It was so tight and I felt so full. It burned, but I was so hot, so eager for it, to come, too, that I liked it.

      “More,” I said, glancing at Colton over my shoulder.

      He was watching his finger, but he looked to me, studied me as if to ensure I really was ready.

      “Please,” I added, then intentionally clenched.

      “Shit, Colton. Get in her before I blow,” Tucker growled.

      Colton grinned, then moved into position. “Okay, sugar. Lean forward. Like that, all the way on top of T. Good girl.”

      I settled on Tucker and he kissed my brow. I breathed in his scent at the crook of his neck as I felt Colton’s finger slip free. He didn’t wait and the hard, wide head of his cock pressed against me.

      “Breathe now. Relax and let me in.”

      I took a deep breath—I hadn’t even realized I’d been holding it—and let it out. Tucker held himself still as he stroked my back, my sides as he kissed my face.

      I was lost in him, in them as Colton pressed forward, then back, slowly and carefully breaching me. All at once, I felt a silent pop and the huge crown of his dick slipped in me.

      I moaned, panted and my fingers gripped Tucker’s shoulders. “Oh god,” I moaned, feeling them both in me for the first time.

      They were ridiculously big, huge feeling. Tight. Intense. Overwhelming.

      “Such a good girl, letting her men get in her,” Tucker whispered in my ear. “You’re so tight, tiger. Ready for us to move, to get Colton in all the way?”

      I nodded against his shoulder.

      I felt a cool drizzle of more lube and then Colton began to move. In, then back, then in again a little farther. Little sounds escaped my lips as I shifted my hips to help him. I felt his thighs pressing against my butt and I knew he was in all the way.

      Two dicks inside me. Colton and Tucker taking me. Making me theirs.

      “You belong to us, tiger.”

      I lifted my chin, looked at Tucker, who’s blue eyes were a stormy gray. Sweat beaded his temple and his skin was flushed. Tendons in his neck were taut. He was holding back, waiting. Just like he always had, waiting until I was ready for them.

      “That ring,” Colton began. “It shows the world you belong to us. But this, our dicks fucking you at the same time, proves we’re forever. There’s no going back now, sugar.”

      I shook my head. “No going back. Please. I need more. Holding still is making me crazy.”

      Tucker grinned. “You want your men to fuck you?”

      “Yes,” I moaned.

      Colton pulled back until just the head of his dick was inside me, then thrust deep once again. Then Tucker moved, shifting his hips so he retreated. Somehow, they got a rhythm going, alternating who was deep inside me. I couldn’t’ move, couldn’t even wiggle my hips. Being impaled on two monster cocks kept me from doing anything but feeling.

      “I’m going to come!” I cried out, completely swamped with sensation. The plug had been fun, being fucked with it in me had been dirty and wild. Intense and it had felt so good. But this was even more. All that length, all that big dick inside me pushed me over.

      I groaned as I came, the feel like a hot rolling pleasure, my clit throbbing, my inner muscles squeezing and clenching, wanting more. Wanting deeper. Wanting everything.

      Our ragged breathing cut through the quiet of the room, the wet sounds of flesh hitting flesh. Tucker’s growls. Colton’s guttural groan of pleasure as he held himself deep and filled me up. Tucker following with a rush of hot cum in me. Crammed so full, it didn’t take long for it to start to seep out, to make us a filthy, sweaty, sticky mess.

      But I wouldn’t have it any other way. I loved it rough and wild. I loved them.

      I needed this, needed everything they would give me. And the bag of frozen peas, later.

      Colton carefully pulled from me and climbed from the bed. He headed to the bathroom and I heard the water turn on. Tucker kissed me as he remained inside me, held me and stroked my back, the curve of my bottom.

      Colton returned, grabbed his phone and fiddled with it. With my head on Tucker’s chest, I saw his grin, then the way he got hard again as he watched something on the screen. “Shit, sugar. This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” He looked to me, saw me still sprawled on Tucker, the way I still had him inside me. “Don’t move.”

      Like I had any bones left to do so. He moved behind me and I knew he was getting another photo, this time of my legs spread wide, Tucker’s cock in me, my bottom probably red and cum-coated.

      “We’re really kinky, aren’t we?” I asked, not caring, but wanted to see if they did.

      Tucker nudged my head up so my chin was on his chest and we were looking at each other. “You want us to delete everything? Say the word and it’s all gone.”

      “Is that what you want, sugar?” Colton added, sitting on the edge of the bed. “You’re the one who sent the first picture, so I think this makes you hot.”

      “It does. It’s totally pervy and it makes me feel… attractive. That you want to see such naughty pictures of me. Of us. It makes me feel wanted, like we share something together. Intimate and secret.”

      “You’re so gorgeous. Like right now,” Colton said. “Like this, all fucked and relaxed. See how hard I am? Looking at those pictures is going to get you nothing but dick, sugar.”

      “All the time,” Tucker added.

      “Promise?” I asked.

      Tucker grinned, lifted my hand and kissed the ring on my finger. “Forever.”

      Colton lifted me up, pulled me onto his lap, completely unconcerned that cum was getting all over him. “Promise. And forever. You’re ours. Every filthy, flirty, feisty inch of you.”

      He tossed me over his shoulder and carried me into the bathroom for a shower. When I wiggled, he spanked my ass.

      Yeah, this was exactly what I wanted. Every filthy, feisty inch of them. Both of them.
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        Ready for more Grade-A Beefcake?

        Read Tri-Tip now!

      

      

      
        
        It's been ten years since Parker Drew and Gus Duke have seen each other, but it's like no time has passed. They were hot and heavy back then and the spark's still there now. But they're no longer fumbling kids and they know what they want... what they need. For Parker, that's giving up control to more than one guy.

      

        

      
        Gus is more than willing to deliver because he wants to share a woman with Kemp and Poe. One look and he knows that's Parker. All three big cowboys are going to give her everything she ever imagined... times three. Oh, she'll get so much more than just the tip.

      

        

      
        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 Tri-Tip 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 Ava, Tucker and Colton. 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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