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      JULIA

      

      My brothers had each found their “The One”. Even my cousin Porter. It had happened fast for them. Bam, hit by a Mack truck of love. They were all pussy-whipped and happy about it.

      It was hard to watch because I wanted what they had. A guy who was ridiculously possessive, attentive, protective. Loving. Devoted. All the adjectives a woman wanted in a man.

      Their hot and heavy affection made me even more depressed. Made Friday dinners even harder to swallow. Clearly, a relationship wasn’t for me. Love existed, but for everyone else.

      I was doomed to being the spinster who had six cats and even more vibrators.

      I’d been in such a funk about relationships, I didn’t see one when it arrived on the doorstep. It even rang the doorbell for me. As for fast? I should have used a stopwatch on how long it took me to fall in love. One weekend and a story could be written about it.

      The Duke boys were nicknamed for cuts of meat. Sir Loin of Beef. T-Bone. Tri-Tip. Porterhouse. We were a ranching family after all. And me? I was known as Skirt Steak. I didn’t think much of it until Cash and Bennett, because they told me—and showed me—how much they liked my pink center, said it was juicy and lick-their-lips good.

      I was going to take their word for it. Every single time they made me come.
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      JULIA

      

      “Dildos weren’t what I had in mind for party favors,” Kaitlyn said as she held a neon green one in her hand. She pushed her glasses up her nose and frowned at it.

      I paused as I pulled one from the brown shipping box. I’d ordered them online for the party. “You haven’t seen one up close before?”

      I wasn’t into using lots of toys with a guy, but I did have a vibrator in my bedside drawer for sex dry spells… like now.

      She blushed and looked at me across her kitchen table. A sly grin spread across her face as she waved the toy back and forth, the tip of it swaying. “With two men with big dicks, who needs this?”

      I closed my eyes and groaned. “Ugh, I hate when you guys talk about my brothers’ dicks.” And a pang of loneliness was buried beneath the horrible mental picture of my brothers, naked. I didn’t have a guy warming my bed, or my heart, and I wasn’t holding out hope for finding one. Not after what happened with Frank Marsden, not that I was telling anyone, least of all Kaitlyn or the others. He lived in town and Raines was really small. I’d been miserable enough after our so-called relationship to become a road warrior for work, taking jobs all over to keep me out of town until I felt like my self-confidence wasn’t in the toilet. Until Frank hopefully moved on.

      Kaitlyn didn’t apologize, and why should she? It wasn’t her fault she was in a solid—and sexy—relationship with my oldest brother, Duke, and also with Jed Cassidy, who owned a bar on Main Street. She laughed and set the dildo back on the table. “It’s only me around right now. Just wait until Ava and Parker get here.”

      The other two women were in relationships with my other brothers. Parker was hot and heavy with Gus, along with his two colleagues Kemp and Poe. Ava was engaged to my middle brother, Tucker, and also Colton Ridge. Yeah, two guys for Ava and three for Parker. Tonight was Ava’s bachelorette party which Kaitlyn was hosting, although I was the organizer. That was why I was at her house early, getting things set up.

      “Don’t forget Jill. Porter’s my cousin, and hearing about his dick isn’t all that fun either,” I grumbled. I was happy for all four of them, but I really didn’t like to hear all the details of their sex lives, especially when mine only involved either my hand or my vibrator.

      “Then you shouldn’t have bought dildos,” Kaitlyn countered, grabbing a favor bag, opening it up and sitting it upright beside the others on the table to be filled.

      “Oh please, ditching the dildos isn’t going to keep everyone from talking hot men, or ogling the ones I have showing up.”

      “So it’s okay for you to call your brothers—and cousin—hot, but not mention their dicks,” she countered. She was an only child, so she had no idea what it was like with three older brothers. Three bossy older brothers.

      It wasn’t like I was going to tell any of them about my sex life… and after Frank, I figured sex wasn’t happening. Ever. I wasn’t looking for a guy. In fact, I’d had to hide from one at the grocery store. Of course, with Raines being so small, I had to see Frank standing with some woman in front of the apples in the produce section. I’d had to steer my cart around the deli counter and hide in the pasta section until I was sure he was gone.

      Sure, a guy would be nice. To have what Kaitlyn had with Duke and Jed was something I’d always wanted. But now, since I was a considered a “frigid bitch”, it probably wasn’t going to happen. I sighed, knowing Frank the Asshole, was long over me, and yet still lingering in among the fruit and my low self-esteem. Most likely hooked up with the woman who knew what she was doing, could give blow jobs that didn’t put him to sleep. Hell, who wasn’t “broken”.

      Guys wanted sex—good sex—and since I was bad at it, who would want to keep me? I had a feeling one of the dildo favors was going to be my late night BFF.

      “Julia,” Kaitlyn said, waving her hand a few feet in front of me.

      I blinked, smiled, then lied. “Sorry, I was blocking out visions of my hot brothers.” I picked up the dildo, gripped it like it was a cucumber. “These are just for fun, and just for the ladies.”

      “Don’t forget the strippers.” Kaitlyn waggled her eyebrows and grinned. “You’re so much better at this stuff than I am. If I’d planned it, we’d be having a quilting bee instead of hot guys giving us a show and fun favors.”

      “You’re not as tame as you think,” I replied, tucking my hair behind my ear. “I mean, you’ve got two guys. And, you went to the all-male revue at Cassidy’s that one night.” Since I worked in marketing, Jed had asked me to help with ways to grow his business. A strip show was just one idea I’d had. The ladies’ night had been a huge hit. For Ava’s party tonight, I asked the same company to send two strippers. If they were anything like the guys back in the fall, they were going to be H. O. T. My brothers—and cousin—would thank me later because Kaitlyn, Ava, Parker and Jill would all be horny and ready for a hot night.

      I mentally sighed, reminding myself to get more batteries for my vibrator. With no man—or men—in my life, it was going to need them.

      “I was brought on stage. God, in front of sooo many people,” she added, looking away with lingering embarrassment.

      “With Duke and Jed. They wouldn’t let the strippers get near you,” I reminded her, although I doubted she could forget since it was when the three of them first met. It had been like lightning had struck.

      “Tonight, it’s going to be different. A show right here in my living room.” She groaned. “If the guys find out strippers were swinging their dicks around in circles in the great room, they’ll be furious.”

      “I’m not going to tell them.” I rolled my eyes, not afraid of any of the Duke boys. “Besides, this is just a job for them. They’re professionals.”

      She held up her hands in surrender. “Fine, fine. If they get mad, it doesn’t really matter. I like being spanked anyway.”

      I wasn’t sure if I should laugh or cover my ears.

      “Well, at least your mom’s not coming,” she continued. “I couldn’t watch strippers with her. Or know she was taking home a dildo.”

      I did laugh, then covered my mouth with my hand. I was close with my mom, but not that close.

      She pointed to the table covered in favor items, bags and tissue paper. “If you’re okay here, I’m going to go take a shower.”

      “No problem. I’ll just finish with these bags.”

      It wasn’t even two minutes later when the doorbell rang. I looked at the clock on the microwave and realized it must be the strippers. They were early, but it didn’t matter. Better than being late. When I opened the door, I froze. Gulped, hoped I didn’t have drool on my chin. Holy hell, they were even hotter than the ones from the revue at Cassidy’s.

      Two, big, brawny guys stood before me. For age, I guessed early thirties. One was probably six foot, the other a few inches over. One dark, the other fair. The dark haired one—the guy on the right—had a close-cropped beard. Brown eyes. The blond’s were fair. Their gazes roved over me from the top of my—most likely—wild red hair to my sock clad feet. They took their time in doing it, and I felt as if they didn’t miss a single inch. Suddenly, I was hot all over and my nipples went hard.

      If they were going to stare, then so was I. I catalogued the taut white t-shirt and flannel on Mr. Brown Eyes, the snug, long sleeved Henley on Blondie, the perfect fit of their well-worn jeans in all the right places. Oh, they definitely had what a stripper needed inside those pants if the substantial bulges were any indication. In fact, was that Blondie’s dick going down the inside of his thigh?

      Rugged, virile, intense, dark. Brooding. Well-hung. These two weren’t cowboys. No snap shirts or Stetsons in sight.

      “Hi, guys, you’re here early,” I said after clearing my throat. Suddenly, my mouth was very dry. Other parts of me… not so much, and I rubbed my thighs together. If girls got hard-ons, I’d have one.

      “I’m Cash,” Mr. Tall, Dark and Handsome said, tipping his head. “And this is Bennett.” God, his voice was deep and… hot. I had a feeling if he whispered the dictionary in my ear he could get me to come.

      Ava was going to reconsider marrying my brother and Jed after getting a look at these two. A flare of jealousy made me pause and realize I was an idiot. They were strippers here for work, not to be dragged to the altar. I wasn’t the first woman who’d ogled them, and I wouldn’t be the last.

      “I’m Julia. I’m the one who arranged for you to come. I hope you like performing for bachelorette parties. All the ladies are due in about an hour for your little show, so you can hang out with me until then.”

      Bennett narrowed his eyes and studied me again, making me very self-conscious. They weren’t trying to date me, just work a job. I exhaled, realizing I was being ridiculous. “Little show?” he asked.

      I bit my lip and understood I’d pricked his vanity. How, I wasn’t exactly sure because there was no way women weren’t tossing their panties at them wherever they went. Even fully clothed. Their self-confidence must be through the roof.

      “Yeah, sorry about that.” I glanced down at my green socks, then back at them. “I didn’t mean to make light of your job. Entertaining horny women can’t be easy, especially when you’re practically naked. I couldn’t be a stripper.”

      They glanced down at my body, as if assessing me for the role.

      “Why not? I’d like to see you take it all off,” Bennett replied.

      I gave a little huff of a laugh. I wasn’t supermodel skinny, nor had centerfold boobs like Ava, and I had fiery red hair that had a mind of its own. “I’ve got no moves.” No moves at all, per Frank.

      I stepped back so they could come in.

      “You mentioned entertaining horny women. Are you horny?” Cash asked, taking a step toward me, making me tip my chin up to meet his eyes. Instantly, I wondered how that beard would feel against my inner thighs. Down, girl!

      He was just flirting, a professional stripper. Flirting was part of the job. It definitely brought in more tips. But that was all it was. Sexy banter. They weren’t serious about me.

      “What woman wouldn’t be, looking at you two?” I responded, tilting my head to see Bennett, too. It was easy to flirt with guys who weren’t actually interested. It was… practice flirting.

      A slow grin spread across Bennett’s face. “I’m not interested in all women, just you.”

      Oh. If looks could kill, I’d be dead… from orgasms. And my panties were definitely ruined now.

      “Well, um… sure. Guys aren’t the only ones who think about sex all the time. Good thing I’ve got dildos for party favors. It’s like the real thing, without all the complaints. Come on, you can help me finish with the bags.”

      They didn’t say anything, just stared at me wide-eyed, then looked at each other for a moment.

      “Do you have costumes or props or anything you need to bring in?” I tried to look past them and out the door, but they were so big they blocked the view of the street.

      “No,” Cash said.

      I nodded once. “Right. You’re probably already wearing those little banana hammocks. That little scrap of stretchy fabric is all the costume you need, right?” Pointing toward the front of their jeans, I circled my finger about.

      When they stared at me as if I sprouted a second head, I thought about what I’d said. “God, sorry.” I put my hand over my eyes for a moment in shame, shook my head. “Not little. I mean, sure, a G-string isn’t all that much material, but I’m sure you’re both very big.” I waved my finger around in a circle, then pointed in the direction of their dicks. “I didn’t mean to insult you… um, there.”

      Cash grinned and I realized I sounded like a lunatic. No wonder I didn’t have a boyfriend. “Right, I’ll shut up now. Come on in.”

      I heard the door close and they followed me through Kaitlyn’s house to the kitchen.

      When I looked over my shoulder at them, I caught Tall, Dark and Handsome checking out my ass.

      I blushed and stood in front of the favor bags again, not exactly sure how to entertain them. “I, um, just need to finish these up.” I reached into the box and pulled out two dildos. “Here.” I handed one to each of them. When Blondie’s eyebrows went up practically under his hair, I laughed. “They’re for the favor bags each guest gets to take home. I figured after your show, we might want to use one later. So, each bag gets a dildo and the other favors. They’re all lined up there to make it easy to fill.” I pointed to the other side of the table. “One in each.”

      They studied the dildos in their hands. “Why do you need one of these? I’m sure your boyfriend knows what he’s doing,” Cash said.

      I grabbed a bag and went around to the other favor items. I dropped a little lavender scented soap into the bag, then a bath bomb. “No boyfriend,” I replied.

      “You said something about complaints. If you don’t like using a dildo, there are other toys.”

      I looked up at Bennett’s comment, then grabbed a steamy paperback from the pile, dropped it in the bag. I thought of Frank, of what he’d said to me. The asshole who’d hijacked my produce department. “The dildo’s great,” I finally answered, grabbing a dildo from the box to finish filling the favor bag. “It doesn’t complain when it’s fucking me.”

      I bit my lip, realized I said too much. Strippers or not, they were strangers, and they didn’t need to know this stuff. Taking a deep breath, I pasted on a smile. “I never offered you a drink. Can I get you something?”

      They were staring at me. Again. Still. This time, their eyes were narrowed, jaws clenched. Bennett still held the neon green dildo and was practically strangling it.

      “Who complains when fucking you? What’s his name?” he asked.

      The front door slammed shut before I could say more. “Hello!”

      Ava. Thank god.

      “In here,” I called and the men put the dildos on the table. Ava breezed in, all smiles and perfect, Miss America hair. I hated that she looked so good all the time. I’d never seen her without at least mascara and lip gloss. She lived on a ranch in Montana, not Park Avenue, and I wanted to hate her for being so flipping perfect. But, I couldn’t.

      With her in the room, I looked like a hot mess. My red hair was wild and always unruly. I didn’t have on any makeup, and I was in a t-shirt and jeans.

      “Guys, this is Ava—”

      “Bennett!” Ava said, giving him a hug as if they knew each other. “Cash, it’s been a while,” she added when she turned to Mr. Dark and Deadly.

      I frowned. What the hell?

      The intense looks they’d been giving me fell away and they smiled at Ava.

      “Any more problems with that four wheeler?” Cash asked her.

      She shook her head, her styled curls sliding across her shoulders. “Nope, the new carburetor did the trick.”

      Carburetor? Since when did she know about engine parts? She ran the Seed and Feed, but still. And why was she asking these two? I posed the obvious question. “You guys know each other?”

      Ava stepped out of Bennett’s hug, but put her hand on his arm. “Of course. Cash owns the auto shop on Main with his uncle. He’s the one who towed your truck this morning.”

      My mouth fell open as I looked to him. He grinned at me and winked.

      I’d been helping Gus, Kemp and Poe—who ran a vet clinic together—with a business web site and, when done, I went out to my truck parked in front of their office to discover it wouldn’t start. Instead of meeting my mom for lunch and manicures, she’d picked me up and then later dropped me off here at Kaitlyn’s. Since I’d been busy, Gus had said he’d take care of getting my truck to the mechanic. I knew it had been to Carter’s Auto Repair, but I didn’t know the person behind the name was gorgeous, sex on a stick with a beard. Cash, Mr. Mechanic. God, it was a perfect stripper name.

      “And Colton’s on the wait list for one of Bennett’s custom bikes.”

      Towed trucks… Custom bike… Carburetors…

      “I thought… I thought—” I sputtered, looked at the men. Holy shit. Yeah, they knew exactly what I thought.

      Bennett ran a hand over the back of his neck and offered me a wicked smile.

      These two hotties weren’t strippers at all.
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      CASH

      

      I learned a few things about Julia Duke in the short time we spent with her in her brother’s kitchen. First, she was hot as fuck. Second, she could blush almost as red as her hair. Third, she was sassy, flirty and a tiny bit filthy. All of which made me rock hard, which was pretty fucking bad since I was sitting in Cassidy’s bar with her brothers and a few other guys who’d beat the shit out of me if they knew. I had to straighten my legs out beneath the table to get comfortable. When I bumped legs with Bennett who was across from me, I knew he had the same issue.

      We’d shared women before—our friendship went back all the way to high school auto shop class—but I had a feeling every one of them was just preparation for Julia. Ten minutes with her and I wanted her. For good. And just thinking those two words, for good, should have me panicking, but it didn’t. The opposite, in fact. I bit my lip to stifle the smile. It was as if I’d been hit by a fucking Cupid arrow.

      No matter what sappy crap I was thinking, I was shit for her. My past was a mess—a huge fucking understatement—and I wouldn’t blame her for steering clear. I’d been exonerated of the charges, but still. Once accused of being a rapist, always a rapist. Julia would learn of it and run far, far away. The fact these men weren’t driving me to the county line proved they didn’t know either.

      “When’s the party done again?” Jed asked, dropping down into an empty chair at our big table, breaking me from my thoughts.

      We’d slid two side by side to fit all of us—me, Bennett, Liam, Tucker, Colton, Poe and Porter. The bar was Jed’s and he’d been working, helping the bartender keep up with orders, but was taking a break. He looked at his watch, then waved a waiter over who took away some of the empty plates from our dinner. “Thanks, Mark.”

      It was Friday night and people were out enjoying themselves. The jukebox was pumping out a mix of classic rock and country and the scent of burgers and beer filled the air.

      “Ten,” Colton replied. He looked eager for it to be over so he could go over there, toss Ava over his shoulder and drag her back to the ranch. A few minutes with Julia and I had my own caveman thoughts. I wanted her all for myself. Myself and Bennett. We’d get her between us, get her naked and mark her up. Beard burn on her inner thighs, little nibble marks on the bottom swell of her full tits. Puffy pussy lips from being fucked hard and long. Cum coating her, inside and out. There would be no question she belonged to us.

      “Not too rowdy for a bachelorette party,” Jed added, taking a sip of his iced tea. The former rodeo champ seemed relaxed and enjoying his retirement from the sport, or his new life with the sweet town librarian and Duke. “We should be thankful they didn’t want to go to Vegas. They can’t go too wild at our house.”

      I looked to Bennett. The corner of his mouth tipped up, but he didn’t say anything. While they knew we’d stopped by to introduce ourselves to Julia—so we didn’t freak her out being driven home by strangers—neither of us shared what we knew about the party. Julia might have been a tiny thing, but I didn’t want to be on her shit list. I really wanted her to like me, and I knew her threat hadn’t been an empty one.

      We also didn’t share the dirty thoughts we had about her. For the guys around the table, she was either sister, cousin, or future sister-in-law. Sharing how we wanted to double team her wasn’t the way to survive the night.

      It was obvious none of the guys knew about the strippers. I didn’t know these guys all that well, but I did know them to be possessive fuckers. I doubted any of them worried their woman would stray, but having them get lap dances from guys in nut huggers might cross the line. I had to wonder if the ladies would keep the strippers a secret; I knew they’d spill about the unique party favors.

      And that brought about the vision of Julia Duke holding a dildo. I hid my own smile behind a sip of beer and thought of those ten minutes in Duke and Jed’s kitchen with her.

      “Why do you look like you’re having a heart attack?” Ava had asked Julia after she’d introduced us.

      We’d been sort-of helping Julia fill the favor bags, but I hadn’t gotten far. The only filling I wanted to do with a dick—real or fake—was put it in Julia’s pussy.

      “Oh shit,” Julia replied, looking anywhere in the room but at me or Bennett, then turned so her back was to us. She was blatantly embarrassed, but I thought it funny. “I… I thought they were the strippers.”

      Yeah, she had. I’d caught on pretty fast and when I’d glanced at Bennett, he had, too. Instead of correcting her, I’d enjoyed every bit of our conversation. Julia wasn’t shy or prudish. Not the way she’d talked about dick size and stripper moves. Still, she was also a touch wary. I hadn’t been able to pinpoint it exactly, but she seemed a little jaded with guys. Like she’d maybe been burned. I knew she was single, and she looked to be in her late twenties. No woman made it that long and not married without having her heart broken a time or two. She was intriguing and I wanted to learn more. So much more. Like what she looked like when she woke up next to me in the morning, what she sounded like when she came. The way she screamed my name.

      Ava stared at her for a second, wide-eyed, then burst out laughing. “Those two?” She waved her hand between me and Bennett. “God, Julia, what did you say to them?”

      I could see Julia’s profile, her cheeks a bright pink. She put her hands up to her face, realized she was still holding a dildo, then tossed it on the table. She covered her face and mumbled. I could barely make out the words banana hammock and gyrating hips.

      Ava glanced our way and I offered her a wink to let her know we found it amusing. Flattering even, in a backwards sort of way, to be mistaken for a stripper. The way Bennett just stood there and grinned, he didn’t seem to mind either.

      We had some moves we could show her. In private.

      All at once, Julia’s spine stiffened and she spun about, walked over to me and poked me in the chest. “Why didn’t you say something?”

      I raised my hands in surrender and tried not to smile, but she was almost a foot shorter and a tiny thing, at least compared to me. I couldn’t miss the way her body filled out her jeans and that her full breasts weren’t hidden beneath her trim t-shirt. I wasn’t in much physical danger, but she did have a hell of a lot of wrath. Oh, if that could be channeled into other things… fuck, was she passionate.

      “And miss out on all the fun?” I asked. “Don’t you want to see if my nut huggers are neon yellow or blue?”

      Steam would have come from her ears if it were possible. The look on her face had me wondering if she might knee me in the balls, so I shifted my stance slightly just in case. I’d never seen eyes so green before and I was mesmerized.

      “Angel, don’t be mad,” Bennett said, his voice calm. “Maybe we can start over. I’m Bennett and this idiot is Cash. He’s got your truck at his shop.”

      “That’s right,” I added. “I didn’t have your number to give you an update personally, so I called Gus, told him it’s not fixed yet.”

      I knew Gus and his two colleagues, Kemp and Poe, from a summer softball league. He’d let me know her truck was in front of the vet office, told me he thought it might have a dead battery, although Kemp and Poe had told him otherwise. Since Poe tried to jump it and it still didn’t start, I doubted the battery problem. Either way, Gus asked if I’d tow and fix it.

      I’d taken a peek when it arrived and saw it was a cracked distributor cap. It wasn’t a big issue, but the truck wouldn’t run without a new one.

      “I didn’t have your contact info. Since Gus was headed out of town and I have your ride, I told him I’d make sure you got home all right after the party,” I told her.

      “We,” Bennett corrected. The way he was looking at her, he didn’t want to be left out.

      I tipped my head toward him, nodded. “We just stopped by to introduce ourselves, let you know we’d be by to get you at ten.”

      Julia glanced at Ava, who added, “Cash is Cash Carter of Carter’s Auto. He moved here to help out his uncle and take over the shop.” She looked me up and down as if taking inventory. “While he’s pretty hot, I don’t think he has the moves for a stripper.”

      Those green eyes of Julia’s stayed narrowed, but she wasn’t quite as pissed. Thankfully Ava vouched for me. Us.

      “Thanks,” I said to Ava. “Survived my first winter in Montana.” After Miami, a Raines winter was fucking freezing, but life was quiet and no one knew about my shit background. Business was good at the shop, and now, a woman just came into my life. I shouldn’t be thinking that, but it wasn’t my brain doing the thinking right now.

      “I followed Cash out here from Florida,” Bennett said. “As Ava said, I do custom motorcycles.”

      “All the guys are going to hang at Cassidy’s while we have our fun,” she told the red-haired vixen. “Ooh, are those dildos?”

      Julia ignored Ava, whose interest shifted to the party favors, narrowed her eyes and looked between me and Bennett. Poked me in the chest once more, just for the hell of it. And that made my dick throb in my jeans. I wanted to reach down, shift myself to be more comfortable, but that wasn’t a good idea.

      “You say one word about what the plans are for this party to any of my brothers, or any of the guys, you’re a dead man. I’m small, but I can rope the shit out of a calf and I know where all the good burial spots are on the ranch.”

      That sexy-as-fuck warning had been hours ago. Sitting here at Cassidy’s, I was still hard just thinking about that smooth-as-silk voice talking about rope and getting tied up. That went along with the tight little body and no-holds-barred attitude and I was hooked.

      I wanted some of that. Not some, I wanted a whole hell of a lot of Julia Duke. All of her. Every delectable inch. It wasn’t the best idea to get involved with her, or any woman for that matter, but again, my dick seemed to be doing the thinking where she was concerned.

      Still, Bennett and I were picking her up and taking her home. It had been courtesy, at first, to help out Gus’s sister. Now, it was imperative. Oh, I wanted to feel those soft curves beneath my work-worn palms. She’d feel like satin, every hot inch of her. I considered Ava pretty with her intentional good looks. But high maintenance to me meant getting a car serviced every three thousand miles. I liked a woman who was natural, and it seemed with lots of wild red hair.

      I’d never imagined a woman with a sharp tongue could light my fire, but shit, Julia Duke. I had to wonder if that gorgeous hair also capped her pussy. Did she shave herself bare down there or leave a little fire to go with all that heat?

      “They didn’t say anything about your bachelor party last week,” Jed said to Tucker, bringing me back from my thoughts.

      Tucker reached over and slapped him on the shoulder. “That’s because it was a bunch of guys camping in the woods, fishing for dinner. Unless we were into fucking the wildlife, it wasn’t going to get too crazy. The women didn’t care.”

      I’d heard about their weekend and I had to agree. It sounded like the women were wilder than the guys.

      “You might want to ask after the party favors,” Bennett said. When everyone looked his way, he added, “Let’s just say I hope you don’t have dick issues.”

      The guys left pretty fast after that. Knowing their women pretty well, they could infer quite a bit from Bennett’s words. As we walked to Bennett’s truck parked down the street, he said, “It’s been a while since we’ve both wanted the same woman.”

      “This is different. She’s different,” I added.

      “Fuck, yeah, she is.” He was looking down the street, but most likely seeing Julia Duke.

      I ran my hand over the back of my neck. “She’ll find out.”

      Bennett stopped, turned to face me. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”

      He’d said the same thing to me a million times. It was moments like this, especially now, where his words didn’t matter. It was what was on paper, online, the police reports, my time in jail as I awaited arraignment. Julia Duke was too good for me.

      “I want her. If she goes running, at least she’ll end up in your arms.”

      Getting a woman off was a gift. When it was two guys doing it, it only made it better for her. Double the hands, the mouths, the dicks. There was more to what I felt for Julia Duke than just seeing to her orgasms. Two men taking care of her ensured she’d always be safe. Protected. Cherished. I could clearly see why all the Duke guys claimed a woman with another.

      In a backwards sort of way, it was the gentlemanly thing to do.

      I was far from a gentleman, but I still wanted her. Still wanted to get my hands on her and get her all filthy, and she’d love every second of it.

      I wanted to wake Julia up every morning with my head between her thighs getting her off. Or until she learned the truth of my past and kicked me out of her bed.
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      JULIA

      

      Be still my heart. When I walked out of Kaitlyn’s house, I stopped short at the sight of Cash and Bennett, both leaning against a big SUV in the driveway. It was dark, but the exterior lighting illuminated them well. Tall, broad, manly. My ovaries no doubt couldn’t help but pop out an egg or two at their blatant virility.

      It didn’t seem strange to me I was interested in both of them. A woman with two men was a norm in the Duke family. When I was a little girl, I hadn’t dreamed of being with two men, but lately, seeing my brothers settle down in polyamorous relationships and watching how devoted and in love they were made me want that, too. I’d never dated two men at once, never considered it. I’d struggled with finding one guy worth keeping—or who wanted to keep me—let alone two.

      And after the fiasco with Frank, I’d just dated my vibrator. I’d thought the dildo from the favor bag would be my new boyfriend, but now…

      I had to wonder if Bennett and Cash considered claiming a woman together. They knew Gus, who, along with Kemp and Poe, was dating Parker. Not dating, but they were together. Very together. I had to wonder who’d be engaged next: Kaitlyn, Parker or Jill with how fast they fell. How hard.

      I doubted Bennett and Cash—even reasonably new to town—missed any idle gossip about the relationships in the Duke family. Had they ever shared a woman before? Would they even want to?

      They strode toward me with their long gaits. My mouth watered at the expanse of their broad shoulders that tapered to slim hips. Lower, thick thighs made their jeans taut. Not just that, but the ample bulges in the front. Their eyes were focused squarely on me. I realized I was holding my breath and let it out. Why was I so nervous? I hadn’t been when I’d thought they were strippers. Why did these two make my palms damp, my nipples go hard and my pussy ache to be filled with something besides silicone? Oh yeah, because they were fucking gorgeous.

      Bennett took the big box from my arms.

      “Have fun?” Cash asked. With his head tipped down, his dark eyes held mine. I was a little—a whole hell of a lot—mesmerized by them. His beard, too. Would it tickle when we kissed?

      When… my body and my head were not in sync because my brain, my logical, reasoning mind hadn’t thought that. My inner ho wondered about it. Just like she’d wondered all night long if they’d be good in bed. And out, like on the couch, in the kitchen, with whipped cream or even in the back seat of the huge truck behind them. Any which way would work, but together.

      They would have moves all right, and nothing like the two strippers. The real strippers. At the party, they’d been good, sexy and playful. Got Ava in a chair and pretty much climbed in her lap and twirled their junk near her face. But their polish had been dulled for me because of Bennett and Cash. The strippers just weren’t as attractive. As manly, even wearing just G-strings that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. They’d exuded sex appeal, but the two men in front of me right now had pheromones all but seeping from their pores. I’d never been so attracted in my life.

      “It turned out great,” I replied, realizing they’d been waiting for me to answer. “Ava had a blast and that’s what matters.”

      Tucker and Colton had driven off with her a few minutes ago with a reminder they’d see me Sunday for family brunch… at my house. It was my turn to host. But that was sooo far away and Cash and Bennett were right in front of me. Right now.

      I was the last guest out the door, the other women having left about fifteen minutes ago all wound up from close-up baby-oiled abs, gyrating hips and taut ass cheeks. I had no doubt Kaitlyn was getting busy by now with Jed and Duke inside. I had no intention of interrupting that.

      There was no way to avoid Bennett and Cash, no matter how flustered they made me. They were my ride home.

      “I figured you’d be on a motorcycle,” I said, remembering Ava said he custom made them.

      Bennett smiled. “I don’t think all three of us would fit. Got any dildos left?” he asked, peeking in the box.

      I did, along with a few extra bath bombs and some romance books. Leftover tissue paper. But I was too tongue-tied to respond.

      It was one thing to flirt and banter with guys I thought were strippers, who were off limits because being sexual was their job, but it was another to flirt with two guys who were local. Who weren’t strippers. Who were friends of my friends. Worse, my brothers. Who were working on fixing my truck. Who were H.O.T. Yes, completely strange since I should be flirting with guys I was interested in, but I was defective and had to wonder if I was worth their time.

      Or, they weren’t my time. All that was going to happen with them was they would laugh at me when they got me naked or got inside me. Yeah, that would be fun. Completely humiliating.

      I looked at the ground, and I knew I blushed. I couldn’t help it. It was in my DNA, a bane of my red hair and fair complexion. Hopefully, it was too dark for them to notice. “You’re off the hook,” I said finally. “I know who you really are, and you don’t have to joke around.”

      Cash cocked his head to the side, studied me. I tried not to shift my feet, but I felt like a kid in the principal’s office, trying not to squirm. “We don’t have to talk with you?” he asked.

      I rolled my eyes, walked past them toward their truck. Bennett went to the back door—it was a huge four-door pickup—and set the box inside on the seat.

      Cash made it to the door before I did, opened it for me.

      “No, you don’t have to flirt.”

      I didn’t look at Cash as I climbed in, but he stood between the open door and the truck, one hand on the top of each, and leaned in. It was the closest he’d ever been and I could see a small scar on his right cheek, just above his beard. I could smell him, almost like oranges and more of those pheromones that made me hot all over. Bennett climbed into the driver’s seat and Cash began to crowd me. My eyes widened and I realized he was climbing in. I had no choice but to scooch over into the middle as he settled beside me.

      “There’s, um, a whole back seat,” I said, thumbing over my shoulder.

      Cash picked up my seat belt, crossed it over my body and handed the buckle to Bennett who clicked it into place. “We’ve been thinking about having you between us all night.”

      Hoo wee, hot flash! I glanced between them as Bennett put the key in the ignition and started the engine.

      “You have?” I asked, surprised. “Why?”

      “Why wouldn’t we?” Cash asked, a V forming in his brow.

      “Why aren’t we leaving?” I asked instead of answering. I’d made a fool of myself enough for one night.

      His mouth tipped up. “We don’t know where you live.”

      I closed my eyes, sighed. Why couldn’t the earth swallow people whole? I gave them the address and the nearest cross streets, and Bennett backed out of the driveway. I lived on the other side of town, about two miles away.

      “Thanks for fixing my truck. I know it’s old and dilapidated, but it was my grandfather’s,” I explained. “He used to pick me up in it on Sunday mornings, take me to breakfast. When he died, he left it to me. I can’t part with it.”

      “No worries,” Cash said. “Pretty sure it’s just a cracked distributor cap. I’ll get it fixed and look her over for any other problems.”

      “Gus might be able to perform surgery on a squirrel, but he’s useless when it comes to anything mechanical. I’m not any better. I looked under the hood, but I don’t even know how to change the oil.”

      Bennett put on his blinker and stopped for a light. “I like a woman who gets under the hood. You can get under mine anytime you want.”

      He glanced my way for a second, the corner of his mouth tipped up.

      I wasn’t sure what made my nipples go hard: the thought of what his undercarriage looked like or the way he smiled. I cleared my throat. “Ava mentioned you make custom motorcycles,” I replied.

      We turned into my neighborhood from the main road, and I indicated where he should turn next.

      “I do,” Bennett said. “I bought the Lansing ranch south of town last year. I had the barn converted into a shop and that’s where I do my work. Miami was tough. Not enough room, too many people, too many regulations. Montanans like their space and it suits me just fine.”

      “No showroom?” I pointed to the right. “That’s my house, the second one down.”

      As Bennett pulled up in front of my small Craftsman bungalow and turned off the engine, he said, “Don’t need one since I sell custom bikes. My business has grown enough where word of mouth works for me.”

      I nodded. “I’m in marketing so I get it, and you’re very lucky to have such loyal customers.”

      Cash opened the door and hopped out. He turned, held out his hand to me. “He’s modest, his bikes are killer. Has a huge waiting list.”

      I took the hand, felt the callouses on his palm, but also the gentle touch, the warmth of his skin. He wasn’t like the guys I worked with, all pale from sitting behind a desk all day, their muscles from a gym’s rowing machine.

      Cash was solid-packed muscle earned from hard work. In his shop. He got his hands dirty… literally. And that was pretty darn hot, along with the rest of him.

      Bennett came around and stood beside Cash, blocking me in the space between the open door and the truck. One built custom bikes—and from what was said, was very successful at it—and the other ran the local repair shop. And they were gorgeous. Not the typical Montana cowboys. Being from Miami, they weren’t really even cowboys. They didn’t wear the big hats like my brothers, nor the snap shirts. They looked more… urban. Rough around the edges and not from hauling hay bales and wrangling horses. I wasn’t even sure if they knew how to ride a horse. I liked that. A lot. They were different. And they were staring at me with interest in their gazes.

      What more could I want?

      Oh yeah, a kiss. Or two. At least.

      “Tell us, Angel, if you’re into being with two men,” Bennett said.

      He’d called me Angel more than once. I liked the endearment, but I couldn’t focus on that now. “You mean because of my brothers?”

      Cash squeezed my hand which made me realize he hadn’t let go. “No, because of me and Bennett. Wanting you.”

      My mouth fell open and I tugged my hand away, used it to tuck my hair back behind my ear, although it was out of nervous habit rather than necessity.

      It was late spring; the weather in Montana could be anywhere from balmy to blizzard. Fortunately, tonight it was warm enough where I didn’t need a coat. But with the guys right in front of me, I was practically sweating.

      “Why?” I blurted out.

      Bennett reached out, ran his hand over my hair, which made it fall forward. Even with his big fingers, he tucked it back again. Goose bumps rose on my skin at the contact. “Why what?”

      “Why do you want me? I mean, there are tons of women in town who would literally hand their panties to you.”

      “Maybe because you’re different,” Bennett said. “Because you don’t give us your panties; you give us dildos.”

      “You want a dildo instead of panties?” I asked in return. He was intentionally pushing my buttons, but I couldn’t help but get riled.

      “Your panties would only end up in my pocket,” Cash said, taking a step closer. There was nowhere for me to go, so I had to tip my chin back to keep my eyes on his. “The dildo would end up deep in your pussy. Until we were done playing, then you’d have the real thing.”

      Oh my god. Cash was a dirty talker. My inner walls clenched at what he said, and I was starting to pant. The dildos were large; my fingers couldn’t get all the way around. I imagined Cash and Bennett to be even bigger. My pussy clenched at the thought. Could they even fit?

      “I’m not very good at this,” I admitted, looking down at the front of his shirt.

      “Neither are we,” Bennett replied, sliding in close and taking my free hand. They each held one now. I worried my palms were still sweaty, I was so nervous… yet oddly giddy.

      “At sex? As if,” I countered. These two bad at sex? No fucking way. Cash’s words alone could make me come. Odd, because I didn’t feel this way at all when I was with a guy in bed.

      Cash tugged on my hand, pulling me into his arms. He lowered his head and kissed me. Gently, softly. His beard tickled, but all I felt was sensation. Heat. His lips brushed mine, his tongue sliding along my lower lip.

      He pulled back before I could open for him. His eyes, even in the soft glow from the streetlight a half block down, looked almost black, intense. Fathomless.

      I wanted more. God, I’d never felt anything like that and just from a chaste kiss. I went up on my tiptoes, threw my arms around his neck and kissed him. I caught him by surprise, for he didn’t kiss me back right away. But when he did, there was tongue. Lots of it. His beard was soft, adding sensation to the kiss I wasn’t used to. The arms that banded about my waist lifted me right off my feet.

      He put me down too quickly and I blinked, realizing my eyes had fallen closed. Why had he stopped? It had been so good and I wanted more. “Cash—”

      “It’s Bennett’s turn.”

      I’d forgotten all about him, even though he was right there.

      I turned and looked at Bennett. His jaw was clenched and looked fierce. He was patient, but I sensed an unease about him, a waiting. Perhaps even doubt.

      I didn’t want that. I didn’t want Bennett to think for one second I didn’t want him, too, so I hooked my hand around the back of his neck and pulled him down—I was so short in comparison to both of them—and down some more until our lips met.

      He kissed differently than Cash. Not as gentle, but more… controlled. As if he were holding himself back. Was he? Leashed control, but intensely hot. I’d never kissed two guys, one after the other, before. It was odd, but ridiculously sexy. To feel both their need for me was heady.

      Bennett lifted his head, ran his thumb over my lower lip. “I guess we know our answer. You do want both of us.”

      He stepped back and Cash took my hand again and led me up the walk. I was all wound up, aroused. Eager, but equally petrified. I felt when they kissed me. But, we were dressed and outside. My front door was getting closer and closer and what lay beyond—my bed—was where all my problems would come out. I wasn’t ready to lose this feeling, to ruin it all. I liked this with them and I didn’t want it to be over.

      “I can’t do this,” I breathed, shaking my head.

      I tore my hand from Cash and walked quickly up the porch steps. He remained on the walk and with the two step difference, I was just a little bit taller. Bennett followed behind with my box. He set it beside me and stood next to Cash. It was as if there was an imaginary line they wouldn’t cross.

      “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be a tease,” I told them.

      “Angel,” Bennett said, slowly shaking his head. “How are you being a tease? I’d say I was one with my talk about filling your pussy with our dicks. You gave us goodnight kisses. My dick’s pretty snug in my jeans, but it will stay there until you say otherwise.”

      “I just… I mean”—I closed my eyes for a second—“I’ve never done this before.”

      Both of them stared at me wide-eyed. “You’re a virgin?” Cash asked.

      I shook my head, laughed a little. “No, I mean, be with two guys. I’m… nervous. A little scared.”

      “Of us?” Bennett wondered.

      “Julia, we’d never hurt you. Ever,” Cash said, his words slowly spoken, his voice clear so I had no doubt.

      I did. I knew, even if I’d just met them. I took a deep breath, let it out, looked beyond them and out into the night. How did I tell two men I wanted to sleep with them but was too afraid to do just that? I wanted this to work. More than I ever thought possible. I hadn’t been looking for a guy, considering dating to be something for other women. I was done with men. Or so I’d thought until a few hours ago.

      Now? Now I wanted two. My pussy was very, very greedy and giving me mixed signals. Was I frigid or not?

      “When we touch you, Julia, and we will,” Bennett began, “not tonight, but soon. It’ll only be for pleasure.”

      “Not tonight?” I asked, confused. They’d talked about dildo play and fucking me. They wanted sex. I wanted them, but obviously couldn’t get my shit together.

      Of course, not tonight. God, I was an idiot. I was a hot mess, my emotions tangled. I’d wanted Cash to sit in the back seat of the truck, kissed both of them—thrown myself at them, then told them I couldn’t do this… I was all over the place. I was sending mixed signals; it was a wonder they didn’t have whiplash.

      Tears lodged in my throat. The last thing I wanted to do was cry in front of them, too. They’d run away screaming if I added tears to the mix of offenses tonight.

      “You’re right. You must think I’m insane. Thank you for the ride. Goodnight.”

      I turned on my heel, but a hand hooked about my waist before I made it two feet.

      “Slow your roll, Angel,” Bennett murmured in my ear. “Take a breath. Good girl. Feel my dick against your hip?”

      I did and I nodded. His body was so warm pressed along my back, his hand on my waist. His dick, huge and rock hard.

      “I want you. I know Cash does, too. But we’re going to take this slow. Get to know each other a little bit more before we get you between us.”

      Bennett let me go and pulled his cell from his pocket. “Give me your number.”

      I rattled it off and then heard my phone ring from my purse in the box. He tucked his cell away. “Go inside and get settled for the night. Get a dildo out of the box and climb in bed. Naked. One hour and I’m calling. Then we’ll play.”

      “That’s taking things slow?” I asked, equally surprised and turned on.

      “Phone sex. I like the sound of this,” Cash added from where he remained on the walkway. “Bennett will patch me in. I bet you’ve never had a conference call like this before.”
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      BENNETT

      

      “You ready for this?” I asked Cash, holding my cell up to my ear.

      I toed off my shoes in the newly created mudroom, a space I’d had Landon Duke’s construction company create. The ranch house was sprawling—the previous owner had three kids—but needed updating. I had all the money I could ever use and I was slowly turning the place into a home, one room at a time. My home. After the rat race and cutthroat dealings in Miami, I was happy here and I liked the slow pace. I was settled in Raines, doing what I wanted, when I wanted to do it, and how I wanted it done.

      Now, seeing Julia, kissing her… I realized I’d been missing quite a bit from life. Seeing her in the doorway earlier had been like a cartoon anvil falling on my head.

      I took the stairs two at a time to the master bedroom. Reaching behind my head, I tugged my shirt off, let it drop to the carpet by the bed.

      One-night-stands were fine and all. Took the edge off. Relaxed me. But damned if I remembered any of the women’s names the next day. And the others I’d shared with Cash… a wild time but nothing more.

      And yet, now, I’d never been so hard in my life. Fuck, I was thirty-six years old, and I was about to have phone sex. Phone sex, and I couldn’t be more excited about it. I undid the button on my jeans, slid the zipper down, reached into my boxers and pulled my dick out. I was close to coming and I tightly gripped the base to hold it off. What the fuck was wrong with me? I wasn’t fifteen anymore.

      “Hell, yes,” Cash said, breaking me from my thoughts.

      I’d dropped him off at his house fifteen minutes earlier. I couldn’t cut the ride out of town to my property any closer, not wanting to risk being pulled over by Liam Hogan. I had no interest in explaining my speed, or the hard-on in my pants, to a Duke family friend—and the county sheriff. He was dating Jill Murphy along with Julia’s cousin, Porter. What we did with Julia was private and wasn’t her brothers’, or cousin’s, business.

      “She’s skittish,” I replied. I thought of the kiss we’d shared. Just watching her kissing Cash had been hot. While he’d initiated, it had been gentle, almost tender. But then she’d practically climbed him like a tree for more. And when I’d gotten my mouth on her… she was so fucking sweet. Like candy. Passionate, a little wild, as if she even surprised herself a little. I remembered the feel of her curves as she pressed against me. Those tits were definitely god given, unlike most ones in Miami. And her nipples, I’d felt those hard tips. Perfection in a tiny little package.

      I hadn’t wanted to lift my head from the kiss. All I’d wanted to do was toss her over my shoulder, kick open her front door and take her on the floor. But something hadn’t been quite right.

      “She wanted us, but ran hot and cold,” Cash said.

      “Yeah, remember what she said earlier… something like a dildo doesn’t complain when it’s fucking her.” I ran my hand through my hair. “I’m guessing some asshole hurt her, and I want to kill him.”

      “If her brothers found out about it, he’s dead already,” Cash stated.

      I grinned, sitting down on the side of my bed. She had a lot of protectors and I was glad for it, but that didn’t mean she told them everything. I had a sister and, thank fuck, I knew nothing about her sex life, even if she’d been married for five years now. “I want her. Fuck, like air to breathe, but it was obvious we weren’t getting in her bed tonight. I didn’t want to scare her off, so I thought this would be a pretty hot alternative.”

      Like a spooked horse, although I didn’t know much more about horses than which end was the front.

      “You? I’m the rapist.”

      I closed my eyes, took a breath. “For fuck’s sake, you are not a rapist. Kelly was a fucking psycho with entitlement issues. We’ve got a woman with a dildo waiting for us to call her and we’re hashing up this shit again?”

      “Yeah, but if some asshole hurt her, then I’m only going to make it worse.”

      “Only if you’re an asshole, too, and you’re not. You’d never hurt a woman. Ever.”

      He sighed. “You’re right.”

      “So get your head out of your ass and your dick out of your pants. We’ve got a girl to phone fuck.”

      The sound of rustling had me assuming he was stripping down. “Our goal is to get her off—”

      “—and get her to want more,” I cut in. “Hang on. I’ll add her to the call.”

      Sitting on the edge of my bed, I swiped my phone, set it to speaker, then connected her into the call.

      “Hello,” she said. That breathy word had me lifting up so I could push my jeans and boxers down off my hips.

      “Angel,” I breathed. I leaned forward, resting my forearm on my thigh as I held the phone. With my free hand, I slowly stroked my dick. “Cash is on, too.”

      “Hey, baby,” he said. “All ready for bed?”

      “Yes.”

      “Do you want to play with us or say good night? It’s all up to you.”

      She was quiet and I held my breath, stilled my grip. We’d just met her a few hours ago and now we were—hopefully—going to fool around, without touching. Without being in the same fucking bed. Room. House. Neighborhood.

      “No!” she said, bold enough to have my eyes widening.

      “No, you don’t want us to talk you through an incredible orgasm or no, you don’t want to say goodnight?” Cash asked.

      “No. I mean, yes. I want to play.”

      I grinned, and though there was no one to see me, I could hear Cash’s exhale and knew he was relieved.

      “You want us to help you get off,” I added. “Did those strippers get you all horny, Angel?”

      Her laugh came through the phone and the sound made me happy. “They’re not my thing. You are. Both of you,” she quickly added, as if not to hurt either one of our feelings. I had to add thoughtful to her list of qualities.

      “Are you naked like I told you?”

      “Yes.”

      Fuck.

      “In bed?”

      “Yes.”

      In my mind, I saw her body, gorgeous pale skin, full breasts with coral-colored nipples.

      “Do you touch yourself?” Cash asked. “Make yourself come?”

      She was quiet.

      “You don’t have to be shy with us,” he continued. “We want to know.”

      “Yes, almost… almost every night. I… I like the release. I need it.”

      Christ, my balls drew up, telling me they needed a release, too.

      “Tell us how you touch yourself.” My voice was more growl than command.

      “I… I put my feet flat on the bed with my knees bent. I get them nice and wide—”

      “Like now?” Cash asked, cutting in.

      “Yes, but now I let one knee fall wide and on the bed. It makes my pussy nice and open for my hand.”

      Fuck, once she got going, she didn’t hold back. She had no issue about using the word pussy. I stroked myself once, let the heat of it course through me.

      “Only your hand? I asked. I could imagine the pink folds of her pussy spread open with her legs like that. Fuck, did she do a shit-ton of yoga? Did she have a thatch of red hair hiding her clit or was it exposed and hard?

      “For my vibrator, too.”

      “Put the phone on speaker and set it by your head.”

      “All right.” Muffled sounds came through the cell, then her voice a little farther away. “Okay.”

      “Good girl,” Cash told her. We’d shared women before, but never like this. It wasn’t like the two of us were going to sit in the same room and sex talk with Julia, jacking off together. We were into women. We liked pussy and only pussy. We’d share it, but would never do anything together without one between us.

      “Touch yourself. Describe every detail,” I said.

      “What about you?” she asked.

      Cash laughed. “I’m in my bed, baby, all alone. My dick’s so hard it could pound nails. Pre-cum’s coming out like a leaky faucet. Every time I swipe it away with my thumb, more appears.”

      I couldn’t miss Julia’s whimper. “What if I… what if I licked it off?”

      Holy. Fucking. Shit. She might have been skittish earlier, but she didn’t mind talking dirty now. She was right there with us in this. Right fucking there.

      Cash groaned. “Seeing you on your knees, your pink tongue flicking out… baby, I’d come all over your face.”

      “Angel, this call’s all about you,” I added.

      “I don’t want to come alone,” she almost whined.

      I was pumping my dick, giving it enough action so my balls didn’t fall off, but not enough to finish. It wasn’t time yet. It was time to get our girl going.

      “Ladies first, Angel. Don’t worry, I’ll be coming all over my hand when I hear you scream. Are you wet for us?”

      “I’m sliding my hand down my belly, lower… lower.” She gave a little gasp. “My clit’s all hard.”

      Cash swore under his breath.

      “Yes, I’m wet. Sooo wet.”

      “Where’s the dildo? If we’re not there to give you our dicks, that will have to do.”

      “It’s right here.”

      “Are you wet enough to fuck yourself with it or do you need some lube?” Cash asked.

      “I… I’ve got coconut oil, no lube. But I’m wet. God, it’ll work.”

      “You sound a little needy, Angel,” I said. “You haven’t even played with your nipples or worked your clit.”

      “You have me wanting big dicks.”

      Pre-cum dripped out onto my fingers, I rubbed it in with my thumb, made the glide of my tight fist a little easier.

      “Up on your knees, baby,” Cash ordered. “If you’re going to fuck that dick, then you need to do it right.”

      After a few seconds of rustling sounds, she said, “Okay. What do you want me to do?”

      “That’s right, we’ll tell you how to get yourself off. That orgasm belongs to us, doesn’t it?” I asked. Sex talk only worked if it made the other person hot. It was obvious Julia liked dirty talk, responded to it. She even seemed to like for us to be in charge. If we were with her instead of across town, she’d be pinned to the bed and I’d be balls deep right now, but we were going to try to make this a close second.

      Fuck, the chemistry here was insane. Off the charts.

      “Yes. Bennett, I want more.”

      “Lift yourself up and put the dildo beneath your pussy as if you were straddling me or Cash. Get it settled right at your entrance.”

      “I saw how big that dildo was,” Cash said. “Know this, baby, we’re bigger.”

      “Cash!” she moaned at his words.

      We were bigger. I’d seen Cash’s dick when we’d shared a woman in the past and we were similarly sized. I always had to tuck my length down the inside of my thigh when I put my pants on. It wasn’t easy walking around with all that meat, but when it came to satisfying a woman, none complained.

      “Work yourself down on that silicone dick until it fills you right up,” I said.

      All that could be heard through the phone was sexy little gasps.

      “Oh god,” she moaned. “It’s stretching me open. Sooo big.”

      I grinned, but all but strangled my dick. “Like that?”

      “Yes!” she cried.

      “Now take it for a ride, baby,” Cash told her. “While I’m over here stroking my dick, I’m envisioning you working yourself up and down, tits bouncing. Head thrown back, working that pussy hard.”

      “What about… should I…”

      “Should you what?” I asked.

      “Should I get another dildo for my ass? There are two of you.”

      Pre-cum spurted from the tip, and I put a death-grip on the base because those two sentences pushed me to the edge. Cash’s string of swearing meant he agreed.

      “Have you ever had a dick in your ass before?” I asked, biting out the words.

      “No.”

      She had a virgin ass. Holy shit. And she wanted to play with it. For us.

      “Angel, besides the fact you’re not ready for something as big as one of those dildos, Cash and I want to get in there. Open you up.”

      “Okay,” she whispered.

      “Now, you’re neglecting our pussy,” I told her. “Do what Cash said and take that dildo for a ride.”

      Sexy breathing and the wet sounds of fucking came through loud and clear across the five miles. Fuck, we could hear how her pussy was dripping, how it was sucking in that thick toy. I closed my eyes, pictured that tangle of red hair flowing over her shoulders to slide down her back, breasts thrust up, hips rolling as she fucked a silicone dick.

      “More, I need more!” she cried.

      “Play with your clit, rub it with your fingers just how you like. Come,” I commanded.

      “No, you too!” she cried, as if a little frantic. “I want you to come when I do. I want to hear it. I’m… I’m riding your dick, Bennett. God, it’s so big. You bottom out every time.”

      “Shit,” I muttered, leaning back and putting one hand behind me and working my dick with the other. I was all into her words.

      “I’ve never been with two guys before, but I could… oh, I’m riding you, but backwards.”

      “Fuck, I love reverse cowgirl,” I told her, picturing the long line of her back, the lush curve of her ass and seeing my dick disappear deep inside her.

      “Yes, then… then I can bend forward, put one hand on the bed and suck off Cash.”

      “Yes. Fuck, yes,” Cash growled. “I bet your mouth is so hot and tight. You’d suck the cum right from my balls.”

      The orgasm built at the base of my spine, tightened my balls. Drew them up. My toes tingled. Hell, my fucking ears tingled. “Now, Angel. Come. Now.”

      I couldn’t hold back much longer.

      Her cries got louder, then she screamed. Thank fuck the phone was on the bed beside me or I’d have gone deaf. I also heard Cash groan, then swear, and I knew he’d come, too.

      I didn’t hold back, working my dick faster, taking longer strokes. Once, twice and my hips bucked off the bed. Thick spurts of cum shot out, coated my belly, my hand. Black spots filled my vision.

      “Oh my god, my legs won’t hold me any longer,” Julia said, then a muffled thump. “I… wow.”

      “Yeah, wow,” Cash added, although his ragged breathing came through clearly. I was as winded as he. I was shutting down, worn out from that intense pleasure. I could sleep for a week. Reaching down, I grabbed my shirt from the floor and used it to clean myself up. The bathroom was too far away. When done, I stood long enough to shuck my jeans and boxers, then grabbed my phone and fell into bed.

      “Tomorrow, Angel. You’re spending the day with us.”

      “The night, too,” Cash added.

      “I’d… I’d like that. God, that was so good. Thank you.”

      “Baby, no thanks needed. You want to come, we’ll give it to you.”

      We said goodnight and ended the call. Reaching over, I turned out the light on the bedside table, plunging the room into darkness. I couldn’t help but grin. I felt fucking fantastic. That was the most intense orgasm of my life, and I was all alone.
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      JULIA

      

      I woke up energized and inspired. When I sat up, I saw the dildo on the blanket where I’d tossed it before falling instantly asleep after I ended the call with Bennett and Cash. I smiled at the thing, then covered my face with my hands.

      God, what had I done? Naughty, filthy things and it had been… great! I wondered if the other ladies from the party had gotten a thrill out of using theirs. I hopped out of bed, did a little dance, stark naked. I did it! I had wild, crazy sex with two guys. Sure, they’d been in their own beds across town, but still. I hadn’t freaked, I hadn’t shut down. I had been far from cold. I’d been a sweaty, hot mess when I’d screamed my pleasure.

      They’d said dirty things, not disappointing words. I hadn’t ruined their fun. In fact, I’d heard them come. I’d aroused them and even gotten them off, just from sex talk.

      O.M.G. I could be a phone sex operator. Insane idea, but I felt insane. There was chemistry between us because I wouldn’t have said or done the things I did without it. Without deep down trusting them. And on a conference call no less. What else would one call what we’d shared? Ha, a three-way call. Bennett and Cash wanted to see me again. Be with me. Today. Soon. And I had a feeling we wouldn’t be having phone sex.

      As I brushed my teeth, reality set in a little. Last night had been almost a dream, but the dildo on my bed proved it had been real. My pussy was a little sore, reminding me I had taken a big silicone dick hard and deep, and came all over it.

      My inner walls clenched at the memory. In the mirror, I looked at myself. The tangle of wild red bedhead. My breasts with the coral colored nipples. Not too big, not too small. I stepped back so I could see more of me. I wasn’t heavy, but I wasn’t a stick either. Did the guys have phone sex because they didn’t want to see my body? Was it so repulsive the only way they’d play with me was from across town?

      I shook my head, said a few curse words at Frank for making me always question myself.

      But what did Cash and Bennett see in me? I wasn’t anything special. No model’s body or face. My track record with guys was poor and Frank only made my dating resume look horrible.

      They wanted me.

      I lifted my chin, remembered the kisses, the looks on their faces when they’d lifted their heads.

      They wanted me.

      They did. Today. I hopped in the shower, shaved my legs, my underarms, did some quick grooming down there. My usual edging work. As I stood under the hot spray, razor in hand, I wondered if they’d like me bare instead. I didn’t have a thick bush to possibly scare them off, but I needed all the help I could get. Shaving it all was out of the question. I’d done it once, and I had the worst ingrown hairs and itching as it grew back I swore I’d never, ever do that again.

      I had the at-home wax kit under the sink I’d bought on a whim but never used. I could do it now, for them.

      I’d had phone sex. I’d fucked a dildo like a cowgirl riding a wild mustang. I could go bare for two men.

      I dried off, got out the kit, read the instructions. There were little sheets coated with a layer of wax which needed to be set it in place, a few swipes to get the wax warmed a little and adhered, then yank.

      No big deal.

      Putting a foot up on the side of the tub, I placed a strip on one side of my pussy. I’d leave a little patch at top because going completely bare might be going too far. I took a few fortifying breaths as I rubbed the strip in. With my left hand, I pulled my skin taut from above and with the right, gripped the end of the strip between my legs.

      “One. Two. Three.”

      Yank.

      The pain was incredible. Scorching heat. Fire. I practically screamed with the evil wax strip between my fingers. I hopped around the bathroom, tears filling my eyes. I looked at the simple tool of torture, saw my red hair caught in the layer of wax.

      I grabbed the hand mirror from the drawer of my vanity, put my foot back up on the side of the tub and inspected my work.

      O.M.G.

      I hadn’t really taken a peek at my pussy with a mirror before. Did it really look like that? All pink and… stuff? And now, god. I was an idiot! Not only did I have bits and pieces a guy might need a miner’s lamp to explore, I had a bald patch that was red and enflamed and it hurt like hell.

      Bald. Trimmed red hair everywhere except for a two-inch section on the left side.

      How could I have sex like that? In the dark? More phone sex?

      I moaned. Bennett and Cash were going to spend the day with me, they’d said. While I doubted they’d jump me coming to my door, after what we’d done the night before, they’d probably want to do something similar in person at some point. Probably when I’d come and screamed their names they’d gotten the green light for that. I’d wanted to until about two minutes ago.

      Now? What was I going to do?

      I grabbed my phone, speed dialed Ava.

      “I’m in trouble,” I said when she answered. I went into my kitchen, opened my freezer, pulled out a bag of frozen corn. “Not dying kind of trouble. I mean, I’m fine, except for a certain spot, but it won’t kill me. It hurts like hell, but I’ll live. Although if Bennett and Cash find out, I will probably die of embarrassment. I’ve got girl trouble.”

      “Okkkkaaayyy. What’s the matter?” she asked after I finished clarifying.

      I walked into my bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed, lifted my left leg so it was up on the mattress. I shifted a little so I could get the bag of corn beneath my crotch and hissed when the cold hit my tender skin. All of my skin. “Do you wax?”

      “What? Julia, you’re making no sense.”

      “Do you wax, you know, down there?”

      “Yes.”

      “Well, I don’t. Until now. I mean, don’t think I was a jungle woman or anything, I just liked shaving better.” I winced and shifted my hips. “Trimming. I’d wanted to try it once, but didn’t get up the nerve.”

      “But now you did?”

      “Yes.”

      “Is it because of two cute not-strippers wanting in your pants?”

      I groaned, squirmed some more because the bag of corn was freezing.

      “Any chance of those two cute not-strippers getting in my pants is gone now,” I grumbled.

      “If you’re sore, just put some baby oil on it. It’ll soothe the sting.”

      “Baby oil. Not frozen corn?”

      “Frozen corn? Julia, what the—”

      “I did it myself.”

      “What?” she practically screeched. “Are you a masochist?”

      “No, and that’s the problem.” I took a deep breath, let it out. I shivered and threw the bag of corn across the bed, climbed beneath the covers and tossed them over my head. The room went mostly dark around me. “Ava, I’ve got a bald patch and there’s no way I can do any more.”

      She was quiet for a minute. “Then shave it all off.”

      “I can’t. Having it come back in is miserable. I probably looked like I had crabs or something, scratching myself all the time.”

      “Mmm, yeah, I can relate to that. So which is worse, a bald patch or hair coming back in?”

      I couldn’t decide. “Either way, they’re going to see me either looking like a plucked chicken or think I have mange. Down there.”

      Ava laughed. And laughed.

      “This is sooo not funny.”

      “A guy’s not going to care what your pussy looks like. They just care that they got there.”

      “Says the woman who gets waxed by a professional.”

      “Touché. Then go to the salon in town and get it fixed.”

      “No time. They’re coming in an hour. What am I going to do?”

      “You really like these guys, don’t you?” she asked, her voice calmer now, concerned.

      I bit my lip, thought of the kisses we’d shared. Of the sexy times from the night before. The pull, like magnets. Powerful. Synapse sizzling.

      “I do.”

      “They’re good guys, Julia. I’m happy for you. They make Frank seem like a salt lick.”

      I pushed the blanket off my head, about to suffocate. I didn’t comment on Frank, but she was right. Compared to Bennett and Cash, he was dull as could be. And an asshole. They’d seen to my orgasm first, even over the phone. With Frank, there hadn’t been an orgasm.

      “At least he’s out of your life.”

      “I saw him at the grocery store, comparing apples. I might have to shop in Clayton now.”

      “He doesn’t live in the produce section,” she countered. “If you want to compare apples, then think about Frank, then picture Bennett and Cash.”

      I didn’t think long about Frank, but of my phone sex companions. Big, brawny, rugged. Sweet but so, so dirty. “Good point.”

      “If you let them get in your pants, I guarantee Bennett and Cash aren’t going to care that you’ve got a little bald spot.”

      I didn’t clarify the bald spot wasn’t all that little. I was mortified enough.

      “They’re interested in you,” she continued. “I couldn’t miss the chemistry between you guys last night.”

      “They let me think they were strippers!”

      “You thought that all by yourself,” she countered. “And it was hilarious. And then you put them in their place. I swear Cash came in his jeans when you stood up to him, poked him in the chest.”

      “He did not,” I muttered.

      “Whatever. They want you. Why wouldn’t they? You’re beautiful, sexy, fun. They’d be stupid to think otherwise.”

      “They’re taking me out today,” I told her, going to my dresser to get some panties and a matching bra. Something sexy to offset my little bald spot.

      She gave a little squeal. “Go for it. Times two. You’ve been in a man funk for a while. You deserve good men to treat you right.”

      I paused, considered. “Maybe I’ll cook them dinner.”

      “Whatever you do, don’t serve them corn.”
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      CASH

      

      “You don’t like eggs?” I asked, once we handed the waitress our menus and she left to get our drinks.

      We were in a back booth at the diner on the south side of Main Street. The scent of bacon and coffee filled the air. Bennett was beside Julia and I sat across from them, which had our knees bump beneath the table. The casual action had me eager to touch her more. After the night before… I wanted my hands all over her.

      “Nope,” she replied. “You can get me to spill all my secrets by forcing me to eat a runny, yucky yoke.”

      She actually shuddered just talking about it, which made me smile.

      “We want you to tell us your secrets, Angel, no torture involved,” Bennett told her.

      She blushed and glanced up at Bennett, which allowed me to see her in profile. Her hair was pulled back into a low ponytail with a few escaped curls framing her face. She had on a little makeup, mascara and some color on her lips. Those full lips I remembered tasting the night before.

      She was so fucking pretty, and today, to make my dick as pissed at me as possible, she wore a dress. Pale blue with little white flowers and a jean jacket on top. Still, I just had to tuck my fingers into the knee-length hem and raise it up to see her pretty panties. And those, per my dick which was thinking for me right now, could be slid to the side so I could sink into her. She’d be wet and hot and fit me like a fucking glove.

      I shifted in my seat, trying to get comfortable. I had a feeling I was going to be like this—walking around with a lead pipe wedged inside my jeans—until I got inside her. Even then, I doubted one time would be enough to sate the thing.

      “We hardly know each other well enough for that,” she murmured.

      Bennett laughed out loud, the nearest table turning to look our way. “Angel, we might have met yesterday, but we know each other. What kind of toothpaste you use, if you drink milk from the carton, that kind of stuff doesn’t matter. Can’t you feel it?”

      Her eyes widened at his words.

      “This pull?”

      Pull, that was a good word for this. If I were younger, I’d say crush. Infatuation. Obsession, even. But it wasn’t any of those things. The way I felt for her was real. Powerful. And it hadn’t even been a day, but I knew. I wanted her, no matter the toothpaste she used. I just had to hope she felt the same toward me.

      The waitress returned with three coffee mugs, a large carafe and a small dish of creamers. This was the best high-octane coffee around, and I poured a cup, then slid it in front of Julia.

      “Thanks,” she said, turning those emerald eyes my way. She reached for a creamer, added it.

      “You said you’re in marketing,” I began, pouring one for Bennett, then myself. Bennett had headed into pretty heavy territory so it was time to lighten it up a bit. “Gus said you’re the best out there.”

      One eyebrow winged up. It was a touch darker in color than her hair, which made me wonder if her pussy would be darker as well.

      She rolled her eyes. “He’s my brother so he has to say that. Besides, he’s a science geek and doesn’t think about business stuff, just taking care of animals. But, yes, to answer your question, I studied it in college.”

      “You work for yourself?” Bennett asked.

      “After graduation, I worked for a company in Helena for a year. My friend from school started a firm and wanted me to work for her. She was fine with me living here as long as I traveled to clients when needed. It’s been four years now.”

      “You must travel a lot then,” I said. Small town Montana wasn’t the mecca for marketing clients.

      She shrugged, stirred her coffee. “I do, but I don’t mind it.”

      “Gus said you’ve been traveling all the time these days.”

      She took a sip of coffee and pursed her lips. “Gus says an awful lot.”

      Bennett took her hand and gave it a squeeze. “Trust me, we aren’t interested in Gus.”

      She sighed, which made her tits rise beneath her dress. Fuck, yes, I noticed.

      “Last year, I took a number of small projects in Dallas and Salt Lake. More recently, I took a big one in Portland and was gone for two months in one stretch, then a few other trips since.”

      The waitress brought our meals. Although it was close to lunch, I had the hungry man breakfast, Bennett the club sandwich and Julia had the waffle with a side of bacon and hash browns. Thank fuck she wasn’t a salad girl.

      “Do you have to head out again soon?” Bennett asked, pulling a toothpick from a section of his sandwich.

      “Not this weekend.” She looked to him, gave a sly smile. “Next month, perhaps. I’ve earned some time at home.”

      “That’s good,” I said. We’d just found her. I wasn’t interested in doing long distance. Phone sex across town was far enough.

      “What about you?” she asked, looking at me but reaching for the syrup. She poured it over so each little spot of the waffle was filled. Putting the glass server down, she licked her finger.

      I stared. Got hard.

      “What?” I asked. When I met her eyes again, she was grinning.

      Totally busted, but I didn’t care.

      “Did you do auto maintenance in Miami?”

      I put my napkin in my lap and picked up my silverware. “Yes, much to my parents’ disappointment. But I’d come here a number of times as a kid, stayed with my uncle. He rubbed off on me.”

      “That’s why you’re here now?”

      Bennett’s hand stilled, sandwich halfway to his mouth. This was when I could tell her what happened. Let her know the truth about my arrest. About why I was wary of being with a woman, even though this fucking pull I had toward Julia was messing with me. I swallowed and the words wouldn’t come. I couldn’t ruin what we had. Hell, I didn’t know what it was, but I didn’t want it tarnished by Kelly. She’d destroyed enough of my life.

      “I was ready for a change last year and my uncle has been saying he wants to retire for a while now. I took him up on the offer to work with him, buy him out.”

      “That’s nice. I’m surprised I never met you when you came to visit.”

      I looked at her round face, expressive eyes. “You’re what… twenty-five?”

      “Twenty-six.”

      “I’m thirty-five, even older than Duke, so you’d have been a little kid.”

      “I still would have found you cute,” she countered, her eyes twinkling.

      I winked at her, bit into a piece of bacon. Bennett laughed and shook his head.

      “And you? Motorcycles?” she asked Bennett.

      He chewed, swallowed his bite of sandwich.

      “Cash and I met at shop class in high school,” he said. “We didn’t have the best grades, but there, we excelled. Cash went into cars; I went into the military. I did helicopter maintenance, took care of the Blackhawk fleet for two tours in Iraq. When I got out, I switched to bikes. It’s not like everyone wants—or, can have—a helicopter in their garage.”

      “No, I guess not,” Julia replied, taking a sip of her coffee. Her waffle was half gone.

      “When Cash decided to move here, I followed, brought my business with me.”

      He didn’t mention he was sick of all the money on display, even though he had plenty of his own. Women who wanted him for his bank account or a bike. Men who buddied up to him to get higher on his wait list. To say they were best buds with the owner of Bennett Bikes. The whole fucking game had gotten old for him and I didn’t mean baseball.

      “Will you make me a bike?” she asked, scooping up some hash browns.

      I pictured Julia on a motorcycle, in the flirty dress she was wearing. It would ride up those long legs, exposing a gorgeous expanse of thigh. Her pussy would press into the seat, the vibration of the engine getting her all hot and wet.

      “Sure. But I’d rather have you on the back of mine.” He leaned in close so no other tables could hear. “I like the idea of your legs wrapped around my waist, pressed up against me nice and tight.”

      Her mouth opened slightly and she stared at him, then realized she needed to swallow her food. I smiled, took a sip of coffee. She was so fucking responsive.

      “Need a refill on the coffee?” the waitress asked, swinging by our table.

      Julia’s mouth snapped shut and she blushed. I grinned, held up the carafe for the waitress to take. “Thanks.”

      When she walked off, Julia cleared her throat, shifting in her seat.

      I pushed my plate toward her. All that was left was a sunny-side-up egg. “Now you’ll tell us your secrets.”

      She stuck her tongue out, staring at the egg, then cocked her head to the side. “Like what? My bra size? That I’m allergic to blueberries? That I had fun last night?”

      “The blueberry thing is something to remember,” Bennett commented, polishing off the last bite of his sandwich. “Same thing that you had fun last night.”

      “As for the bra size, I’d really like to discover that for myself,” I said.

      She flushed, then bit her lip.

      “Tell us, baby. What’s your secret desire for today?” I asked. “The one thing you’d like to do with us?”

      Her eyes lit up and she grinned. “I know just the thing.”
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      I imagined watching Julia undo the buttons down the front of her dress, the material parting slowly to reveal the creamy swells of her tits, then her belly before it fell to my bedroom floor. We’d get a peek at the frothy lace confections she wore beneath. Pink, perhaps. Maybe lavender lace. Then we’d tug those off, too.

      But not this.

      Bennett practically pouted as Julia raised the zipper on a pair of old, baggy coveralls in the auto shop. They were big on her, so I rolled up one sleeve on the stained garment for her, then the other. It was kind of sexy, seeing her in what I wore when I worked, but she was covered from neck to ankles. It screamed hands off, but it didn’t change my need for her. In fact, it completely did the opposite.

      Not just a sexy siren with her fiery hair and temperament—and her passionate nature we’d discovered the night before—but she was fucking cute, too. She looked small, dainty and very feminine, even though all of her curves were hidden.

      “Are you sure this is what you want to do? You don’t want to go to the movies or a hike or even bowling?” Bennett asked.

      Or get dirty some other way, like from my cum all over you?

      She shook her head. Smiled. Fuck, that smile was my undoing.

      “Nope. I want you to show me how to change the oil on my truck.” She pointed to the early eighties pickup sitting in one of the bays of Carter’s Auto. “Since it’s here…”

      I sighed, but was amused by her enthusiasm. We’d finished our meals and driven to my shop. It was closed on the weekends and my uncle was spending the weekend visiting a friend in Helena. We were all alone, with no chance for interruption. But no bed was in sight.

      I went over to a cabinet, pulled out some rubber gloves, the kind doctors wore for surgery. They were thin and didn’t get in the way when I worked, but did a great job of keeping my hands somewhat clean. Grease was a bitch to get out. “Here, put these on.”

      “I don’t mind getting dirty,” she replied.

      No, it didn’t seem she did. Fuck, could she be any better of a match? Yesterday, I’d seen her and wanted her. Instant attraction. Now, now I could see forever. Babies. Hell, watching grandchildren play as we sat in rockers on the front porch.

      I held out one and she stuck her hand in, then the other. “The only way I want you getting dirty today is when you’re naked.”

      “In a bed,” Bennett said.

      “Or out,” I added.

      He grinned. “Or out. Wherever you want.”

      “You sure you want to get under there?” I pointed to the front of her old truck. “I can put it on the lift.” I’d fixed the distributor cap problem first thing this morning so I could move it over to the lift. I’d checked it over, hoses and belts, battery connections. I wanted it running smoothly because I wasn’t letting her drive around town with the chance of it breaking down. I didn’t want her stuck on the side of the road somewhere. She might have a cell phone, but it just wasn’t safe.

      “Nope. I want to do it just like I would on my own.”

      “Baby, you can come here and use my lift any time you want.”

      She rolled her eyes and grinned.

      I found two rolling boards and nudged them with my boot toward the front of her truck. “Down you go,” I said.

      Reaching up, she tucked her ponytail in some girly way into a bun, then lay down on the board with wheels.

      After giving Bennett a quick glance, I laid down beside her on a second board and used my feet to push myself under the truck. I saw Bennett squat down and slowly push her back.

      I already hooked the light to the underside, so when I turned my head, I could easily see her.

      Having her here, in the shop, beneath a car… fuck. I wanted to grab her, hug her and never let go. Yes, hug. Sweet and curious. Inquisitive and adventurous.

      “I’m surprised with three brothers you never learned this,” I said.

      I’d set the tools I needed on the side of the truck within reach, grabbed the big wrench to undo the bottom bolt.

      “My dad made the boys do it for me. I let them because it wasn’t very exciting. I admit, lately I’ve pulled the girl card so they’d continue. Now… well, now I want to learn. From you.”

      She was being earnest, not saying the words to get in my pants. I wasn’t that much of a catch, but there’d been many women who wanted to be with a guy who got their hands dirty. A blue collar fuck was sexy to some.

      “It still won’t be very exciting, but let’s get her done.”

      Done, so we could do other things. Having her lying beside me would be ideal, without a truck on top of us or in clothes.

      So I showed her. One step at a time and she watched, listened and did as instructed. I only helped her with the wrench since the bottom bolt was really tight. We moved out of the way, setting the drip pan in place, then taking off the bolt all the way so the old oil could drain out. After, she worked the bolt back in place and I helped her tighten it once again.

      Then, Bennett had tugged on her ankles, pulled her out from beneath and helped her up. She added her own oil, even tested it by pulling out the dipstick.

      “That’s not too hard,” she said when I dropped the hood. She had a slight smear of grease on her cheek and Bennett reached out, rubbed it off with his thumb. Her gaze lifted to his. “Thanks.”

      He leaned down, kissed her. She reached for him, then remembered her hands which were covered in grease and oil and pulled back. She stepped away and grinned, tugged the gloves off.

      I showed her to the utility sink, pumped a little bit of the degreaser soap into her palm. She washed and grabbed a paper towel from the dispenser.

      “He gets a kiss? I did all the work,” I said, quickly washing my hands, too. While my tone was playful, I was serious. Why did Bennett get a kiss? I wasn’t jealous of them together, not at all. In fact, the opposite. While I wanted this to be a forever thing, I doubted it could be. Not when she found out the truth. I would never harm her, not one fucking hair on her head. Still, she needed someone like Bennett, and seeing them kiss only eased my mind that she’d be taken care of. A good guy, money, security. Everything a woman like Julia needed. Like she deserved.

      “You get a kiss, too. You’re a very good teacher.” Once my hands were dry and I’d tossed the paper towel in the trash can, she lifted up on her tiptoes and kissed me. Warm. Soft. And, fuck, included a flick of her tongue.

      I picked her up, walked forward until I got to the counter that lined one wall of the shop and lifted her up so she sat on top. I leaned my forehead against hers. “There. That’s better.” I shifted my hips so her knees parted, making room for me. Her knees rested on either side of my waist and at this height, her pussy was pressed up against my hard-on, with, unfortunately, several layers of clothes in the way. There was no doubt she felt how hard I was. How thick. I wanted to be buried so deep in her we’d both forget our names. I wanted to thrust deep, fill her, mark her and make her mine. It had started when she’d opened the door and thought we were strippers.

      Phone sex only primed my balls for her. I’d come all over my hand, my belly the night before. This time, I’d be buried deep.

      But first, another kiss.
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      JULIA

      

      I was sitting on a counter in the back of Carter’s Auto Shop making out with two guys. Me! I felt oddly powerful. They’d fed me, amused me, didn’t even complain when I said I wanted to change my truck’s oil. Ava was going to kill me when she found out that was what I wanted to do on a date with two hot men.

      But I’d gotten nervous at the diner. I wanted to take them both to bed, but my bald spot was a very tender reminder of what they’d see if we did end up there. I’d worn a dress because the idea of snug jeans rubbing me was awful. So I’d come up with the off-the-wall idea.

      But now, we were alone in a quiet place. Alone. Kissing. And I knew what kissing led to.

      I knew what I wanted kissing to lead to. With Bennett and Cash, I felt… different than with previous guys. Desirable. Attractive. Not broken. My pussy was wet, my nipples hard. I was eager. Almost frantic even, for more. Absolutely nothing like when I’d been with Frank.

      Frank could eat shit and die.

      I was kissing Cash and he was right there between my legs. I felt him, hard and thick pressing against me. He was huge big and the way his hips flexed, I knew he knew how to use it. The greasy scent of machinery filled the air, but I also smelled oranges. Now I knew it was the soap and why the citrus aroma clung to him.

      I reached up and cupped his jaw, felt the softness of his beard beneath my fingers. I heard the slide of the zipper, and I lowered my hands so he could work it down and off my arms.

      His tongue met mine. Played, took. I couldn’t help but moan and lift my hands to the back of his neck, holding him close.

      Fingers were on the buttons of my dress. One, then another, then another opened until the top was loose. Only then did he lift his head, look down.

      I might die of embarrassment if they saw my pussy right now, but I refused to let them see me in basic underwear. I liked sexy lingerie, and I needed all the self-confidence boosting I could get.

      “Holy shit,” Cash murmured, his knuckle running from my clavicle, between the swells of my breasts and lower over my belly. “So beautiful.”

      Bennett moved in close, leaned a hip against the counter beside us. Slowly, his fingers caught my dress at my shoulder, worked it down my arm.

      I rolled my shoulders back, my breathing coming in little pants as I was exposed. Cash did the same thing to the other side, my dress now about my waist. I was bare except for my pale yellow demi-bra. It lifted, but kept the top swells exposed. Their eyes were staring… there and I looked down. Just a hint of my nipples peeked out from above the yellow lace edging.

      To my surprise, Cash stepped back, looked to Bennett. He didn’t say anything and even in my lust-hazed mind, I was a little confused. Didn’t he want me? Bennett moved between my legs, set his hands on either side of my hips on the edge of the counter so he was leaning down. Our eyes met.

      “Angel,” he murmured. “Look at you, all perfect in a place like this, grimy and full of engine parts. Tools. And here you are with kiss-swollen lips, creamy skin, lush tits covered by just a few scraps of lace. A fantasy.”

      He lowered his head, took a nipple into his mouth through the bra.

      I gasped, grabbed his head on instinct.

      It was like I’d been hooked up to the jumper cables. Electricity shot through me, sizzled my brain and totally revved my engine. “Bennett!”

      His mouth was hot, wet and the gentle suck made my nipple pebble instantly. He kissed his way to my other one, tugged down the lace edging with his teeth so my nipple was exposed. Then he gave it the attention I craved. He didn’t lift his head, just looked up at me. His pale eyes were heated, his cheeks ruddy with desire. God, I’d thought him potent before, but now, with all that desire aimed at me…I shifted my hips, my pussy eager.

      He raised one hand, slid the strap off my shoulder, the cup of my bra slipping so most of my breast was visible. I felt wild and a whole lot naughty. They were right, it felt different doing this here. I could see now why Cash didn’t want me to get dirty. He liked me all feminine and sexy in the middle of the dirty shop.

      That thought surprised me, for the concept was new. He didn’t look disappointed in me. He didn’t appear to be bored.

      “While the idea of fucking you here is pretty damn hot, I want you in a bed the first time.” He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

      That totally worked for me, so I nodded, running my fingers through his silky hair.

      “We’re not leaving here, though, until you come.”

      I gasped and it was Cash’s turn to lean against the counter and watch. “Fuck, yes. I doubt I’ll be able to work in here again without getting hard.”

      Bennett reached into the opening of the coveralls and found my thigh. It was bare because my dress had ridden up beneath the protective garment. He slid upward and I squirmed and tried to close my legs.

      I knew what he was going to do and I sooo wanted him to do it. But I wasn’t thinking about him making me come anymore. I was thinking about the moment—which was fast approaching—where he’d find my waxing disaster. Laugh.

      His gaze whipped to mine at the action. Surprised, he pulled his hand free and stepped back so I could close my legs.

      “Easy, Angel.” He held up his hands. “We won’t do anything you don’t want.”

      Now, besides being embarrassed, I was sad because he thought he’d done something wrong. I’d fucked it all up again. “It’s not that… it’s, god.” I let my head hang down, not wanting to look at them. But Cash had other ideas, his fingers coming beneath my chin and forcing me to turn and look up at him.

      “What happened to the woman who wanted to have a DP with two dildos?”

      I closed my eyes, remembering that. I’d been so hot, so… wild I’d actually wanted to do that.

      A thumb ran over my lower lip, and I opened my eyes. Cash’s dark eyes now held heat and concern. “We going too fast?”

      I licked my lips. “I… I’ve never felt like this.”

      The corner of his mouth tipped up. “I think the feeling is mutual.”

      “The chemistry, the connection… it’s really intense, but…”

      “But you want to take it slow,” he added.

      “No!” I said and his eyebrows went up in surprise. “I mean, what we did last night, that wasn’t slow.”

      Bennett laughed. “That was hot as hell.”

      “Do you do that all the time?” I asked, considering maybe I was just one in a long line with them.

      “Phone sex?” Bennett asked.

      I nodded.

      “If you were anyone else, we’d have fucked you.”

      My mouth fell open and I narrowed my eyes. What? Of course. I wasn’t good enough. Fine. Fine.

      “Fine,” I said, trying to slide off the counter and to leave. It was my go-to saying when I didn’t want to talk, and every man should learn nothing was actually fine.

      “Slow your roll and listen,” Cash said, putting his hand on my arm. “You’re not anybody. You’re the one we want. We’re here with you, right where we want to be.”

      “Yeah, I’m not a good lay. I’m aware,” I snapped. Realizing I was sitting there with my boobs hanging out, I tugged up the strap of my bra, put my hands through the arm holes of my dress, put it back up on my shoulders.

      “You’re doing just fine, Angel. Do you want to know why we didn’t fuck you last night? Trust me, we wanted to,” Bennett said.

      “Another notch in your belt?” I countered.

      Cash took hold of my sloppy bun, tugged it gently so I was forced to look at both of them. The move was surprising and made me hot, even in my anger.

      “Don’t disrespect yourself like that. We won’t have it. You’re not another notch on a belt, dammit.”

      All heat was gone from Bennett’s eyes. In place was anger, cold and fierce. “You weren’t ready last night. You’re not ready now.”

      “I am.”

      Bennett stared at me wide-eyed. “Then what’s with this?” he asked, setting a hand on my closed knees. A piece of paper wouldn’t fit between.

      “It’s… it’s embarrassing,” I replied.

      “Oh, you’re on your period? We can do other things to get you off,” Cash added.

      I blushed furiously. I thought there was nothing more embarrassing than what I did, but now I realize it’s possible. “God, it’s not my period. I’ll have you know I have an IUD and I don’t get one.”

      I swear they both glowed with happiness. Non-stop sex with no chance of getting pregnant. Men.

      “Then what is it?” Cash asked, releasing my hair. “A working uterus isn’t embarrassing. You don’t have to hide your body from us. You’re gorgeous.”

      I warmed at Cash’s praise and it made me relax. A little.

      “I… I wanted to do something for you… there.” I couldn’t meet their eyes again, but I placed both hands in my lap. Their eyes were drawn to them.

      “Angel, just tell us or I’ll think you’ve got a plug in your ass or a clit piercing,” Bennett said.

      My eyes lifted to his. A plug in my— “I tried to wax. I thought you might like me to be bare.”

      They didn’t say anything for a moment. Cash reached for my waist, lifted me up and Bennett tugged the coveralls out from beneath me, then worked them all the way off as Cash sat me back down on the counter.

      “Your pussy’s bare for us?” Cash asked.

      Each of them set a hand on my knee and pulled, opening me up for them. My hands were still in my lap and my dress covered me, although not a lot since I hadn’t done up the buttons and the hem was high on my thighs.

      I shook my head but didn’t say anything. I couldn’t get the words out. Perhaps they sensed it because Bennett said, “You don’t have to tell us, but you are going to show us. Okay?”

      His head was tipped down, so he was close. I bit my lip, nodded. Maybe just showing would be easier than saying the words explaining what I’d done.

      As their hands slid up each of my thighs, I held my breath. My panties came into view and Cash tucked his pointer finger into the elastic side and slid it over.

      I closed my eyes, but when Cash dropped to his knees they flew open. I tried to close my legs because he was right there. He couldn’t miss anything.

      The corner of his mouth tipped up and the tip of his finger stroked over the bare spot. My hips bucked at the light touch. The spot wasn’t anything sensitive, like say, my clit, but CASH WAS TOUCHING MY PUSSY!

      His head lifted and he looked away, down the length of the counter. He met my eyes and said, “Don’t move. Not one muscle.”

      Bennett’s thumb stroked the inside of my thigh and his gaze shifted from my pale yellow panties—which had slid back over my pussy—to what Cash was doing.

      He was back in seconds, taking the cap off a marker. One moment, he had the gusset of my panties pushed to the side again and was writing something on me the next. Right in the bald spot.

      “Cash!” I said, but his shoulder kept one knee from closing and Bennett dropped down beside him, ensuring I stayed nice and wide and so he could obviously get a closer look.

      I couldn’t see what Cash was writing, but I could feel the cool rasp of the marker tip against my skin. It wasn’t sore any longer. Maybe it was but my adrenaline was flowing. Two guys were between my parted thighs and writing on me.

      There.
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      JULIA

      

      Cash handed the thick black marker—the permanent kind—to Bennett and he took his turn writing on me. Only when the cap was back on and he’d tossed it onto the counter did they look up at me.

      Two men, on their knees and between my thighs. I was exposed, but I still had my panties on.

      “Are you insane? What did you write on me?” I was equally stunned and aroused. They weren’t laughing, they definitely weren’t running away. In fact, Bennett licked his lips.

      Cash’s finger slid over the smooth skin. “Property of Cash.”

      “—and Bennett.”

      I tried to bend myself forward so I could see, but there was no way. “I can’t believe you did that!”

      Cash shrugged his shoulders, not the least bit concerned I was riled up. “You see this as an embarrassing mistake. I see it as perfect. I plan to mark you with my cum; but this is a great way for everyone to know this pussy belongs to me.”

      I should be appalled that he’d claimed my body. But I wasn’t. Nope. Call me crazy, but it was hot as hell.

      “Do you think so low of me I’d let someone get all the way to my pussy before they find out I’m involved with you two?”

      Bennett stood, hooked his fingers in the sides of my panties. Cash moved his hand away. “Lift,” he said.

      I was thinking too hard to question what he was doing. I leaned to one side to facilitate his working the skimpy lace under my butt, then the other side. “We’re men. You’re ours. Since we’re going to eat you out and make you come in the next five minutes, your pussy’s ours, too.”

      My brain stalled on eat you out in the next five minutes. My pussy liked the idea.

      “Neanderthals,” I muttered.

      Cash pushed my legs wide, and I put my hands behind me for balance. “We’re possessive,” he said, his fingers sliding over my pussy. I was wet, swollen and very sensitive. “You’re sopping wet. Let me clean that all up.”

      With his hands on my thighs, he leaned in, put his mouth on me. I shot up and almost off the counter, but he pressed down, holding me in place.

      “Oh!” I cried, my head falling back. I’d had a guy go down on me before. Once. It didn’t do much. It had felt good, but he didn’t know what he was doing. Cash only validated that because, holy shit, he knew exactly what he was doing. He’d found my clit, flicked it gently, circled it and discovered I moaned when he touched the left side of it. Then did it again. And again. His beard tickled my inner thighs, brushed over my pussy.

      I felt my dress part and my bra tugged down. Then a mouth on my nipple.

      I looked down, saw two heads. One dark, one light. Both of them were touching me, licking me. Sucking. Playing.

      I rolled my hips, tried to get closer to Cash, to hump his face because, god, it felt so good. It wasn’t a slow burn, a gentle simmer. It was intense, like an inferno. I couldn’t catch my breath, couldn’t control what I was feeling, how my body responded. When Cash circled my entrance with one thick finger, I bucked. When he slipped it deep inside and curled, found some magical spot, I gasped.

      “I’m going to come.” Yup, just like that. I was a really cheap date, it seemed, especially with Cash touching my g-spot. It had to be. To me, it was like finding a unicorn in my vagina because while I’d heard of a g-spot, I had no proof one even existed.

      Until now.

      Neither had to work too hard to get me to a panting, sweaty mess. How was that possible? I had never felt like this with any guy before, and we weren’t even fucking. Besides Cash’s hands holding me in place, they only had their mouths on me. No dicks. Yet.

      “Cash, don’t stop. God, more. Yes, like that!” I screamed, my body tensing as the most amazing orgasm washed over me. No dildo or vibrator could do this.

      Only when it tapered off did they lift their heads. I smiled—I couldn’t help it—and stared dazedly down at Cash. He grinned, his beard and lips glistening wet. From me.

      He stood, kept his hands on my thighs. “More?” he asked, licking his lips.

      I looked to Bennett who was blatantly shifting himself in his jeans.

      “Yes, please.”

      “Let’s get you to a bed then,” Cash said.

      I shook my head, wrapped my hands around his wrists. Looked up at him. “No bed. Now. Here. Hurry.”

      I was wet. Prepped and wide open for them. I didn’t want to have to wait long enough to find the nearest bed. I’d come once, and I was eager to come again. I didn’t want to chance anything.

      “You’re sure?” Bennett asked.

      “I’m sure. I’ve never been so sure of anything in my life.” I sounded breathy and desperate. I was. For more orgasms. Now.

      Cash reached into his back pocket and pulled a condom out of his wallet. I watched as he opened his jeans and lowered them to his hips, pulled his dick out and covered himself.

      Wow. He was big. The dildo had nothing on him. Longer, thicker. I couldn’t miss the way the vein that went up the length pulsed. It curved all the way up toward his navel. I had to wonder how that had fit in his jeans. And now, I wondered how it would fit inside me.

      He placed his hands on the counter on either side of my hips, leaned forward and kissed me. Sweet, but a little wild, too. Just like him. I tasted myself on him, scented my pussy as my wetness clung to his beard. So dirty, so naughty.

      A hand curled around my butt, pulled me close to the edge. His dick was at my entrance, settled, then sank deep. Slow, oh so slow he filled me. Stretched me. Opened me up.
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      CASH

      

      Yes, it was a wild and dirty fuck in the back of the shop. The scent of motor oil and gasoline clung to everything. So did grease and grime. Julia didn’t belong here, even beneath her truck changing her oil. This wasn’t her world, and yet, she felt comfortable here.

      Enough to let us tug off her panties and get inside her. To fuck her hard and fast… without even getting her bare. She’d come on my tongue, but that wasn’t the kind of foreplay she deserved. I’d barely pulled down my jeans, only enough to get my dick out and covered before I sank into her. Finished in record time, as if all I cared about was getting off. I’d taken her with me, but it had been quick.

      I watched Bennett have his turn, her legs wrapped around his waist as he took her. I disposed of the condom and fixed my pants, dropped onto a metal stool because my legs wouldn’t hold me. I was pumped up and exhausted at the same time. I’d never come like that before. Hard, so hard I went blind for a few seconds. The cum kept filling the condom and while she’d said she was on birth control, I worried the quantity of it would either rip the condom or seep out. The least I could do was protect her properly.

      “You feel so good, Angel. Heaven,” Bennett breathed as he wrapped an arm around behind her back, keeping her from slipping on the dirty surface. He hauled her up, spun about and walked toward her truck, still inside her. He carefully lowered Julia onto the rolling board on her back. Clearly, he didn’t give a shit the concrete floor was filthy beneath his knees and put his hands on the end bars of the wheeled board. He used it to fuck her. He didn’t even have to move his hips, going hard and deep and as fast as he wanted.

      Fuck, that was hot.

      She gasped and hooked her ankles at his lower back and took every inch of him.

      I tasted her on my tongue, breathed in her scent because her juices had dried on my beard. My dick was rising to the occasion again, watching her get fucked like this. I wasn’t thrilled about seeing Bennett’s ass—like me, he’d barely pulled down his jeans—but it was the look on her face, the abandon, the pleasure she couldn’t hide that had me wanting another round. I loved knowing I’d made her come, that she was finding more pleasure with my friend. That he could take her in such a way. Wild. Rough and filthy.

      But this was a fantasy. It wasn’t real. It was blind fucking luck she’d spread her legs for me. She was sweet and kind, fresh and so fucking good. And yet she liked to get dirty, to be naughty as fuck.

      My name was written in permanent fucking marker on her pussy.

      My dick was back to full attention now knowing it knew exactly where it wanted to go.

      I was a bastard. Total. Fucking. Bastard. I’d made her come twice—if that didn’t make me feel like a rock star, nothing did—and it had felt like more than just a quickie in the back of my shop.

      It was… everything. She’d trusted us enough to put our names on that secret spot. For me to lick her pussy, get her taste all over my tongue. Bury myself balls deep. Get her off. Again.

      I’d fucked before. Often. But it hadn’t felt like this. Not just the pleasure, but the connection. What the fuck was it with her? I was a moth to a sweet flame. It had been like… coming home. I felt like a million bucks knowing I could work her body to such pleasure that she screamed. But it was the fact that I could lose myself in her that scared the shit out of me. I couldn’t fuck and forget Julia. Couldn’t go back to random sex ever again. My dick wanted her. My heart, it seemed, wanted only her.

      “Bennett!” she cried.

      He was good for her. Smart. Rich. Clearly a good fuck. A gentleman—except for right now using a rolling board like a sex swing. He hadn’t been arrested for rape. He wouldn’t taint her like I would. Like I had, because I’d gotten inside her. Gotten a taste for what could be. What it could be like.

      Bennett took hold of the back of one of her knees, lifted it up so he could go deeper. The wet sound of their fucking filled the back of the shop. Julia’s tits bounced with each deep thrust, topped with nipples Bennett had sucked to hard points.

      I dropped my elbows to my forearms, ran a hand over my face. Fuck, my fingers smelled like her pussy. As soon as her brothers found out the clusterfuck of what had me leaving Miami, they’d kill me. Perhaps with Liam Hogan, the sheriff, in the mix, I might just get a busted nose, but when they found out I’d fucked their sister… I’d be in a shallow grave somewhere on the Duke ranch. Hell, I wouldn’t even get a burial, just left for the wolves to pick clean.

      They wouldn’t let Julia get tangled with a fucker like me. I didn’t blame them. Hell, I respected them for the way they watched out for her.

      Bennett slid a hand between them, and I knew the moment he brushed over her clit. I knew what that hard little pearl felt like against my tongue, knew how she reacted to it being touched.

      After coming twice already, she was well-primed, highly sensitive and she came again, her head thrown back in wild abandon. Bennett fucked her through her orgasm and came right after, his body stilling deep in her, a growl ripping from his throat.

      They were breathing hard and remained entwined.

      I stood, the metal of the stool’s legs scraping across the concrete drawing their attention.

      “I’m going to duck out.”

      Bennett turned his head and frowned. His cheeks were ruddy and he was trying to catch his breath. His mind wasn’t ready for a conversation yet, his dick still buried in the sweetest pussy I’d ever tasted, felt. Lost myself in.

      He pulled back, his condom covered dick glistening from all that sticky sweet arousal of hers. Julia brought her legs together, pushed the hem of her dress down over herself as she lay in front of her truck.

      Bennett found the trash can, carefully got rid of the condom. As he was tucking his dick away, he said, “What the hell are you talking about? We’ll take this back to my place. Right, Angel?” He grinned at her and tugged her up to standing, an arm wrapped around her. “That was fucking incredible, but I want to see what we can do in a bed.”

      Her cheeks were flushed; curls had fallen out of the bun. She didn’t even realize yet her tits were out. She was well-fucked and mussed. Gorgeous.

      Fuck, this was hard. We’d done that to her and I wanted to get her naked and do it all over again. No. Not with me. I’d just get her all filthy in a way even an auto shop couldn’t.

      “Yeah, you guys go for it. I’m heading home.”

      A little V formed in Julia’s brow. “Don’t you, aren’t you…”

      She didn’t know what to ask.

      I walked up to her, stroked my finger over her cheek, looked down at her nipples, now all soft and plump again, then met her green eyes. “It’s not going to work with me, Julia. Sorry. You’ve got Bennett though.”

      Her mouth fell open as I heard Bennett swear behind me.

      “Not going to work? You… you fucked me and now you’re walking away?”

      I nodded once, biting my tongue so I didn’t take it all back.

      “It was bad? Is that it? You learned how it could be with me and it’s not good.”

      Bennett swore again, gave me a dark look. “Cash. You fucker.”

      I nodded once. “Yeah, you’re right. Take care of her, okay?”

      I turned on my heel, walked out. Didn’t look back. I couldn’t stand to see the hurt on her face, the anger on Bennett’s. It was for the best. She deserved better than me. This threesome thing made me content in knowing she wasn’t alone. She had Bennett, and I’d have the memories of what we just did as I worked every fucking day for the rest of my life.
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      JULIA

      

      “You’re thinking too hard,” Bennett said. We were spooned in his bed, his arms wrapped around me. One hand cupped my breast and I felt every hard inch of him along my back.

      He felt good. Solid. Comforting. Real.

      My mind couldn’t settle, continuously returning to Cash. What we’d done. What he’d said. Two words slayed me.

      You’re right, he’d said.

      Cash had fucked me, hadn’t liked it, even agreed with me when I asked if I’d been bad at it, then left.

      Only this morning I’d had the blanket tossed over my head. Hiding. Protecting myself from what I figured they’d do when they discovered I had a botched wax job. Laugh.

      God, that would have been something to recover from, but not this. This was worse. They hadn’t laughed at me. The opposite, in fact. They’d seemed to be into it. I mean, they’d written on me. Claimed me. The possessiveness I’d seen on their faces had me forgetting I was a bad lay. That I had no idea what I was doing. That I was frigid.

      Just like the phone sex, I’d just… given over. And it had been amazing. I’d come. Several times and I was not frigid. Still, Cash hadn’t liked it. He’d gotten a taste—literally—and was done. An asshole move, perhaps even worse than Frank.

      But Frank had at least been honest in his assholery. Cash destroyed me. He’d been into it. I knew it. I felt it. Saw it in his eyes while he’d been deep inside me.

      The connection had been instant. Sure, I’d thought they were strippers, but I’d been able to talk with them. Flirt, just… be.

      It made me crazy, and because of it, I was destroyed by Cash’s actions. His words.

      “He didn’t mean it,” Bennett said for the fiftieth time. After Cash left, Bennett had taken me home. I’d insisted on being alone, even though he hadn’t done anything wrong. He was right there with me, the feelings I had for Cash I also had for Bennett. But Cash had wounded me. Deep. In a way that had nothing to do with what I felt for Bennett. I didn’t care for them only as a duo, like they were bookends that had to be purchased together.

      Still, while Bennett had wanted to stay with me, I’d wanted to be alone. To nurse what turned out to be a broken heart. I wasn’t just upset Cash had found me lacking, but I thought there had been something there. Something real. Deep. Love, even. I’d fallen hard and ridiculously fast and that was what hurt now.

      Bennett had given me—after we argued on my front porch—some time alone to lie in bed and cry, but he’d shown up on my doorstep an hour ago, all but dragged me to his house to be with him. It wasn’t his fault what Cash had done. I had intense feelings for Bennett, and holing up in my house wasn’t fair to him. He knew I wasn’t happy, that I’d been hurt. He was mad at Cash because of it. His protective instincts had kicked in and he wanted me close. I… liked that. I knew from watching my brothers that he wanted to take care of me. Needed to, and I fell even harder for him.

      His hugs and attention were just what I needed. His hold soothed me.

      I should be drinking a bottle of wine and eating a gallon of ice cream with Ava, watching a horror movie on TV, but I wanted Bennett. I barely knew him and yet… I did. This was the first time in bed together and yet we weren’t having sex. He’d helped me undress, standing completely bare before him as he slipped one of his t-shirts over my head. He climbed naked in bed with me and I felt his hard on against my lower back, but he did nothing about it. Just kissed the top of my head, pulled me closer.

      This was where I wanted to be. I just wished Cash were here, too.

      “He didn’t,” Bennett repeated. The room was dark, only the soft glow from the moon filtered in through the windows. His bed was big, the sheets soft and they smelled like him.

      “He said I wasn’t any good,” I replied. “At sex, I mean. He gave it a try, but he didn’t like it.”

      Bennett shifted so I was on my back and he was looming over me. His arm snaked out and he turned on the bedside lamp. I blinked up at him. His pale eyes were serious. I felt the heat from his body pressed along the side of mine.

      “That’s what you think, that he fucked and fled?”

      I shrugged, looked down at his chin, saw his blond stubble. “It hurts, but I understand.”

      He frowned. “Understand what?”

      I bit my lip, thought of Frank.

      “Some guy said you were a bad lay?” When I didn’t answer, he continued. “That’s what you were talking about last night when you said dildos don’t complain when they fuck you.”

      I cringed at his tone.

      He sighed. “Angel, the guy was wrong. He should be shot for how he hurt you.” Bennett stroked my hair as he spoke. “There is nothing wrong with you. Every inch of you is perfect.”

      “I couldn’t come. I was… frigid,” I admitted.

      “Frigid? Fuck,” he breathed, closing his eyes for a second. “Cash bolted because it was too good. You freaked him out a little.”

      I climbed from the bed. Paced back and forth on the soft carpet. “A little? He left because I was too good. Too good? Yeah, right. That makes no sense. What guy does that?” I waved my arms, pissed off.

      Bennett sat up, let the sheet slip to his waist. My gaze dropped to his six-pack abs and my thoughts scattered. He patted the bed beside him. “Come here.”

      I huffed, then climbed back into the bed, plopped myself down beside him. The t-shirt I wore rode high on my thighs and he slid the hem up so the material bunched under my armpits. He looked down at me, then ran a hand over my skin. My belly, my hip, his thumb brushing the underside of my breast. “This body… gorgeous. These tits, a perfect handful. Your soft skin, hot beneath my palm.” He moved his hand down between my legs. “This pussy… wet for me. You’re not frigid. You were obviously in bed with the wrong man.”

      I was warming beneath his touch, beneath the words.

      “I thought… perhaps… you had phone sex with me because you didn’t want me in your bed.”

      He shoved his hips forward so his hard on was on display. I hadn’t had much of a look of it earlier in the auto shop, but now I could see how big it was. Thick. The taut skin was darker than the rest of him, the crown wide, and I was distracted wondering how that had fit in me. My pussy clenched remembering, was a little sore because of it. “Does this look like I don’t want you?”

      I shook my head.

      “You came for us, screamed our names,” he continued. “Fuck, you were the sweetest thing ever. Pretty dress, even prettier lacy underthings. Your creamy tits out for us. Don’t get me started on your pussy, especially seeing our names on that little bare spot.”

      I flushed, having completely forgotten it was even there.

      “You realize I haven’t had a taste.”

      “I’m sorry,” I replied, warming up to his touch.

      “Don’t be. Cash is being an ass. He’ll come around. I promise.”

      I grabbed his wrist, stilled his hand. Felt the corded muscles beneath my palm. I could barely put thoughts together when he touched me like this. “No, I mean, I’m sorry for being so upset. I shouldn’t be. I… I just met both of you yesterday. It’s not Cash’s problem I got so… attached. He has every right to bail. I mean, it’s not like we were in a relationship.”

      “Angel,” he chided. “Relationship? What we have is bigger than that. We’re not dating, we’re not just fucking. One look and I was done.” He pulled his hand from my hold, cupped my pussy again and met my gaze. “I didn’t write my name here just for fun. I was serious. This pussy’s mine. You’re mine. You’ll be Cash’s, too, tomorrow. Just wait and see. He’s got issues to work though, but they’re his to tell you about. Then you’ll understand, forgive, and have incredible make-up sex. But you can let him grovel a little first.”

      I smiled then. Nothing had changed, but I felt better. I really had only known Cash and Bennett for a little over twenty-four hours. I’d cried in bed for six of them, upset at Cash. He’d been a jerk, that was for sure, but I shouldn’t have been that upset.

      But everything was different with these two. Time was irrelevant. I just knew.

      “All right, I’ll make him grovel.”

      His hand went to my hip and rolled us so he was on his back and I was lying on top of him. I shifted my legs, straddled his waist. He gripped the bottom of the t-shirt and lifted it over my head, tossed it to the floor.

      “Want to go for a ride?” he asked, hands moving from my hips and up to cup my breasts.

      “Bennett,” I breathed, letting my eyes fall closed.

      “Pussy too sore to play?”

      I shook my head, reached back and took him in hand. He really was bigger than the dildo. His dick was hot to the touch, silky soft beneath my palm but rock hard.

      Bennett hissed and his hips bucked.

      I lifted up, already ready for him. I wanted him in me. Now. And when he slid into me, one thick inch at a time, I opened for him. Remembered how he felt.

      “Wait,” he said, tugging me off him.

      “What?” I asked, my hands settling on his chest.

      “Condom. Gotta protect you, Angel.”

      I shook my head and studied his clenched jaw. “Nothing between us. I want to feel every inch of you. I want the heat of your cum filling me. You may have put your name on me, but you didn’t mark me. Not yet.”

      Was I crazy to say that? Now, after such a short time? I couldn’t help what I felt for him, for Cash, too. I wanted it all. Nothing between us. No barriers, literally and figuratively. Starting now with Bennett, and tomorrow with Cash.

      Bennett froze, eyes searching mine. Whatever he saw, he agreed with, for he moved his hands, rested them on the bed beside him. “I’m clean. I’d never hurt you. Not in this. Not in anything.” And when I took him back in me again, began to set a pace that made my blood heat, my clit throb, he gripped the sheets, practically ripped them from the bed.

      “Angel.”

      I was in charge, took what I wanted, learned I wasn’t frigid at all. I was hot and bothered. Wild and passionate. His hand slipped between us, over my clit, over where we were joined, then went around behind me, found my back entrance.

      I stilled. Gasped. “Bennett,” I breathed.

      “Just a little play here. I don’t have any lube, and I don’t want to hurt you.”

      His fingertip brushed softly, circled. “It doesn’t hurt.”

      Far from it. God, it felt so good. I had no idea. Sizzling hot. Electrifying. It pushed me to the brink in a flash.

      “Oh my god,” I gasped, beginning to ride him again. He kept his slick finger there, just pressing lightly. Nothing more, although the light touch had me wanting him to press in. To fill me.

      “We’ll get some lube, Angel, and I’ll get in you here.” He tapped my bottom. “I promise.”

      With a hand on his chest, I rode him. Sweat bloomed on my skin, my pussy getting wetter the more he touched me. The more I fucked him the way I liked. I’d been in charge, but with first-time ass play, I couldn’t hold back. It was too much. Too good. And when I came and cried out his name, I held his gaze, knew this was so much more than one day of being together. This was… everything.
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      JULIA

      

      I woke up to an empty bed. In a haze of sleep, Bennett had whispered to me, telling me even though it was Sunday, he had to meet a client and when I got up, to come down to the barn. I’d been excited to see what he did, but after Bennett had his way with me twice during the night, I fell right back asleep.

      An hour later, after showering and pouring myself a cup of coffee from the pot he’d left warm for me in the kitchen, I walked down to the barn.

      For a city slicker, Bennett had bought a big piece of land. It was a pretty setting, with acres of slightly rolling hills. The mountains were in the distance and a stream meandered through with cottonwood trees lining the banks. I’d met Mr. and Mrs. Lansing, who’d previously owned the property, a few times growing up, friends of my grandparents. Mrs. Lansing died in her sleep a few years back and more recently, Mr. Lansing decided to sell and move to Oregon to be closer to his son. They’d grown alfalfa and kept a few animals, but nothing like the head of cattle the Duke ranch had. I wondered if Bennett had any intentions to grow crops, which I seemed to doubt, or perhaps lease the fields.

      I turned and glanced back at the house. Two story, typical farmhouse with a gray metal roof, normal for this area to help the snow slide off. The place needed work, but had good bones. A good feel. The renovations he’d made so far were smart and well done. But I was curious to see how someone turned a barn that once housed a bunch of farm animals into a motorcycle shop. And I wanted to see Bennett. It was silly to say I missed him after only an hour or so, but I did.

      Walking across the open field between his house and barn, I realized I loved him. It gave me pause because it was insane. I’d met him on Friday! Even crazier was that I loved Cash, too, even if I didn’t really like him at the moment. I wouldn’t have been so upset about what he’d said and done the day before otherwise.

      How was it possible? Could a heart, which had been empty for so long, just fill right up? It wasn’t just the sex. Well, it was partially, but it was what sex with Cash and Bennett did to me.

      They made me confident. They made me whole. I’d been going through the motions for months watching my friends and family find love. One right after the other, starting with Duke and Jed. Tucker and Colton had fallen next, followed by Gus and the guys, even Porter and the sheriff. I’d been happy for them, but seeing the action from the sidelines and not getting in on the game myself had been depressing. Sad. Even a little heartbreaking.

      I kept on walking. Pondered.

      I wouldn’t have given my heart to any guy—like I had any say in the matter—because Frank hadn’t gotten any part of me. He’d seen my body, touched it, been inside of me, but I hadn’t given myself to him.

      The barn was huge, perhaps ten stalls long and a second story hay loft. The structure had a new coat of paint, new windows down the length to let light in. Animals hadn’t needed them, but it seemed Bennett did.

      I opened the people-sized door to the left of the big sliding barn doors and went inside. The space was bright—along with the new windows, skylights had been added into the sloped roof—and clean. No animal smells. In fact, inside, it didn’t look much like a barn at all. Usually, the walls were just studs and exterior siding, no insulation, but drywall had been added throughout, probably insulated, too, and painted a bright white. The floor was concrete with a layer of gray sealant. The animal stalls were gone. Only one was saved in the back corner, but the walls went all the way up to the ceiling and had been turned into what looked like an office. From across the space I could see that glass was put in where the open upper half of the stall had been. I heard voices coming from within, but from this angle, couldn’t see Bennett or the client. Not wanting to disturb them, I took a moment to look around.

      I took a sip of my coffee, noticed the space was a lot like Carter’s Auto Shop with its tools, parts, work counters and heavy machinery. Sturdy metal construction and chains, weird contraptions I didn’t even recognize were around the one open room. There were no cars like Cash had. Instead there were five motorcycles in various stages of completion, and a single ATV parked in the corner. It had a plow attachment on the front, and I assumed Bennett used it in the snowy months to clear paths.

      Everything was immaculate and tidy. Just like Bennett himself. While his house was only partially completed, it was neat and well thought out.

      The bike nearest me leaned on its kickstand, gleaming chrome and black from tire to tire. I knew nothing about motorcycles, but it was gorgeous. Pipes and handlebars all appeared custom. I was afraid to touch and get fingerprints on it. They were fancy—although I wouldn’t tell Bennett that. These were a work of art and no wonder he had a wait list, and from what Ava said, it included Colton. Based on the space he’d made here and the size of the property he’d purchased, he did exceptionally well.

      I walked from bike to bike, seeing what Bennett intended for them. Amazed by his artistic eye and craftsmanship. My marketing mind went wild with the glossy brochures and slick web site that could be made to promote his work.

      The exterior door opened behind me and I spun about, barely preventing my coffee from sloshing out of the mug.

      Cash.

      He looked around as if searching for someone. When he saw me, he stilled in the doorway and his tense shoulders relaxed. It was as if he was relieved to find me, as if he hadn’t expected to actually see me again.

      He wore a plaid flannel shirt, untucked, jeans and boots. His dark hair was a wild tangle, his dark eyes bloodshot. “Julia,” he breathed, ducking his head.

      I glanced over my shoulder toward the office. Setting my mug down on a nearby table, I headed toward Cash and the door. “He’s with a client. Let’s go outside.”

      He pushed open the door, let me out first. The morning was cool, the sky clear. A new day, a fresh start. I felt… different this morning. Loved. A little less lost. What Bennett and I shared made me confident in myself. Not in my work. Not in my friendships or family. In myself. What we had, this ridiculously fast relationship-thing that had no word or term to describe it, reassured me. Made me feel whole.

      Looking at Cash, who ran his hand over his beard, I recognized… the old me in him. He seemed unsure of himself, wary. I didn’t like that feeling. I recognized it easily enough, and I didn’t want him to be that way.

      It was because of me he was troubled, and I wanted to help him with it, but Bennett had been right. He had to grovel. At least a little bit.

      “I’m sorry,” he said, right from the start. He looked at me like a starving man. Desperate. He tucked his hands in his pockets as if he had to keep himself from grabbing me.

      “For…”

      “For yesterday. Not all of yesterday. God, being with you, being inside you, watching you with Bennett, all of it was the best thing of my life. It’s the after I’m sorry about. The part where I walked out.”

      I crossed my arms over my chest, tipped my chin up. “Did you walk out because you didn’t like having sex with me?”

      His eyes widened as if I’d asked him if he wanted to start a farm raising monkeys. “What?” Then he looked bleak. “You thought that… because of me. Fuck, baby.” He closed the distance between us, cupped my face with his big hands. “It was too good. It scared the shit out of me. I’m… I’m not good for you.”

      I turned my head, then pushed at his chest. He moved, only because he wanted to. He was too big for me to do so otherwise. “Don’t you think I should decide that, not you?”

      I knew the guys in Raines were bossy and serious alphas, but it still pissed me off when they went too far. I’d heard Ava and Kaitlyn, even Parker and Jill grumble about it.

      He shook his head. His eyes roved over my face as if taking me in, memorizing me. “You don’t know me, what I’ve done. I was trying to protect you.”

      Yup, an alpha idiot.

      I set a hand on his chest, felt how strong he was. How big. And yet, for all those pheromones and potent kisses, he was vulnerable, too.

      Still, I shoved him again. “If you’d stayed, I’d have gotten to know you more.”

      He took my wrist, held my hand against his chest.

      “I know you here.” I tapped my hand against his heart. I had no idea how I could feel this way, so sure of him, but I did. Still… “You big idiot.”

      He lowered his forehead to mine and just breathed. “I am an idiot. Baby, I have to tell you some things about me. Things that might make you change your mind about being with me. I… I left because it was the noble thing to do. But I’ve discovered I’m not that noble at all. Not with you.”

      “I don’t need noble,” I practically shouted at him. “I need you.”

      He stared at me. “Fuck, are you real?” he breathed.

      “I can’t forgive you this easily. Bennett said you’re supposed to grovel,” I countered, letting him know he wasn’t off the hook.

      He lifted his head slightly, and I saw his smile. He was so handsome, so… virile. I breathed him in. Mint, like toothpaste, and a scent that was all Cash. Leather. Maybe even a little bit of grease and orange soap. “Am I doing a good job?”

      “It’s a start,” I replied, smiling in return. “This is all happening so fast… Don’t forget I thought you were strippers not even two days ago.”

      He grinned.

      “We can take some time to get to know each other. You can tell me about your past, about whatever it is that’s made you turn into a moron.”

      “Moron? I’ll take it. Jackass, asshole. Big idiot. They all fit.”  He paused, studied me. “You’ll give me time to make this right? Tell you everything?”

      I lifted my hand to his cheek now. Felt the softness of his beard. “I’ve fallen for you,” I admitted. “Hard. Even after what you did yesterday. It hurt me, I won’t lie. That was my fault though, because I shouldn’t have let something so… short affect me this much.”

      He wrapped his arms around me in a fierce hug, rested his cheek on the top of my head. “None of this is your fault. You gave your body… your heart, everything to me. I thought leaving was what was best when I should have treasured it. You.”

      “I fell too fast,” I added. “What you did shouldn’t have hurt so much.”

      “I fell for you, too. I’ve fallen and I can’t get up where you’re concerned.”

      I laughed at the play on the old commercial from TV.

      “As for hurting you, fuck. I’ll never be able to make that right. I walked out, realized how much being without you sucked. Wondered how a slip of thing with red hair could knock me on my ass in a day. But you did.”

      He pulled back once again, but only enough to tip my chin up and lean down. His mouth an inch from mine, he stopped. Waited, as if he didn’t have the right to just take.

      “Kiss me,” I whispered, eager to feel his lips on mine.

      And he did.

      Even with his arms around me, I fell. Again. He was gentle and tender, yet so big and powerful. Whatever the secret, we would get through it. Bennett knew it and wasn’t bothered by it. They were still friends. He wouldn’t have let Cash get near me if he were to hurt me.

      I sank into the kiss. Let everything go. Just felt. His hand cupped the back of my head, the other at my lower back, fingers cupping my bottom.

      “Julia Duke.”

      I heard my name and pulled back. Cash loosened his hold on me, and we turned to see who had spoken.

      My stomach dropped.

      Holy fuck. Frank. What was he doing here?

      They’d come out of the barn, and I hadn’t even heard. With Cash kissing me, a bomb could have gone off and I’d have missed it.

      Even after all these months, he held the power over me to feel like shit. A slick grin spread across his face as if he knew he could still fuck with me. He was Bennett’s client. God, what were the chances? I’d avoided him at the grocery store, but had to run into him here. Bennett looked between us, curious.

      How had I ever been interested in Frank? Standing beside Bennett, it was easy to compare them. Frank was several inches shorter. His hair was thinning. A slight paunch rounded his belly. He was pale and… weak looking.

      But Bennett… Bennett.

      My heart skipped a beat looking at Bennett. His sandy colored hair was neatly combed. He wore a charcoal gray V-neck sweater over a white t-shirt, jeans and leather boots. And I knew every inch of what was underneath.

      And Cash beside me. His kiss… no, just his arms around me made me feel more than I ever had with Frank.

      “You and Carter, huh?” he asked, slowly shaking his head. The look in his eyes showed… condescension. “Slumming for the mechanic isn’t going to fix you.”

      I felt Cash’s fingers tighten against my hip.

      God, Frank was an asshole. How did I ever think he was worthy of my time?

      “What the fuck?” Bennett said, turning angrily toward Frank who held up his hands.

      “I’m just telling the truth, before she keeps trying to fix a broken pussy.”

      I swear I heard Cash growl. Bennett’s eyes narrowed and his jaw clenched. So did his fists. This wasn’t Bennett’s fight, it was mine.

      I broke out of Cash’s hold, stomped over to Frank, poked him in the chest, just like I had Cash the other night. Instead of the sly smile Cash had given me, Frank just eyed me with derision.

      “There’s nothing wrong with me, you little shit.”

      He laughed. “Oh yeah, I think I know a fair amount about your problems. Maybe I can tell Carter about them, spare him the trouble of a bad lay.”

      Bennett stepped closer, ready to grab Frank’s arm. I put mine out to stop him.

      “My problem was being with a limp dick like you. You couldn’t have found my clit if you had a road map.”

      For months, I’d been all twisted up over Frank. No, over his words. God. No longer.

      “Please, you’re a frigid bitch and there’s no chance of you thawing out.”

      “That’s it. You’re a dead man,” Cash said. I hadn’t been watching him, my focus solely on Frank. But his arm shot out from behind me and his fist connected with Frank’s face.

      The sick crunch of bone couldn’t be missed. Blood poured from his nose as he bent forward.

      “You fucker! You broke my nose.”

      Bennett grabbed him, hauled him up by the scruff of his neck and practically carried him toward the car parked nearby. One I’d missed earlier. “Get off my property before I kill you and leave you to rot.”

      “Oh, you’re into her, too,” he commented, stumbling. He glanced at me, his hand over his face, blood dripping off his chin. “Yeah, doubling your chances on making a guy happy. Smart. And one with a big wallet.”

      Clearly, Frank didn’t realize his life was in danger.

      “Wait!” I said, before Bennett dragged him toward the nearest ditch.

      “You were cruel with your words, Frank,” I said, once Bennett hauled him around to face me. “Still are. I couldn’t see it before, but I can now. You’re shit in bed and take it out on the woman you’re with. As for me being with Cash and Bennett? I use them for their big dicks. Turns out, a small one like yours just doesn’t make me hot.”

      Cash laughed and pulled me into his arms as Bennett hauled Frank to his car. He leaned down, spoke to him low enough I couldn’t hear, then shoved him in and watched him drive away.

      “He won’t be bothering you anymore,” Bennett said, walking toward us.

      I was all for girl power and taking care of myself, but it felt good to know I had protectors, guys who’d watch out for me… and not because I was a little sister.

      I nodded, not wanting to talk about it. They were now aware I’d slept with Frank. Bennett knew a guy had messed with me, perhaps Cash even picked up on it as well the day before, but not who. I’d made a mistake being with Frank. God, if I could take that time back, I would, but I couldn’t change the past. Cash and Bennett weren’t virgins. They’d been with women before me. They couldn’t change that either. What mattered was now.

      “Is it true, what you said?” Bennett asked.

      I frowned. “Huh?”

      “You’re using us for our big dicks?”

      I grinned. “You two definitely know how to use them since you’re strippers and all.”

      Cash grabbed me about the waist, tossed me over his shoulder. I shrieked, then laughed. I couldn’t help but eye his taut ass as he carried me toward the house.

      “You want big dicks? We’ll give you big dicks.”
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      CASH

      

      I wasn’t fucking Julia in Bennett’s shop. She deserved more comfort than a counter top. Again. Especially after the fucker who’d insulted our woman. I’d hate myself forever for how I’d rejected her. I’d meant to do the right thing, but it was obvious now I’d only poked at an old wound brought about by the douche canoe she’d dated. I didn’t want to linger on the thoughts of him touching her, but we all had lovers in our past.

      I’d make her forget about him, make her forget her own fucking name. I had the rest of my life to show Julia Duke just how perfect she was. She was hot, responsive and my dick would never get enough of her.

      I’d show her, starting right now. I carried her through Bennett’s house and to his bedroom. Dropped her onto the unmade bed. The sheets were twisted, in disarray, and I had to wonder what Bennett had done with her while I’d had my head up my ass.

      Sprawled on the bed, hair a wild tangle, her cheeks flushed and her teeth biting into that plump lower lip made my dick throb.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bennett lean against the wall, content to watch. At least, for now. Grabbing an ankle, I took off one shoe, let it fall to the floor, then the other. Her socks went next. God bless yoga pants, because I tucked my fingers into the waistband and tugged them down—along with her panties—and off her gorgeous legs in two seconds.

      She gasped when I pulled her to the edge of the bed, dropped to the floor and put her legs over my shoulders.

      She looked down her body at me as I brushed a finger over her pink center, over the little bare spot where I’d written my name. While the black letters were a little faded, they were very clear. This pussy was mine and I’d never forget it again.

      “Groveling is best done on my knees.”

      Heat flared in her eyes and she dropped her head back onto the bed, closed her eyes. “Oh no, baby. Up on your elbows. You need to watch me grovel.”

      When she didn’t do as I wanted, I moved my hand away.

      Only then did her head pop up and she pushed up to practically growl at me. “Cash.”

      I grinned, then lowered my head. “Watch.”

      Then I feasted on her, licked her from her entrance up to her clit and back. Her thighs tightened about my head and I did it again. And again, watching her as she gave over to the pleasure. I felt wicked pride that I could do this to her, get her to cream all over my lips, coat my beard. To get her to pant and writhe, moan. I slid one finger into her tight sheath, found the spot that had her hips bucking, then made her scream.

      Only then did she flop back onto the bed. I stood, shucked my clothes, then sat down on the bed beside her. Easily, I scooped her up in my arms and kissed her. There was no question she tasted her sweetness, could feel how she’d all but soaked my beard with her juices.

      “More,” she breathed, working her shirt up and over her head. She wanted to get naked, I wasn’t going to stop her.

      Bennett had been passive, until now. I had no idea when he’d taken off his clothes, but his dick bobbed toward our girl as he undid the back hook of her bra.

      I spun her about, faced her away from me and spread my knees wide. Since she was straddling me, her legs parted as well. While I wanted to watch her tits bounce as she used me to fuck herself, it was time she took both of us at the same time. Bennett’s dick was right there for her to suck. All he had to do was step forward.

      She glanced over her shoulder at me, shifting her hips to try to back up and climb onto my dick.

      “Condom first, baby.”

      “Angel, do you want Cash to fuck you bare, too?”

      I stilled and looked up at Bennett. Bare?

      “You fucked her bare?” Pre-cum seeped from my dick and it smeared across her lower back.

      She was still looking at me with those green eyes. Desire and something I didn’t deserve—love—was aimed right at me. “Please, Cash.”

      “I need to tell you things first.”

      “Now?” she asked, putting her hands on my knees for balance, then shifted, taking me in part way. “Fuck first, talk later.”

      “Shit,” I growled, then put my hands on her hips and helped her get positioned over me right to take me all the way. I wanted to tell her everything, to not have anything between us, but there was no fucking way I’d lift her off me now.

      When she sat on my thighs once again, this time my dick filling her up all the way, she moaned. I groaned and my balls drew up tight. I wasn’t going to last.

      I’d never fucked anyone raw before. Never gone without a condom. Until now. She was hot, tight and wet, the feel so much more intense. I’d probably cry if I had to put latex on ever again.

      Bennett stepped close, stroked her hair. She looked up at him, then at his dick. With one hand, she gripped his hip, all but pulling him in so she could lick his crown like a fucking ice cream cone.

      My hips bucked just watching. She gasped and Bennett took the opportunity to slide a little deeper into her mouth. He groaned, tangled his fingers in her hair.

      Lifting and lowering her carefully, I fucked her as she sucked Bennett off. She had to come again. Once wasn’t enough. I easily found her clit, carefully worked it until she creamed all over me. Milked my dick of my cum.

      Bennett stepped back as she cried out her pleasure, probably not wanting to either choke her as she came or get his dick bit.

      When her peak eased, she grasped him again, took him almost voraciously. It was too much. She was too much.

      No man could hold back from that kind of pleasurable torture. I came hard, filling her, marking her as mine. I gripped her hips and never wanted to let go, never wanted to come out of her.

      I could live inside her pussy for the rest of my life.
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      BENNETT

      

      I’d thought Cash had told her everything while I’d been in my meeting. But when he’d said, mid-fuck, that he had to tell Julia some things, I knew instantly he hadn’t. Yet. I couldn’t blame him for forgetting about it. He’d had a hot, naked, eager woman on his lap. Not just any woman, our woman.

      While Cash doubted Julia’s ability to get past his arrest for rape, I believed in her. Knew she’d see it for what it was: a scorned, crazy woman wanting revenge. Hell, I’d believed in Cash from the very beginning of the fucked up mess Kelly had shoveled onto him. He’d done nothing wrong, but it had taken time and annoyance for the charges to be dropped. But the taint of the accusations lingered among friends and colleagues. His repair work had tapered off and he’d been left reeling. Pissed. Doubtful.

      He was innocent. Julia would see that. She trusted him—she was filled with his bare dick—and she’d trust him in this, too.

      But the fucker Frank Marsden might have put me and Cash behind bars for murder. My client turned out to be the guy who had hurt Julia. Not physically. He might be a total dick, but it quickly became obvious he was the type to verbally harm a woman to feel better about himself.

      A guy who couldn’t get Julia hot? The woman who had just swallowed my cum and then licked her lips? Whose pussy was full of my best friend’s dick? Who had the pink glow of a well-fucked, well-pleasured woman?

      Yeah, Marsden must have a little dick like Julia had said.

      That didn’t excuse him for being an asshole, for making Julia have one second of self-doubt. She was sexy, passionate and as fiery as her red hair. We’d never let her doubt that. Ever.

      That was why I’d helped her up off of Cash’s lap, carried her to the shower. Washed her body myself, watched her nipples harden as I soaped them up with my palms. And lower, I got hard again washing Cash’s cum as it slipped from her. Knowing mine was in her belly…

      Fuck, I needed to come again.

      When Cash opened the shower door, I thought he was going to join us, perhaps do a little more ass play because the shower was a great place for it, but he had on his jeans and held up her cell.

      “Baby, your phone’s been ringing and pinging from texts.”

      She frowned, then since she was wet, told him the four-digit password.

      He swiped over the screen. “It says a voicemail from your mom.” Another swipe. “A text from Tucker, another from Kaitlyn. They’re wondering where you are. If you’d forgotten about brunch.”

      Her eyes widened and her mouth fell open as she grabbed my hand in a death grip. “Oh my god, what time is it?”

      He glanced again at her cell. “Ten after eleven.”

      She pushed Cash out of the way, grabbed a towel and dried off with military efficiency. “I’m hosting brunch! Usually it’s dinner on Friday, but with the party, we moved it to this morning. Now. Everyone’s at my house and I completely forgot. And I don’t have my truck!”

      As I shut off the water and grabbed a towel of my own, I felt smug for the reason we’d made her forget she was hosting a family breakfast. “Angel, text Tucker, tell him you’ll be there in twenty minutes. We’ll stop at the bakery on the way and get bagels and danish.”

      While I’d met most of her family already, it wasn’t as her man. Not boyfriend either. That wasn’t the right word to describe what I was to her. I had to wonder if she’d even told any of them about us, about this weekend.

      It seemed we were about to find out.
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      JULIA

      

      “I can’t believe I forgot. I’m such an idiot,” I said, rubbing my hands on the tops of my thighs. While my yoga pants and t-shirt were what I’d have put on if I’d remembered the brunch at my house, my hair was wet and tangled.

      Cash and Bennett had kept me busy in bed for too long—not that I was complaining—but we were sooo late and making my way up my own walkway with both of them would make things very obvious.

      “I can’t believe others haven’t been late to one of your get-togethers before,” Cash said, taking one of my hands and kissing the knuckles.

      The gesture was sweet and the look on his face was surprisingly tender. Especially after what we’d just done. God, my pussy still tingled from riding him reverse cowgirl. And Cash’s cum still slipped from me and made my panties damp.

      “Sure, but not to their own house or when they bring two guys for the first time.”

      “You’re worried they’re going to know what we’ve been up to. Why we’re late,” Bennett added.

      I glanced up at him. “You’re not worried? My brothers might kill you. Or worse, you might get the evil eye from my mother.”

      A smile turned up the corner of his mouth, but he kept his eyes on the road. “Has anyone ever gotten the evil eye before?”

      “Marsha Carruthers,” I replied right away. “When Tucker was in eleventh grade, she made it clear she wanted him to deflower her. That didn’t go over well. Last I heard, she was living in Detroit.”

      Cash laughed, deep and throaty. “Deflower? Tucker?”

      I rolled my eyes and smiled thinking of my brawny brother.

      “Being late isn’t going to have your family know what we’ve been up to as much as this.” Cash ran a finger along my neck. I gasped, grabbed the rear view mirror and angled it toward me, not caring if Bennett needed it to drive. I lifted my butt up as far as the seatbelt would allow to look. There wasn’t exactly a hickey, but the delicate skin of my neck was a rosy pink. Whisker burn. When had that happened? In the shower? I looked to Cash and his beard. No way. I glanced at Bennett next, at his pale stubble that caught the morning sunshine.

      “You!” I said, pointing, then poking him in the upper arm.

      “Angel, it was unavoidable and you weren’t complaining at the time,” he replied, sounding not the least bit sorry. “I didn’t get a chance to shave this morning.”

      I pursed my lips as Bennett pulled up in front of my house. I recognized my family’s various trucks and SUVs on the street and in my driveway. My parents and my brothers either had a spare key or knew where one was hidden, so they weren’t sitting around on my porch waiting.

      

      “I doubt you’ll get the evil eye from my mom. She’ll probably be thrilled I’m with you two. As for my brothers… I’m their baby sister and they will think you’ve deflowered me even though I’m twenty-six years old. I hope your life insurance is up to date.”

      Bennett took one hand, Cash the other.

      “They can be pissed all they want. It’s none of their business what we do.”

      I knew he was right, but that didn’t stop my brothers from being overly protective.

      Bennett climbed from the truck, but Cash squeezed my hand and I looked up at him. “I still need to talk with you. Explain.”

      I saw Duke and Tucker come out onto the porch. Duke crossed his arms over his chest and Tucker held a mug of coffee—clearly they’d made themselves home in my kitchen while they’d been waiting—although I knew that wasn’t going to stop him from beating the shit out of someone, if required.

      I tipped my chin toward my house. “It’s going to have to wait. I’m surprised they’re not holding shotguns.”

      I slid out the driver’s side and Bennett took my hand, helped me down, led me up the walk.

      “I’m pretty sure you know Bennett and Cash,” I said to my brothers as way of introduction.

      Duke uncrossed his arms to shake Bennett’s proffered hand.

      “Looks like they gave you more than a ride home,” Tucker said, nodding his head as greeting to Bennett and Cash.

      “Boys, let your sister into her own house,” my mother said, although I couldn’t see her around my hulking brothers.

      They stepped back and I went up to hug her. Her hair, while threaded with gray, had been dark like Duke’s. I looked nothing like her, the only genes we shared were in height. “Gentlemen, it’s good to see you again,” she said with much more enthusiasm than Duke and Tucker.

      Of course, my mother knew them. She knew everyone.

      “Sorry we’re late,” I said as a bland excuse as we walked through my house to the kitchen, the blissful scent of coffee filling the air. I glanced at Cash who carried the big bakery box. “We brought breakfast.”

      Ava and Colton were leaning against the counter drinking coffee, Liam seated at my small kitchen table. Ava waggled her eyebrows and gave me a blatant thumbs up. Clearly, she was thrilled things were working out. I saw my dad in the family room reading the paper and I went over to him, leaned over the back of the couch and gave him a kiss on the top of the head before I went back into the kitchen. He was content reading in peace. Kaitlyn opened the bakery box on the counter, peeked inside.

      “Where’s everyone else?” I asked.

      “Jed had a late night at the bar so he’s sleeping in,” my mother said. “Gus is out of town. Kemp, Poe and Parker should be here soon. Porter and Jill are in Chicago for a college friend’s wedding.”

      “Your truck was supposed to be fixed,” Duke said, coming into the kitchen. The room was small and crowded already.

      I rolled my eyes, “It is.”

      “Then where is it?” he asked.

      I rolled my eyes. “God, someone get him some coffee.”

      “Well?” he replied, crossing his arms over his chest.

      “Well, what?” I snapped, matching his stance, but it was hard to stand up to him when he was close to fifteen inches taller.

      “Where have you been?”

      I tipped my chin up. “With Bennett and Cash.” I had no intention of lying and Bennett had been right. If Duke had his panties in a bunch over me being with them, it was his problem, not mine.

      “Duke, leave her alone,” Mom quietly scolded.

      “With them?” he asked, ignoring her. His dark gaze roved over my hair and latched onto my neck. His jaw clenched.

      I spun on my heel, refusing to answer that question. “Who wants a danish? We have cherry, nut and lemon. Dad? What kind do you want?”

      “Lemon,” he called from the other room. I grabbed a napkin from the pile someone had set on the counter and placed a lemon pastry on it. Duke was blocking the way to the living room, so I arched my brow, waited.

      “If you’ve got issues with us being with Julia, don’t take it out on her. Let’s go outside and talk about it,” Cash said, settling his hand on my shoulder. I liked the weight of it, knowing he had my back.

      “Says the guy arrested for rape,” Duke replied.

      I sucked in a breath and spun around, stared up at Cash, wide-eyed.

      “You didn’t tell her?” Duke asked. “You bring my sister late to brunch at her own house and you kept that a secret?”

      “Back off,” Bennett warned.

      Liam stood and Colton took a step toward all of us. I didn’t think there was going to be a brawl in my small kitchen, but Duke often behaved like the bulls he used to ride.

      “This was what you wanted to talk about?” I thought of the times Cash had tried to tell me, but it hadn’t worked out. It all became clear. “This was why you walked out yesterday.”

      He looked to me, his face grim, his dark eyes lacking all of the warmth or heat I was used to. “Yes. You see how your brother is reacting. Others will, too.”

      He’d been arrested for rape. Rape! He hadn’t denied Duke’s words.

      “I’ll go,” he murmured. He flicked his gaze to Duke, then back to me. “It’s clear I’m not welcome.”

      He turned and, with long strides, walked out the front door. I stared after him, stunned.

      “Cash!” I called, but he didn’t turn or stop. All was quiet as I turned back to Duke. “What is your problem?” I yelled. He stepped back. I got in his space again. “He was arrested for rape. Fine. Arrested doesn’t mean convicted, right?”

      Duke held up his hands, but I punched him in the stomach anyway. He was too big for it to do too much damage, but his breath whooshed out, and it felt damned good.

      “I don’t know why Kaitlyn’s marrying you. Seriously, you are an idiot.”

      He angled his head toward my front door. “He left, didn’t he?”

      “Because he’s honorable! He didn’t do it,” I stated plainly. “He didn’t.” I knew it. Felt it deep down. Cash wasn’t like that. He’d never hurt me, even going to the extreme of walking out on me to save me from himself. Not just yesterday in his shop, but now, too. “I love him.”

      His eyes widened at the surprise statement. I hadn’t expected to say it because I hadn’t realized until right then it was true.

      “Jules,” Duke warned. “You just met him Friday.”

      “And you saw Kaitlyn getting a lap dance from a stripper and knew she was yours.” I pointed at Tucker who was—smartly—remaining quiet by filling his mouth with a cherry danish. “He saw Ava and stalked her like a lunatic for a month. Why is it wrong for me to be sure like both of you?”

      He sighed. “Because you’re my baby sister and no one will be good enough for you.” He gave Bennett a look over my shoulder, one that said hurt her and die.

      “I love Cash,” I repeated and I heard a sniffle, realized someone was crying, perhaps my mother. I wasn’t sure if it was because I’d shacked up with a guy she considered a rapist or because I’d finally said I loved someone. “He didn’t do it. I don’t know why I’m even standing here talking to you when he’s all alone out there.”

      I turned, saw Bennett. Paused. “You knew about this. It’s the reason he moved here, why you followed. Isn’t it?”

      He nodded. While I could tell he was beyond pissed at Duke, he looked at me with warm affection, a gentleness that made me see how much he cared about me. I loved him, too. God, did I.

      “I couldn’t stay in Miami after what happened, Angel,” he murmured, his voice soft. “Too jaded.”

      He’d told me Cash had been caught up in something in Miami, but it was Cash’s story to share. He wouldn’t stay best friends with a rapist.

      “He didn’t do it,” Liam said, then took a sip of his coffee.

      Everyone turned to face him.

      “What?” he added, then shrugged. “They were giving you a ride home from the party on Friday. You think I wouldn’t look into them, Julia?”

      He might be my future cousin-in-law, but I rolled my eyes at the sheriff’s blatant problem with boundaries.

      “He was arrested for rape,” he continued. “By a former girlfriend who turned out to be bipolar, off her meds and ridiculously pissed for being dumped. Seems her daddy was a fancy lawyer and got the book thrown at Cash. Considered him a threat, and he spent a week in jail.”

      I thought of Cash, innocent and in jail for a crime that went against his principles, his honor. He must have wanted to climb the walls. No wonder he moved here to start over.

      “A friend put investigators on it, got Cash before a judge and the case was dropped,” Liam continued, looking to Bennett.

      Bennett. I grabbed his hand, knew he was the one who’d helped Cash.

      “The woman recanted, Cash was cleared, but the mess stuck.” Liam gazed pointedly at Duke.

      “Of course, he didn’t do it,” Mom said, wiping her nose with a napkin. She tilted her head, smiled at me. “His uncle’s on the city council. I knew about the whole thing before Cash even moved here.”

      “Why didn’t you say something?” Duke asked, his shoulders relaxing. A little.

      She narrowed her eyes, clearly not happy with him. “Because he did nothing wrong. Young man, have you told Kaitlyn about the time you stole the numbers off of Mr. Schumacker’s mailbox? That Sheriff Gruber caught you red-handed? I have to wonder if she will want to marry a hardened criminal like you.”

      Liam laughed, then covered it with another sip of coffee.

      “Ma, I was eight,” Duke grumbled.

      “But it was a crime you actually committed, unlike this mess with Cash,” she countered.

      Oh my god. Duke was a moron, my mother knew everything, like usual, and Liam had done a background check on the men I loved. They were family and weren’t going anywhere. But Cash…

      “I have to go after him,” I said, handing off the lemon danish to my mother before hurrying to the front door. I didn’t care that everyone was in my house, that I was supposed to play hostess. I didn’t care about anything but finding Cash. I had to get to him, to tell him I believed him. Trusted him. I reached my hand out to Bennett, not wanting to leave him behind. The three of us were a unit. We were together. Hopefully, with more time than just a weekend, we’d be a family of our own. Who knew I’d go from longing for a relationship of my own on Friday to having one of my dreams on Sunday?

      “Come on.”

      He smiled, took my hand and let me pull him down the walkway to his truck. To find Cash.
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      CASH

      

      The shop was only half a mile from Julia’s house, so the walk wasn’t very long. My truck was at Bennett’s, but it didn’t matter. I needed to do something, so I’d work off my frustration on fixing a bad alternator. I cut through neighborhoods and took in the small, well-kept homes. Some had toys in the yard, one had a tire swing. Family homes. Something I’d never have. I’d thought—no, dreamed—of having it all with Julia, but like I’d told her, I wasn’t good for her.

      There was no question she wanted the picket fence and minivan. Hopefully, Bennett would be the one to give it to her. If there was any guy who was worthy of her, it was he. No one else.

      It would kill me to watch see them together around town, to see what I couldn’t have. Tasted… but nothing more. Marked with my name, but that would fade. Could I handle it? Doubtful. It felt like my insides were being ripped from my body even now. Just picturing Julia in my mind, her sassy smile, that fiery, silky hair, the sound of her laugh… fuck, the sound of her coming. Her taste. Her scent. The feel of her pussy fitting my dick like a glove. I was ruined for any other woman. I wanted Julia Duke. My mind, my dick, my heart.

      As if I’d conjured her, there she was in front of the shop. I stopped, stared.

      She stood with Bennett, his arm wrapped around her waist, her eyes scanning the area. When she saw me, she tensed, then, even from a distance, I watched as her tense shoulders relaxed.

      What the hell were they doing here? I walked toward them, and Julia ran toward me and to my complete surprise, jumped up in my arms. I was glad I had solid footing, because while she was so small, she knocked me back a step. Her arms went around my neck, her legs about my waist. It took me a second of shock before I wrapped one arm around her waist, the other under her ass to support her.

      “I’m sorry,” she said, breathing deeply. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes wild as they roved over my face.

      What? “Why?”

      “For Duke.”

      “He’s just watching out for you. He’s a good brother.”

      “He’s a dumbass,” she countered.

      The corner of my mouth tipped up at her aggravated tone. “I won’t argue with that, but, baby, he’s right. I’m no good for you.”

      “You didn’t rape that woman.” She wasn’t asking.

      I shook my head. “No.”

      “Then why do you think you’re bad for me? You’ve done nothing wrong.”

      “Duke’s not the only one who’s going to think the worst.”

      “So what?”

      “So what?” I repeated, raising my hand so I could stroke her hair back from her face. Her skin was silky soft beneath my rough palm, reminding me of how precious and untarnished she was. “I don’t want any of that to touch you.”

      “I love you.”

      She said those three little words as plain as could be. My breath caught. My heart skipped a beat.

      “I do and if you tell me I’m wrong, that I shouldn’t, I’m going to throat punch you.”

      I couldn’t help but smile at that. “Throat punch me, huh?”

      She grinned. “Yup.”

      Bennett walked over, stood behind Julia’s back, set a hand on her shoulder. Angling her head, she looked to him. “I love you, too. Both of you.”

      “Angel,” Bennett breathed. I saw the look on his face, knew he felt the same as me. Having this woman say it, mean it, was the greatest gift ever.

      “My entire life, I will probably say I don’t deserve you. But you have my heart,” I said.

      Tears filled Julia’s eyes, and one slid down her cheek, but she smiled brilliantly. “Who knew I’d fall hard for two strippers?” she asked, slipping her hand from around my neck to wipe it away.

      “Maybe we need to buy some nut huggers,” Bennett prompted.

      She laughed, which was exactly what he’d intended. That sound made me happy. Made me whole. Having her in my arms, the feel of her, the scent… fuck. It was everything. And I was never letting go. I’d even put on a pair of neon nut huggers, just for her.

      But there was one thing…

      “What about your family?” The Dukes were tight.

      She frowned. “What about them?”

      “Baby, I don’t want to get between any of you.”

      “Liam had you and Bennett checked out. He wouldn’t have let me get near you if he thought you were dangerous. You’d have been driven out of town. My mom said your uncle told her why you moved back, what had happened. She’s known all along.”

      I wasn’t surprised the sheriff had done his due diligence. I was thankful he and the other men, either Dukes themselves or claiming a woman with one, were so protective of their women.

      As for Mrs. Duke, I hadn’t met, but I knew of her. Knew she was a formidable woman, not one to be messed with. Seemed she passed on all those traits to her daughter as neither woman was flighty or meek.

      “What about Duke?”

      “He’s Kaitlyn’s problem,” she replied easily.

      “So you don’t care if he hates me?”

      “When I tell him I want you and Bennett for your big dicks, he’ll come around.”
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      JULIA

      

      “I can’t believe we came here because you have lube,” I said, standing in Cash’s small living room.

      Bennett had driven us to Cash’s house—I had to wonder if I’d ever get my truck back—because his bed was too far away. My house had my entire family in it. While Duke would have to get used to me being with Bennett and Cash, I didn’t think the way to do that was to fuck them both while he was still in my house.

      Also, Cash had lube, which the two of them said was a requirement for what they planned to do to me. I rubbed my thighs together in anticipation. I had never considered ass play before. But with Bennett’s introduction to it the night before, I craved more of those intense, overwhelming sensations.

      “Yesterday morning, before we picked you up, I picked some up at the store,” he explained.

      “You were sure of yourself,” I commented.

      Cash grinned, then winked. “Hopeful.”

      “Angel, are you sore?” Bennett asked. “We’ve been at you non-stop since Friday.”

      “We were in you just a little while ago,” Cash added, his gaze heating as he spoke.

      Was I sore? I’d had more sex in the past two days than I’d had the past two years. My pussy felt well-used, deliciously so, but not sore.

      “No, I’m fine. I don’t care that it’s only been two hours. I want you again.”

      Looking at them as they slowly approached, I swallowed hard, feeling like prey and they were the predators.

      Cash scooped me up, tossed me over his shoulder and carried me into his bedroom. When I was dropped on the bed, I eyed them both as they stood side-by-side, arms crossed at the foot of the bed. This time was going to be different. More.

      “I’ve fallen for you, baby,” Cash said. “Hard. Hell, I’m in love with you. I think I fell for you the moment you realized we weren’t strippers, that you’d stuck your pretty foot in your mouth.”

      “Cash—” I began, but he cut me off.

      “Who knew my life could be turned upside down by a red-haired vixen?” he continued. “We might have our names written on your pussy, but yours is carved into my heart.”

      Oh shit. Who knew this brash, dark, sullen and moody man could be so romantic?

      “I love you,” Bennett said, his pale eyes squarely on mine. I didn’t doubt those three words from his lips either. I’d felt them in the way he’d comforted me the day before, the way he’d pleasured me. Stood up for me with Frank. Protected me from my family, even though it hadn’t been necessary.

      “We’re marrying you,” Cash added, and Bennett nodded his agreement.

      I gasped. Marriage? But—

      “Someday,” Bennett clarified.

      Cash grinned wickedly, leaned down and grabbed my ankle, slowly pulled me closer. “That’s right. We’ll give you a happily ever after, but let’s work on keeping you happy for now.”

      “We’ll take it slow,” Bennett added.

      I slid slowly across the bed in Cash’s hold. “We’re going to take things nice and slow.”

      I gulped and my nipples hardened. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to see anything but this bed for a while.

      They stripped me bare, one on either side of me as their hands unbuttoned, roved, caressed. Their lips brushed over the skin revealed, the fingertips sliding over sensitive spots. My dropped my clothes onto the floor where they’d stay.

      By the time I was naked, I was ridiculously aroused. I felt like the center of their world. Nothing beyond Cash’s bedroom existed. I was sitting on the edge of the bed as they stood, looking their fill.

      “Lie back, baby,” Cash murmured, unbuttoning his shirt. “I want to see if my name on your pussy needs a touch up.”

      Oh god. While I was content being naked with them, the idea of lying back and parting my thighs so they could look at the very center of me was a little overwhelming. Suddenly, I felt shy.

      Cash must have seen it, for he leaned down, kissed me. “You’re so beautiful. Show me,” he whispered.

      I breathed in his clean scent, reveled in his soft smile. I fell back onto the soft blanket, raised my knees up toward my chest.

      “Wider,” Bennett said. When I complied, his jaw clenched. He could see everything. Open as I was, they could see my back entrance, my pussy and my clit. How wet I was, how my juices probably coated their names.

      Cash and Bennett both dropped to their knees in front of me, each taking hold of one of my ankles, holding me wide. “Tomorrow, Angel. We’ll fix our names tomorrow.”

      Cash grunted, his eyes squarely on my pussy. “A permanent marker is going to stay beside the bed.”

      Bennett leaned forward, licked me from my puckered opening all the way to my clit. I bucked and they held me still with sure grips on my ankles.

      “Bennett!” I cried, squirming. The feel of his tongue was like a bolt of lightning. Hot, sizzling and intense. “I… I’m all wet.”

      He lifted his head, grinned. The evidence of just how wet I was coated his lips. “Sweeter than any danish.”

      I rolled my eyes, even though I was so needy. “But… but even though I showered, Cash’s cum is still sliding from me.”

      Cash groaned, then grinned. “Your panties were ruined.”

      “Angel, you think a little cum’s going to stop me from putting my mouth on you?”

      “But…” I didn’t want to say that it was Cash’s, that I’d assumed Bennett wouldn’t want to go there.

      “I’m not interested in Cash. I don’t find him all that cute.” He smiled and Cash rolled his eyes. “But it makes me hard finding your pussy all coated in cum. Mine or his. That means we’re taking care of you. Giving you what you need.”

      When his hand cupped me, started to spread all my wetness all around, I closed my eyes and gave over. His fingers slid inside me, slowly fucked me, taking the time to rub over my g-spot, press, then move back out. Around my clit and over the side that made me sooo hot. Lower. In. Out.

      I heard the sound of a lid pop open, then a cold, slick finger at my bottom.

      I gasped and looked down my body. Bennett was playing with my pussy and Cash’s finger was circling my back entrance. The extra sensation was so intense I cried out.

      “Easy,” Cash murmured. “Nice and slow.”

      “She likes a little pressure. Just the tip inside,” Bennett told him, as if he were sharing how I liked my coffee.

      “We always give you more than just the tip, don’t we, baby?” Cash asked, adding pressure so his finger slipped inside.

      With Bennett stroking my clit as Cash slowly fucked my ass, going a little deeper each time, I came, startling me.

      I wasn’t used to the stretch of something in my bottom, but the slight bite of pain merged with the bliss of a light stroke on my clit was incredible.

      I was a sweaty, boneless mess when they moved their hands away from my pussy and ass, when they lowered my legs. I didn’t say a word when I was lifted and placed in the center of the bed.

      “No napping,” Cash said. “We’re not done with you yet.”

      I blinked my eyes open as the bed shifted and I found Cash, naked and with his hard dick pointed straight at me, crawling closer. “Your ass is too tight to fuck, baby. We’ll get in you at the same time. Soon. But not now.”

      Even through my orgasm-induced haze, I was a little glad. I wasn’t sure if I was prepared—mentally—for that.

      Bennett crawled up the bed and lay on top of me, his weight supported by his forearms. He stroked my sweaty hair back from my face, and I looked into his fathomless blue eyes.

      “There you are, Angel.”

      I felt his dick pressing into my thigh. Shifting my hips, I adjusted so he was settled so his hips pressed into mine.

      “Ready for more?”

      I arched my back, pressed my breasts up and into his chest. “Yes, please. More.”

      With a hand on my hip, he rolled us so I was on top. He grinned up at me. “Now Cash can get in on this, too.”

      A hand slid down my back. Cash. Lower and lower it went until it spanned my lower back. A thumb settled between my cheeks and pressed against my back entrance. It was coated in lube and with a gentle push, it slid right in. From the angle of entry, it hooked into me and the feel of this kind of penetration had me gasping. Bigger, deeper.

      Bennett took the opportunity to kiss me, his tongue slipping into my mouth. His dick pushed into my pussy, opening me up. God, they were so big. With things in both my holes, the pleasure was intense. I was so sensitive, my clit rubbing against Bennett’s lower belly. Back arching, I gave over. Now I knew why double penetration was so good. Why Kaitlyn, Ava, Parker and Jill all looked so well-satisfied. Why they were always looking so lovey-dovey at their men. Why they kept telling me how great it was and I covered my ears so I didn’t have to hear about my brothers’ and cousin’s sex lives.

      I understood now. It wasn’t them messing with me, but sharing how good they had it. The men might be thrilled with that kind of conquest, but it was the woman who really won in that fucking game.

      Because right now… god, I had two men pleasing me, pushing me to another orgasm. Making my body sing in ways I never knew, especially with a guy like Frank. I was ruined for other men and I didn’t care. I didn’t need others. Want them. I knew, in this moment, I had everything I could ever want.

      While the men were getting pleasure out of this, it was me they were satisfying, me they were putting first.

      “Yes!” I cried. “More.”

      They obeyed, fucking me harder, deeper, faster with dick and thumb. I gave over to everything I felt for them, with them, because of them.

      I was the center of this relationship, what kept us together.

      “Bennett! Oh, god… Cash!”

      I felt the heat of Bennett’s cum fill me as his fingers tightened on my waist.

      Done in, I dropped onto Bennett’s chest, my face nuzzled in by his neck. I could feel his heart beating and our ragged breaths mingled. I gasped when Cash slipped his thumb from me and felt the bed shift as he stood and went into the bathroom.

      Bennett kissed the top of my forehead. “Angel,” he breathed.

      I heard the water shut off in the other room.

      “I can’t believe I met you on Friday,” I murmured.

      He was still inside me, but I could feel his cum slipping out. We were sweaty and messy, but I was sooo happy.

      “Time doesn’t matter when you find the one,” Cash said, coming back into the room.

      I turned my head so I could see him. Naked. Aroused. Glorious. He stopped to stand at the side of the bed and while I was worn out, so deliciously sated, I knew I wasn’t done. I had two men to take care of.

      Carefully, I climbed off of Bennett and knelt on the bed in front of Cash. He hooked an arm about my waist and pulled me close. Kissed me. “I don’t think it’s crazy,” he said when he lifted his head. “I think you’re crazy for wanting me, but this… fuck, this is—”

      “Amazing,” Bennett finished for him.

      I glanced over my shoulder. Bennett was on his side, propped up on his elbow.

      “You’re not shy about your body any more. How you respond. Not with us.”

      I glanced down at myself. My nipples were hard points, my knees were parted and I could see cum glistening on my thighs. My clit tingled from multiple orgasms and my pussy was a little achy and swollen. And my ass! It was a little sore, but the nerves Cash had awakened with his fingers and then his thumb still made me shiver, made me ache for more.

      I didn’t doubt myself any longer. How could I? They’d made it impossible to be anything but hot and wild, wanton and… let my inner ho out. And it was damned good to meet her! Finally.

      “I’m insatiable with you,” I admitted.

      Cash scooped me up, laid me on the bed. He leaned over, one hand beside my head. “Good, because I need you.”

      “You’ve got that big dick, use it,” I told him boldly.

      He grinned, nuzzled my cheek, then my neck, his soft beard raising goose bumps on my skin.

      “You know I’m not a stripper,” he said, pressing the broad head right at my entrance. “But I still have some moves.”

      With a knee, he nudged me wide, slid into me in one slow, easy stroke.

      I gasped, arched my back. Even though Bennett had just had me, Cash was still big, still stretched me open. Filled me deep.

      “Show me,” I said.

      And he did, his hips circling, thrusting and doing all kinds of mind emptying moves. All the while, he whispered in my ear. How beautiful I was. How hot my pussy was. How I was made for him and Bennett. How he was never letting me go.

      I came, thinking that was good, because I wasn’t letting either of them go either.

      I was right where I wanted to be. With them. And not just for the weekend.

      Forever.
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        Thanks for reading the Grade-A Beefcakes series! Ready for more hot cowboys x 2? Read Spurred, Steele Ranch: book 1!

      

        

      
        Welcome to Steele Ranch, where the men are hot and know what they want. For Cord Connolly and Riley Townsend, that's sinfully sweet Kady Parks.

      

        

      
        The Philadelphia schoolteacher discovers she’s the heir—along with half-sisters she didn’t know existed—to the Steele fortune, including a real-life cattle ranch. Instead of spending her summer break at home, she’s in Barlow, Montana. And the West is as wild as she imagined, for two hot cowboys have decided to lay claim, taking her for one wild ride. And Kady? She’s ready to dig in her spurs and hang on tight.

      

        

      
        Remember: With a Vanessa Vale book, one cowboy is never enough.

      

        

      
        Read Spurred, Steele Ranch: book 1!

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note From Vanessa
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      Guess what? I’ve got some bonus content for you with Julia, Cash and Bennett. So sign up for my mailing list. There is 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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