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Bobbi has been friends with the Hoffman twins for one long, glorious year. They’re sweet, funny and kind, but there’s a problem…they’re also hotness personified. Times two. And when they lure her into a kinky little game involving a blindfold and some rather unexpected fondling, she finds them much harder to resist than she’d imagined.

It seems they want to be something other than just good friends. They want a hot, steamy ménage, and all Bobbi has to do is decide if she’s up to the challenge. One big, gorgeous guy is enough for her.

Two might be more than she can handle…
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Chapter One

 

“Could you pass me the chips, Seb?”

She said the words without looking up, for extra impact. Just a little polite comment, of the kind people said to each other all the time. But that was enough to make him throw his cards down in a huff, and shortly afterward Tobias cut in with a half-laughing, “How does she always know?”

Because she did, of course. She’d known the second they sauntered back into the room, hairstyles switched—Sebastian with the side-parting instead of Tobias, Tobias with his hair all jauntily shoved forward—and clothes exchanged. Did they really think they were going to fool her that easily?

She always knew, despite the fact that Tobias and Sebastian Hoffman were identical right down to the last eyebrow hair.

“Bobbi, how do you always know?”

She dared to look up then, and sure enough—Sebastian appeared infuriated. He’d crossed his arms over his big chest and shoved himself back in his chair, and there was actually something like an expression on his usually so-still and stoic face.

It made her want to laugh, but that would only enrage him further. God, how he hated to lose! She’d already snookered him on three poker hands that night and now this. Any second he was going to get her down on the floor and demand she match him push-up for push-up.

Which sucked, because she knew for a fact he could drill out over a hundred, easy. She’d be lucky to get to ten.

“I just do. I don’t know!”

She tried shrugging, but Seb wasn’t having any of it.

“You can’t just know. There isn’t another person alive who gets it right every time—not even our own mother. So come on, spill. How did we give ourselves away?”

The cards were forgotten. Tobias had even turned his over, revealing the two pair he’d had before they’d gotten into this. She threw her hand in too—not enough to beat Tobe, not by a long shot—but neither of them noticed. This was the new game now.

And as usual, it was called “figuring out Bobbi”. It had practically become a national pastime, in the great land of Hoffmania—though she couldn’t for the life in her figure out why. A year, and she still didn’t fully understand why they wanted to hang out with her, or play poker with her, or get her to come watch them beat the shit out of everyone on the college swim team.

There wasn’t a girl at Brier who didn’t want to watch them beat the shit out of everyone on the swim team. Girls practically swarmed over the pair like insane, lust-choked ants.

And yet they chose to hang out with her, to the extent that people had started calling them the triplets. Of course, she suspected the same people wanted to call them worse. Like, say, The Human Centipede. But Sebastian and Tobias Hoffman totaled twelve foot ten and four hundred and fifty pounds between them. If they had stood on top of each other, they would have equaled an actual and real giant—one who could have easily frightened Jack, after he climbed the beanstalk.

No one talked shit about the Hoffman twins. And now, by default of their protection, no one talked shit about her. She could wear her thick-rimmed glasses and like ABBA all she wanted and no one flicked things at her. She could write smutty stories for her creative writing class and no one snickered.

It went without saying that she liked them a whole lot. They were perhaps the nicest handsome guys she’d ever met in her entire life.

“You’re just different. Okay? You’re different.”

The irritation on Seb’s face drained away, at that. As though she’d actually said, You’re just amazing. Okay? Amazing.

At which point a rather new and slightly unsettling thought occurred. Was that why they liked hanging around with her? Because she could tell the difference between them so easily, and saw them so clearly as separate people? She hadn’t realized it was that important to them—they didn’t dress to distinguish themselves, or act as though they particularly cared.

Sometimes it was hard to tell if they really cared about anything. Until Seb put his hand on her shoulder and told some rude douchebag to fuck off before he got the pounding of a fucking lifetime. Yeah, then she knew they cared about something, all right.

They cared about her.

“We’re not different,” Tobe said, as though the concept was just the most hilarious thing in the world. “We’re exactly alike. That’s what twins are. I thought you aced Professor Linderhoff’s biology class?”

“Ha ha fucking ha. Ha. Okay, smartass—you both have the exact same perfect handsome perfect faces. But you’re, you know… Different on the inside. Where your teeny-tiny, cold, dead souls are.”

But as usual, Tobias didn’t go after the expected, normal thing. In fact, Tobias didn’t go after anything at all. It was Seb who answered, and Seb who made her fully realize one of the fundamental differences between them.

“You think we’re perfect and handsome?”

Seb was more direct. Tobias liked to hang back. She could tell he wanted to ask the same question—absolutely tell—but he’d shied away from asking it. They thought the same things, and could finish each other’s sentences, but it was more often Sebastian who did the final asking.

“Right now? I think you really might possibly have a teeny-tiny, cold, dead soul. Seriously. That’s the thing you pick up on? I’m frightened for you, Seb.”

“I think she’s frightened to admit that we’re handsome.”

“I definitely think she is.”

“It’s okay, Bobbi. Just go with it. So far you’ve been impervious to our charms, but no one can hold out against us for long.”

She rolled her eyes, despite the little voice inside her. The one that was saying, That’s not really what their friendship with you is about, is it? Waiting for you to stop holding out and be like every other girl—drooling over them and flirting at every opportunity.

Unfortunately, a second voice chimed in, shortly after this little brain-fart. And said voice was brassy and unpleasant and wanted to bray things like, I got news for you, girl. You’re already flirting all over them. And they think you’re a mess.

She had to admit—the second voice sure knew the score.

“Oh for fuck’s sake—yeah, you’re both gaaawww-jus. Angels weep when they look at you, panties drop, vaginas moisten…yadda-yadda. Are we gonna play cards or what?”

“I want to talk more about how you knew who was who,” Seb said. Of course Seb said.

“Because you came first out of the bedroom. Okay? That’s how I knew. Because you spoke first. Because Tobe ran his hand through his hair. Because he went for the tortilla chips first. You’re different.”

She started gathering up the cards, but knew what it looked like. It looked as if she were trying to avoid the question somehow, and move onto something else. Something safer, maybe, though she couldn’t tell how talking about their differences was dangerous.

“So you couldn’t tell if everything was even. If you just looked at us, and we didn’t move or talk or go anyplace.”

Ahhh, that’s how it was dangerous. She’d won at something, and now Sebastian wanted to win one back. He wanted to up the stakes, make things interesting, test her in ways she didn’t want to be tested.

Jesus, that fucking competitive streak of his.

“I could still tell.”

“We come out of Tobe’s bedroom in the same clothes, with the same hair, at the same time. No talking, no eating, no nothing—you think you could still pin us?”

“I think you could come out of there naked with Twizzlers up your asses and I’d still know who was who. Bring it on, Hoffman.”

Tobe laughed through a mouthful of chips. Partly at his brother, she could tell.

“Come on, dipshit. You need to get your sweats on,” Sebastian said, as he pushed back from the table. Tobias wasn’t having any of it, however.

“Let’s just play cards, man. You’re not gonna beat her. She knew it was me on the goddamned phone! She asked me right off—is Seb coming? Not—is Tobe coming? She knew it was me and I’d barely said a word.”

It was true. She had. In fact when she really thought about it, she wasn’t even sure if he’d given off any of his tells. She’d just known it was him by the sound of his voice, even though it was as deep and liquid-metal sounding as his brother’s.

“Let’s go, Tobe,” he said, and she knew there was no room for argument. Tobias simply stood, and shrugged, and followed him in there.

Then emerged ten minutes later, dressed in the same outfit as Sebastian. Hair the same, expression the same, no talking, no chip-eating. They stood by the entrance to the awesome kitchen their apartment had—the apartment they’d paid for with money they’d made themselves, in some kind of weird internet predicting futures nonsense—like a pair of bookends.

Nobody could have told them apart, she knew that much. No one. They even maintained the same expression—all flawless stillness, those eyes of theirs like the blue swirling atmosphere of some faraway planet that didn’t exist. Like glass, at the bottom of the ocean.

It was a privilege to look at them, it really was. The soft line of their lower lips—the one that Sebastian so often drew in, when he was unhappy—and the way their noses seemed almost perfectly straight and smooth and fine until you got to the little hint of an upturn at the tip. As though the upturn got fed up halfway through, and decided to quit with only some of the job done.

Which didn’t sound very pleasant at all, when she really thought about it. But oh, it was glorious on them. They weren’t the square-jawed soap-opera-prick sort of perfection.

They were the not-quite-right sort of perfection, where a million tiny flaws somehow added up to something that absolutely never, under any circumstances made her weak-kneed. Oh dear God no, they never did anything like that to her.

Not even when they gazed at her with their foggy-blue eyes, mouths making what should have been mean lines but somehow weren’t, that hair of theirs as soft and thick as a newly sifted sand dune.

Lord, she knew she was fighting a losing battle when she thought of stupid things like sand dunes. Her brain had started thinking in insane similes, and all because of too much exposure to the Hoffman twins. She couldn’t even cling to their imperfections anymore—like the too-rounded jaws, as though they’d never quite shook the puppy fat she knew both of them had carried up until high school—because as the above mental swooning proved, their imperfections only made things worse.

Their imperfections made them nearly, almost, sort of, possibly accessible.

Dangerously accessible.

“Sebastian,” she said, and punched three fingers into his chest.

Of course she was right. Only this time…this time he didn’t look irritated. He looked pleased, for just a second—right before he barked out the word fuck.

“How do you do it?” Tobe asked, but most of her didn’t want to say. It sounded lame in her head. God only knew how lame it would seem on the outside.

I know because I would know you both anywhere. You’re my soul mates.

Somewhere close by, a sand dune barfed its guts up.

“Cheating,” Sebastian said, but he didn’t sound serious. He was still faintly pleased or amused or whatever it was she’d seen on his face.

“You’re both just too obvious. Sorry,” she said, even though she wasn’t in the slightest. And Sebastian knew she wasn’t, if his expression was anything to go by.

“Really? Obvious, huh? Think you could do it without looking?”

She rolled her eyes.

“Are you serious? That’s like asking me to read with my eyes closed. Face it, I passed your test, I won, you lost. I know it’s hard for you, Seb, but I got news for you—I can beat you at a whole bunch of other stuff too. Like poker.”

And sick-making similes.

“You’re only getting him riled, Bobs,” Tobe said, but he was laughing while he said it. Laughing and ruffling his hair out of the slick-back they’d decided to go with.

“I just think you’re not up to the challenge. You couldn’t tell us apart if you were blindfolded.”

She threw up her hands.

“Well…no! Probably not. But really, what kind of test is that? I can tell you apart because I can see who you are in your faces and hear who you are in your voices. I don’t spend every waking hour fondling your brows. Brow-fondling does not help me.”

“I think my brow is less wrinkled than his,” Tobe said, but Sebastian didn’t even glance at him. Didn’t even give him a thwack. He had his arms folded again, and he wouldn’t stop staring her down.

At six foot five with eyes like a newly cleared thunderstorm, he was very good at staring someone down.

“Come on. Wanna try it?” he asked. “Or are you just afraid you’ll fuck it up?”

Oooh, he was being a pain in the ass.

“Fine. Go for it. Blindfold me and I’ll still tell your wrinkled ass from your brother’s.”

He shot a glance at said brother, who looked…flummoxed? Yeah, he looked a little flummoxed. As though this was getting into a weird sort of area, even though it completely wasn’t. What was the big deal about being blindfolded and touching someone’s face, after all?

She’d never really touched their faces before, but that didn’t mean anything. She touched other parts of them all the time. Or at least, they touched things on her and she tried to pretend it wasn’t happening in case she accidentally slipped and fell tongue first into their mouths.

Like the other night, at Lisa Merretti’s roof party, when Sebastian had gone to pat her on the arm and accidentally held her hand instead.

“Straighten your hair out,” Sebastian said to Tobe, and Tobe did.

And then Sebastian had a scarf in his hands, as though he’d just pulled it out of his pocket. As though he’d thought about doing this all along—which actually was kind of weird, when she thought about it. Had he really known she’d guess who was who easily, then thought about how he could test her further?

Maybe. But then, maybe Sebastian had actually intended to hold her hand instead of the half-baked, “oops I went for your elbow and missed” theory she’d cooked up afterward. Who really knew, in Insane Theories Land?

“You ready?” he asked, but all she could think about was how that scarf looked, wrapped around his two fists. Hell, all she could think about was how his fists looked, white-knuckled and tense like that, as big as bricks.

“Don’t tie it too tight,” she said and meant it. Even though the look on his face as he drew the scarf close…the look on his face…was so…warm. It was so full of something good and warm and safe, somehow.

Though it took until that exact moment for her to realize that this was the way he always looked at her. As if she should know that if a bomb went off in the street, he would cover her body with his without even thinking about it.

“He won’t tie it too tight,” Tobias said, and she knew that feeling—that feeling about the bomb and Seb covering her—was the same with him too.

And then everything went dark.







Chapter Two

 

She tried to tell by feeling out their expressions at first. Sebastian tended to smile more, so that would have been one clue. However both of them kept their faces pretty straight, which left her with absolutely nothing.

He’d been right to test her like this. They both felt exactly the same—smooth skinned, good, strong bones beneath. Those soft mouths beneath the press of her suddenly nervous fingers.

She’d never touched them like this before, after all. It felt too intimate, too real, and with every second that passed the urge to tell them she wanted to stop grew stronger. They seemed to be barely breathing, as though the whole game was really about her uncovering something deadly and dangerous, and she didn’t like that. Not at all.

She didn’t like them suddenly stepping away from her either. For one horrible moment she found herself just reaching out into thin air, pawing through it like a kid playing a game of blind man’s bluff. And then one of them caught her hand and drew her back in, only to reveal something worse.

He’d taken his shirt off. Whoever it was had absolutely, one hundred percent taken his shirt off. She couldn’t even deny it, because he had hold of her hand and he’d put it right on his bare shoulder—all big and thick with bone and muscle.

She could almost hear what he was saying, without any words—Can you tell now? Can you tell who I am now?

How weird that she still couldn’t. She could have seen the difference between them even if they’d both been wrapped in burkhas with only their eyes showing, but nakedness revealed absolutely nothing. It just felt smooth and terrifying and it gave her flashbacks to them both, by the pool. In matching Speedos, dripping wet, asking her if it was cool for them to stop by later. Had she liked the race, and could they stop by later to talk about the work they’d just done in Professor Patterson’s class?

It had been one of the first times they’d talked, one of the first building blocks of their friendship, and there hadn’t been a single moment when she’d looked at their half-naked bodies and thought about them sexually. Of course she’d occasionally thought about them since, in a halfhearted wouldn’t it be nice if they accidentally rammed into one of my boobs sort of way, but nothing with this intensity.

She wasn’t sure what had changed. Was it the blindfold? The feel of one of them, all heavy and firm and then the slight roughness of the hair on his chest? Or was it just the idea that she was touching her buddies Seb and Tobe, really touching without any good or sane idea why?

She heard whispering and turned her face toward it, but it was no good. Massive, swirling, weird thoughts had taken over her brain, and she could no longer use said organ for anything like discerning who was who. She couldn’t even make out what they were whispering about, because something was buzzing between her ears and her face felt hot and God, God.

In a panic, she squeezed someone’s arm. Said Sebastian, even though most of her wasn’t at all certain. Sebastian would have probably been the one to drag her to him, and that was the twin on her right—the one she’s just identified.

But she had the sinking feeling that…

“Victory is ours. Try again, Bobbi,” one of them said, though infuriatingly she still couldn’t tell who it was. The minute she’d squeezed an arm the owner had stepped away, and now they were somewhere toward the dining table, mocking her.

She reached out one flaying hand for the guy she’d just grabbed, pointing and trying to laugh back that there were only two options. So the one on the right, well—it had to be Tobias. The other guy—the one who’d probably just spoken—that was Sebastian.

“Which one of us is Sebastian, again? We can’t tell unless you get a hold and say a name.”

Definitely Sebastian, though she couldn’t get close enough to tag him. She could hear them shifting around—of course she could, they weighed the same as your average Volkswagen—but they were quick. They were quick and annoying and fuck, fuck.

“Come on, guys, this isn’t funny now.”

“It was funny when you were winning.”

She dropped her hands down by her sides.

“Sebastian,” she said, but he just laughed. And for one horrible moment she honestly wondered if she’d gotten them all wrong. Maybe everything they’d shared together had just been building toward this—some nightmarish fraternity prank. Blurry phone footage of her stumbling around, trying to paw their half-naked bodies.

And yes, she knew how ridiculous that idea was. She really did. But knowing how ridiculous something was didn’t stop a little burr of pain catching in her throat.

“I tell you what, Bobs—we’ll throw you a lifeline. We’ll do one more thing, and see if it helps you separate us. How does that sound?”

“Can I take the blindfold off?”

Lord only knew why she was asking. Most of her just wanted to rip the blasted thing away and have done with it. If seventeen of the frat brothers they didn’t have were standing around watching, well, so be it. She’d have the memory of a lovely year with two guys who’d at least seemed protective and caring and good.

“No, no, not yet,” one of them said, but this time she knew for sure it was Tobias. The tone of his voice was too gentle, too full of an imploring sort of persuasion. Sebastian would have just said don’t.

Though he didn’t have to say a word for her to know it was him, when a sudden hand went around her wrist. It reminded her too much of the roof, when he’d held her so carefully like that—as though sensible of how long his fingers were and how huge his palm was, and how she might flit away if he didn’t touch her just right.

It felt as if someone had struck a gong inside her. It felt as though her body was reverberating. He had just one fingertip over the inside of her wrist, over her pulse, and the very edge of his thumb on some tender part of the back of her hand, and it was… She didn’t know what it was.

Though she knew it got worse when he put his other hand on her face.

He did it in exactly the same way—soft, so soft. Just a hint of his fingertips against the curve of her jaw and then his thumb stroking over her cheek, while inside the gong struck harder and the sound sung through her veins, heady and too much. What in God’s name was he doing? Was she supposed to guess based on the way he touched someone?

He had to know she couldn’t really judge something like that. She knew what Sebastian’s hand felt like, but she didn’t know anything about Tobias’. She had no basis for comparison, and even if she’d possessed one it wouldn’t have mattered.

She couldn’t think clearly enough to employ it. One of them was touching her, and after a long, long torturous moment in which she couldn’t think or speak or do anything at all, she felt this same person lean down and press his mouth to hers.

An entire ocean roared inside her head. She felt certain she’d had thoughts before it started swirling and crashing between her ears, but they were gone now, for sure. All those little reverberations became a thousand crackling points, and she thought of Tobias leaning on one of the library’s tables with a book in his hand, asking if she knew what it meant by I Sing The Body Electric.

It meant this. Her body was singing electricity. She couldn’t reach up and hold him, or even reach up and push him away. He was kissing her, and it felt bizarre and soft and good all at the same time.

He tasted like mint. Of course he did. Sebastian, she thought, because Sebastian would be the one to think of gum-chewing before he did something like this, and also because he was doing it all. Tobias, on the other hand, made a little discomfited sound when his brother leaned over and kissed her, as though it just wasn’t the done thing.

He shouldn’t be doing it. He certainly shouldn’t have been pushing it further, past that almost innocent press against her lips. The latter could have been mistaken for just another level of this game, but the thing he was actually doing…she couldn’t mistake that for anything other than a kiss.

A real one.

He’d parted his lips, for God’s sake. He was moving his mouth against hers, as though she hadn’t frozen in position and could respond to whatever this was.

The most hateful part of it was—she wanted to respond. Really wanted to. He was as good a kisser as that glimpse of him with Marnie Lewisham had suggested, all relaxed and easy about it, mouth as tender as some overripe fruit.

And then he’d somehow coaxed her lips into parting—and maybe, yeah maybe, she was kissing him back a little. Maybe she liked it, even when she wanted to pretend she didn’t. But that definitely wasn’t his cue to give her just a terrifying hint of tongue. No way, no way, it wasn’t.

Mainly because it was solidly, horribly arousing when he did it. He didn’t thrust into her mouth, all aggression. He didn’t even really just poke it in there and wait for a response. He licked at the edges of her upper lip as his mouth stroked away from hers, as though she tasted so good he simply had to just get a hint more.

She didn’t mind admitting that it turned her knees to soup. Hell, it turned her vagina to soup, despite all the issues said feeling threw up—like what might happen if she actually had to deal with the sexual interest she might have in one or both of them. Or the fact that a sentence like that one had to have the word both in it.

Because that was the point, wasn’t it? If she thought about the whole thing beyond some vague joke about it maybe one day happening, then it…well…then it had to happen. In fact, it seemed to be happening right now. With one guy doing the kissing and the other guy kind of watching and oh, it was all just a little much.

Hell—even Tobias seemed to think so. He’d started making these strange, almost protesting sorts of noises, which sounded almost exactly like the ones she wanted to be making. She really wanted to.

Only her noises were coming out a lot more like the ones people made when they could feel their clit pulsing between their legs and their mouths seemed like one great big nerve ending. She could actually feel her upper lip humming, where he’d just…suggested the slide of his tongue over it. And when he went a bit further—when the kiss became a real, wet, open-mouthed affair—she could actually feel herself getting slippery. It was embarrassing.

But also heavenly. They wouldn’t know, after all, would they? It was okay for her to kiss back a little, because it wasn’t as though they could tell she was turned-on. Nobody got turned-on because of a stupid kiss. People wouldn’t even think about something like that.

“Her nipples are hard.”

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. You know you’re in trouble when even Tobias thinks it’s cool to point stuff like that out.

“You turned-on, Bobs?” Sebastian asked, but he did so while kissing along the line of her jaw, which made it kind of hard to form a coherent answer. Plus, after a moment of her silence, he decided that the best course of action was to reach up and cup one of her breasts in his immense hand, as though the world had turned upside down and they all just did things like this now.

“God, it is hard. Really hard. That feel good?”

She tried to focus on what he was doing, and connect it with a sensation. Was it good? He had a thumb right on the tip of her nipple, and he was kind of rubbing over it until her lower body turned to butter, but she couldn’t assign a feeling to it.

It was too rude. Too immediate. And in the background Tobias was telling Sebastian to not go too far, don’t do too much, which only added to the sense of disquiet.

“You can tell us to stop any time, Bobbi,” he said, but then she could feel him close to her too. He almost had a hand on her back, somewhere lowdown and probably too close to her butt, and when Sebastian moaned that she felt so good Tobias stopped hesitating.

He slid that hovering hand right over her ass, squeezing as he went.

Of course it immediately made her lurch into Sebastian, at which point Tobias apologized profusely. That hand moved away real quick, leaving her oddly bereft and definitely frustrated—so much so that it didn’t seem like anything to reach back and grab at him.

She caught something that felt like his shoulder, and then it was just a short trip to the nape of his neck and when she arched, she could just about reach something on him with her lips—the side of his face, maybe. Or the corner of his mouth. Or maybe just the whole of his mouth and oh Jesus, now she’d made out with both of them.

“I told you she wanted us,” Sebastian said, but he didn’t sound triumphant or arrogant or like an asshole about it. He sounded breathless and faintly disbelieving, as though most of him knew it would come to this but some of him hadn’t. Not really.

And now it was all getting out of control. She could actually feel Tobe’s erection, pressing into the curve of her ass. And when she pushed back against it, his hands came up and around her body to cup her breasts.

More than that, really. He didn’t do it patiently, hesitantly, over the top of her t-shirt. He slid his hands right inside instead, and then there was just her bra between his palms and her outrageously stiff nipples.

She couldn’t help moaning into his mouth. It was just a lot more forceful than she’d ever imagined Tobias being—though of course Sebastian didn’t take long to trump him. He just stepped right forward after a moment and started unbuttoning her jeans.

Just like that. No going back now. Though where they were going forward to she couldn’t say.

To naked
land seemed like one option. It didn’t take Sebastian long to get her jeans undone, and then he simply tugged them down her legs as though yeah, we do this every day. Undressing you is perfectly natural, Bobbi. Here, let me press kisses to your bare thighs and ask my brother to take your top off.

“Oh God, she’s even softer than I imagined.”

“Jesus, Bobbi, you’ve got tits and ass for days.”

“Days, man—hey, take her bra off.”

“Is that okay, Bobs? Can I take your bra off?”

She didn’t know why Tobias was asking. They’d already stripped her of almost everything and she hadn’t made a peep. Making a peep was apparently a very difficult thing to do, when some great big handsome man had his face almost between your thighs and his hands on your ass, squeezing and groping and pulling your forward until fuck, fuck he definitely had his face between her thighs.

She felt him mouth at her pussy through the terribly thin and absolutely soaked material of her panties, while behind her Tobias fumbled with her bra and cursed, repeatedly.

It was obvious why though, of course. He even told her why, in a voice that sounded too up and down.

“Fuck, Seb, what are you doing? Look—don’t go down on her yet, just wait—wait a second.”

She wondered what on earth it looked like, to see someone with your face pressing hot, wet kisses between a woman’s legs. Though judging by the sudden very insistent press of his hard cock against her ass, it didn’t look bad, exactly.

“Can’t help it. Jesus, she’s soooo wet,” he said and oh that went through her, sharply. There was something intoxicating about the way they talked here, now. Something different from the usual back and forth, as though sex gave it an extra frisson, a little hint of dirtiness to them finishing each other’s sentences and almost talking around her.

“Yeah? Has she soaked through the material?”

“God yeah, totally. Her clit feels huge.”

Oh Lord—he could tell something like that? He could tell it through her panties? She felt her face flame a brilliant, burning red, just thinking about him pushing his face and his mouth and his tongue against the taut cloth, feeling that swollen little bead through them as though it now occupied an area roughly the size of France.

“Can we take you to the bedroom, Bobs?” Tobias asked, but really she had no idea why. Did he actually think she was going to say no now? Her legs were barely holding her up. In fact, she suspected it was his hands on her tits that were actually doing the lion’s share of the work.

“Uhyeeuh,” she managed to get out, and then Tobias just scooped her up, just like that, no effort at all involved.

She realized with a little jolt that she’d never actually been picked up by a man before. Not even Greg, the six-foot wrestling team coach, had managed this achievement, though it didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out how he was doing it so easily.

She could feel the thick, heavy press of his biceps against her right arm. His chest was a slab of iron pushing up to almost every part of her, and when he laid her on the bed, it felt more like being tossed violently through the air.

She could smell him immediately on the bed sheets—sweet and sharp and sort of airy. It made her more aware of just how blind she was, how much they could do without her seeing or knowing, but she didn’t feel the urge to take the scarf off. Not in the slightest.

If anything, there was a strange safety around being sightless. She didn’t have to see them and deal with the fact that this was Sebastian and Tobias, her best friends. She didn’t have to think about what her body looked like to either of them, all round and unwieldy and totally not in shape the way they were. She could simply listen to their words instead, their good, good totally filthy words, all of them running one after the other until she thought she might go mad with desire.

“Fuck, I’m so hard.”

“Don’t, just—lemme get her panties off.”

It was Sebastian, she thought, who’d said the latter. It didn’t seem like him, somehow, but the idea persisted. Sebastian was the one between her legs—kneeling on the floor just off the end of the bed, she suspected—and Tobias was the one up by her head. Really close to her head. So close she felt sure he was going to ask her to suck him off at any second.

But he didn’t. Instead, she felt his hand suddenly in her hair and his mouth on hers, while Sebastian slowly, slowly, slowly tugged her panties down her legs.

This time, she felt exposed. Really exposed and open and somehow unable to do anything about it—such as squeezing her thighs together or squirming away. And it got worse when he murmured how hot it was that she kept everything down there so smooth, as though he’d expected a giant avalanche of hair instead of the little waxed landing strip she preferred.

She could feel Tobias looking too. He stopped kissing her and his body shifted, and then she suspected the pair of them were just staring right at her embarrassingly slick and completely bare pussy as though it held the mysteries of the Incas.

“Spread your legs, baby,” Sebastian said, which definitely kicked her heart into high gear, and not just because of the order behind it.

He’d called her something other than Bobs or Bobbi or Roberta. He’d called her the kind of thing you called your girlfriend, and he said it as he laid his hands over her thighs, face so close to her slippery cunt that she could feel his hot breath against her.

She didn’t even realize she’d started shaking until Tobias put a hand on her shoulder, mouth close to her ear, and asked her if she was okay, if it was okay, that they could stop if she wanted them to. Just like all of those other times when they’d seemed so sensitive to her comfort, always trying not to crowd her or crowding her more when other people bothered her. Hands always ready to touch her shoulder and let her know they were there.

It made her want to put a hand out and let him know she was there, but all such a move achieved was a sudden fistful of his hair and his mouth back on hers, more restrained than his brother’s but still hot and greedy.

In fact, after a while he grew so hot and greedy that he didn’t seem to mind wandering down to her breasts, hands full first and then his mouth to follow—and all with the knowledge of Sebastian between her thighs, looking and looking and yet not really doing anything, not yet.

Her mind flashed with arousal—spiking images of all the things he could be doing. Getting a condom, maybe? Taking the rest of his clothes off? She could tell Tobe still had his sweats on because they rubbed against her arm or her side, sporadically, but for all she knew Sebastian had long since divested himself of that item of clothing.

For all she knew he was getting ready to fuck right then and there, and God the thought was blackly exciting. It made her think of a hundred different perverse and bizarre things like, Is this what they wanted? To watch each other fuck me, like a mirror of themselves only not? Have they talked about this, have they done stuff like this before, have they jerked off together and watched, to see just how their own faces look when they come?

It made her sweat and blush to think about it, but it couldn’t be helped. And besides, the blindfold hid most of what she was going through. They wouldn’t have to know, and even if they did know and those thoughts were exactly what they’d intended, there were worse things. They could have both turned out to be uncaring, unfeeling jerks. They could have pinned her down on the floor and taken turns.

Though now that she knew they weren’t those sorts of guys at all, the idea wasn’t as mean as it sounded. In fact, it didn’t feel mean at all as it journeyed its way through her brain and down, down, past the nipples that Tobias had decided to lick to the humming center of her sex.

She started rocking against the bed before she’d even meant to. Words welled up inside her—ones she never thought she’d speak to them. Words like come on, come on, please, just fuck me. Fuck my pussy, just do it, come on.

But then she could feel Sebastian’s hot breath on her sex, again, and her brain had to focus on breathing instead of filthy begging. She froze in position, knowing exactly what he was going to do. He had his hand right on the top of her thigh now, right in that rude place between what was, essentially, still leg, and what no one could mistake for anything but the beginnings of her softly curving mound. It was obvious what he was going to do.

And then he licked a long stripe over the entire length of her spread sex, and suddenly it wasn’t obvious anymore. Had she really predicted this? No, no, God, no one could have predicted this.

She bucked on the bed, got great handfuls of the sheets. Tobias had moved away from her—to watch, she knew it was to watch—and she heard him laugh, though not cruelly. He just sounded high on whatever this was, breathless and too excited and full of excellent questions like, “How does she taste? I bet she’s sweet, huh?”

But Sebastian didn’t answer. He just squeezed at that too-sensitive place between thigh and cunt, tongue curling deftly around her clit, slow and deliberate.

He didn’t lap, the way she expected him to. He didn’t go at it in a rush, searching out every fold and curl of her sex. Instead, he mapped out the exact shape of her swollen bud in slow, careful increments, teasing until she simply had to find Tobe’s hand to cling to. If she didn’t, she was going to grab something more incriminating, like Sebastian’s hair. She was going to have to force him against her pussy and grind herself all over his face and it’d just be one more humiliating thing she had to look in the eye, later on.

Like the feel of him pulling away a little, quite suddenly, to say, “So impatient.”

As though he wasn’t a dirty fucking tease, getting her all worked up like this then licking with just the very tip of his tongue. It was so torturous and restrained that for a moment she felt sure she’d gotten it wrong again. The man between her legs was Tobias, and the one holding her hand was Sebastian.

But then she felt the rough bumps of that graze Tobe had gotten on his left hand when he’d caught it on the pool’s edge, and he laughed, knowing what she was looking for. He even said to her, “Yeah, it’s me.”

And as Sebastian stroked two impossibly long fingers over and around her plump outer lips, he added further information.

“I guess we’re different in bed.”

“A little harder to pin,” Tobias added, and then Sebastian finished the thought for him.

“Not quite so obvious.”

She could practically see them grinning at each other over their victory, though when Tobias next spoke his voice was soft and kind.

“I like to go for it straightaway—I mean, you’re pretty close, right? So I’d just give it to you.”

And Sebastian’s voice was… God, she didn’t even know what it was. He sounded all molten metal like usual but steelier with it, harder with it, as though all of this had set something inside him going.

“Looks like he’s as impatient as you are, Bobs, whereas I…well…I like to draw it out. I bet you come so hard when you’ve been made to wait, am I right? I bet you could come with just my fingers on you like this, but it’d be real sweet and drawn out.”

He was barely touching her clit, circling and circling around it but never giving her what she desperately needed. And then just as she thought she might go mad, he dipped those two fingers down and slid them in to the hilt.

“Ohhh that’s…” Tobias started, but he didn’t finish.

Sebastian did, instead.

“Jesus Christ she’s so hot and wet and fuck it—you wanna come, baby? Huh? Is this what you want?”

She squeezed Tobias’ hand. Luckily, he knew enough to pass the message on.

“Yeah, yeah give it to her. Fuck her.”

Sebastian was good enough to obey, those two thick fingers of his working in and out—slowly at first but then with more urgency. She wondered if he had any idea that she could come like this, just like this with his knuckles grazing over some interesting things on every stroke.

But then he said, “Go on, taste her. Taste her.”

To Tobias, and she had to guess not. Though really, “guessing things” wasn’t very high on her list of priorities, with Sebastian’s fingers thrusting into her cunt and Tobias’ mouth suddenly hot and eager on everything else.

She wasn’t even sure how there was room for them both, but they managed it with seemingly little effort. Sebastian’s thrusts grew shallower and less nerve-jangling, and Tobias’ hot mouth and fast, wicked tongue took over, until she couldn’t help doing what she realized she’d promised herself she wouldn’t.

She made sounds. Embarrassing, high, gasping sounds.

“You are good at that. She is definitely going to come,” Sebastian said, because apparently bed was the one place where he didn’t feel like being a competitive maniac.

He was right though, at least. Tobias had the flat of his tongue right over the best possible place it could be—on the firm underside of her clit—and Sebastian had somehow managed to curl his fingers just enough to get right up against that bundle of nerves inside her and God the two things combined…

She’d never felt anything like it. It was all upside down and weirdly separate and she couldn’t stop that sensation cresting—the one full of fizzing, bright, surging pleasure. It swelled through her clit and outward in waves, through her lower belly and down past her thighs and Sebastian was saying, “Oh man, I can feel her doing it.”

He didn’t need to declare it, however. She did it for him. She heard herself saying that she was coming, and she scrabbled for something to hold on to—Tobias’ back? His shoulder?—shortly before drifting away on waves of bliss she never wanted to come down from. Coming down only meant one thing, after all.

Facing everything they’d just done.





 Chapter Three

 

She expected them to do several things almost immediately. Most guys did, after they’d spent such a diligent amount of time going down on you. In fact, most guys demanded the rest of the stuff before any sort of going down had happened at all, so it seemed only fair right here and now. They’d just given her the most incredible orgasm of her life, after all—so incredible that she could hardly move and her entire body appeared to have curled up into the fetal position.

Only when she reached for one of them did she hear Sebastian say, “No no, it’s cool, Bobbi.”
And shortly afterward Tobias told her to just relax. As though they’d put her through a particularly arduous workout in the gym instead of what they’d actually done.

Had some sort of sex. She’d just had some sort of sex with her two best friends. Her two best friends who also happened to be twin brothers, like some kind of weird, warped incest nightmare the likes of which almost never happened in reality.

She felt pretty sure it didn’t. They’d never expressed any sort of desire to do something like this, at any rate. One time Sebastian had started going into too much detail about the girlfriend he’d had when she’d first met him…Chloe…something. And Tobias had shut him down pretty quickly with an, aw dude, gross. As though just hearing about his brother doing sex things was beyond the pale.

And now they’d done sex things right in front of each other. To her. In Tobias’ bed. With hardly any clothes on. Hell—she had no clothes on at all. She’d never been more aware of her own nakedness, in truth, and especially now that the sex high was dying down and a chill was creeping up over her exposed flesh.

Would it be all right to just pull some of the covers over herself? She could feel them ruffling underneath her body, but wasn’t quite sure how sliding underneath them would go across to her partners in crime. And then there was the blindfold, of course, which she still hadn’t worked up the nerve to pull off.

What if she did it, and they were both dangling from the ceiling, dressed head to toe in S&M gear? They’d come this far, after all. Nothing about them had indicated they wanted to have mildly kinky sex with her, so who was to say they didn’t want more? Way, way more.

God, she couldn’t stop thinking about the more. They had to be horny. And when one of them—Sebastian, she thought—suddenly curled against her back, she got some very obvious, very tactile proof of the fact. Apparently when Sebastian made you his little spoon, his erection found the cleft of your ass almost unnervingly.

Though at the very least he seemed to still have his sweats on. She could feel them burring roughly against her far-too-sensitive skin, swiftly followed by the heavy ridge of his hard-on. It made her want to rip the damn blindfold off and just look at the evidence of what she’d done to him—or what the whole scenario had done to him, perhaps.

The latter seemed more likely, she had to say. Maybe they’d even been thinking about this for some time—what it’d be like to watch someone wearing their own faces fuck some girl—and she’d just presented the perfect opportunity. She was safe, sweet, someone they could trust. She wasn’t about to go around telling everyone she’d just made it with the Hoffman twins.

And even if she did, well… Everyone was saying it about them anyway. Nothing could get any weirder, in the court of public opinion. It could only get weirder between them, like right now with Sebastian up against her back and Tobias stroking through her hair and her too afraid to just take off the fucking blindfold.

“You want something to eat, Bobs?” Tobias asked faintly after a while. And for one electric second she was sure he meant something else. The innuendo of eat, rather than the real, literal thing.

And the worst of it was—her first instinct was to say yes. Yeah, sure, I’ll suck your cock! You just brought me the most intense pleasure I’ve ever experienced, it’s the least I can do! Their friendship had been weirdly battered to pieces over the course of the evening, and apparently she just wanted to batter it further.

And not just out of a sense of obligation either. All she could think about was how horny they must be right now, how intensely, remarkably horny. Sebastian wasn’t moving—wasn’t even rocking against her—but she could absolutely feel how hard he was. And there was something about his restraint, something about them both being so casual and not making any further moves that just seemed to…

She didn’t even know what it did. It made her think of rubbing back against him, hard. Or maybe reaching back to stroke him through his sweats to let him know that yeah, sure, this whole thing had kind of taken its toll on her psyche, but it was also utterly hypnotic and heat-stoked.

She could feel her cunt clenching around nothing. She could feel every inch of her clit, still hard and swollen even after that monster orgasm. And stroking his cock—or maybe reaching forward to stroke Tobias’ cock—seemed like the best way to combat these issues.

Or at least, it seemed like the best way to deal with the physical issues. The physical issues just wanted her to get her mouth on them, rip off their pants and suck their cocks all hard and sloppy, one after the other, whereas the mental issues…well.

They made her answer suryeahkay to the question Sebastian then posed, which happened to be about pizza. Yeah. Maybe they should all get pizza. Pizza sounded great. Just like that—as casual and mundane as fuck—and then Tobias was off the bed and dialing Luigi’s, with comments about large cokes and fries and chocolate sundaes in between.

By the time Sebastian had flicked on the TV across from the bed and started watching what sounded like Total Recall, she felt almost certain they’d gone bonkers. She had to push her blindfold up and off just to check neither of them had started crayoning on the walls or drooling.

But no, no. When she maneuvered herself around in the circle of his arm and managed to get the scarf up and off, he was just half-leaning against the headboard, idly watching Arnold Schwarzenegger emerging from inside some old lady.

And after a moment Tobias came back into the bedroom, just as bare-chested as his brother, just as obviously hard in the pants department, and flung himself down on the bed. Completely uncaring and without a single word to say about what they’d just done, apparently.

“Pizza’s gonna be thirty minutes,” he said.

She had to wonder if this was like a sport to them. Maybe that work-out gym thought hadn’t been so far from the truth. They just needed to burn off some energy, and obviously eating out your friend was the best way to go about it.

“You cold, Bobbi?” Tobias asked, and that was pretty much the only acknowledgement he made of her nakedness.

It was also how she ended up beneath the covers, face pressed against Tobias’ chest, Sebastian’s arm still loosely around her, sleep closing in by slowly creeping increments. Of course she meant to say something to them, she meant to ask them if everything was still cool, she meant to return the favor in a great blaze of horny heat just like the one they’d all seared right through ten minutes ago, but instead her eyelids grew heavier and heavier and she didn’t resist them.

They could talk about it in the morning.

* * * * *
 

The thing was—they didn’t talk about it in the morning. When she woke up, both of them had am-scrayed. And they’d done it so stealthily her heart sank, because really what else did it mean besides oops, we accidentally fucked around with you and we just realized we usually only fuck around with total hotties.

Of which you are not one.

She turned over in Tobias’ massive bed and tried to recall things they’d said the night before. Hopefully positive, non-what-are-we-doing sorts of things. But all she could come up with was “you’re really soft” and “you’re so wet”, both of which made her blush and also feel sort of like a soggy marshmallow.

Luckily, however, there was a Post-it Note on the pillow by her head to distract her. Probably a standard blow-off note from the hottie twins. She couldn’t remember a single person either of them had slept with during the entirety of their friendship and had no evidence that they did, indeed, blow off girls after hot one-night stands, but somehow the idea had usurped the real twins in her head and replaced them with misogynistic assholes.

Misogynistic assholes who drew two smiley faces with love hearts for eyes and wrote underneath said illustration, Had to go get in some laps. Love you, Bobs.

She wondered if other girls got the love you. Or maybe that was just reserved for girls they’d made some hideous mistake with, like a cute punch on the shoulder. Love ya, buddy! Here are some fun little illustrations for you, hooray!

She put her face in her hands. And then after she’d finished putting her face in her hands—roughly two hours later—she crumpled the note up into a sweaty ball. As though if she could only get it small enough, the whole thing would simply cease to exist. She wouldn’t have to fathom it out. Nothing needed to have changed between them. She hadn’t turned into some sort of desperate über-slut overnight.

Everything was cool. Everything was fine.

Though it got decidedly less fine when she finally left their apartment building and crossed the park back to her dormitory, in what could only be described as an actual and real Walk of Shame.

Of course, she knew what such a thing was. She’d seen her roommate Jill make enough of them to understand the concept. Basically, you smeared as much makeup around your face as humanly possible, put all of your clothes on backward and inside out, and then skulked home with a red A emblazoned on your forehead, through the morning mist.

And maybe while said walk happened, a boob fell out. Which thankfully did not happen to her, but by God she’d seen it happen to Jill. And though this fact probably made her somewhat less of a shame walker than her roommate, though it comforted her as she stumbled home in boots that no longer seemed to fit her, sweater trailing off one shoulder…she couldn’t escape one glaring problem—

At least Jill had never turned herself into an actual human centipede.

Because that was clearly what they’d done. Gossip around campus wasn’t going to stay low and muted after this. If anyone saw her, and guessed—and they wouldn’t have had to try very hard, considering how cringe-y and weird she felt—it’d be everywhere before she could get to her Contemporary Literature class.

So it hardly surprised her that she’d started running before she’d even hit the dorms. She took the stairs two at a time despite having all the lower-body strength of a tomato, fingers crossed all the while that Jill would be somewhere else.

Like Brazil.

But unfortunately for her, Jill had not decided to immigrate to Brazil just yet. She sat on the edge of her bed when Bobbi slid into the room, already dressed and immaculately made up—as though some party was about to start just down the hall. Or more likely, some party had just finished, somewhere down the hall.

And she looked deeply suspicious before Bobbi had even uttered a word.

“Where have you been?”

She thought of her options. Most of them involved manholes and tripping over things.

“Nowhere.”

Nowhere seemed safest. Nowhere wasn’t a lie, exactly.

“Don’t lie. You stayed at their place, didn’t you?”

She clutched at the nearest thing she could find—in this case, the hem of her sweater—and tried to look as though she wasn’t holding her breath. Jill knew all the signs of guilt, and oxygen deprivation was surely one of them.

“We…uh…”

“Do you have any idea how wasted they are on you? A year you’ve hung out with those two, and not so much as a kiss on the cheek.”

She thought of some very particular kisses in some very specific places, and went hot, then cold. Then back to hot again. Could you read it on someone’s face when they’d had sex? She felt as though the whole thing blazed right out of her, whenever she considered it.

“You could at least give them my number, you know?” Jill continued, but Bobbi couldn’t make sense of the words anymore. Her phone had started buzzing in her pocket, and she had a good idea of who was calling.

They’ve come home and found an empty apartment. As though you did something awful, like fleeing the scene of the crime.

“I swear, I gave it to them.”

She had, too. She’d even implied that Jill could bend her legs around the back of her head, but neither of them had seemed interested. In fact, when she really thought about it, neither of them had seemed interested in anyone for a really, really long time.

“So how come they haven’t called?”

She couldn’t think of an adequate answer to that. Because they’ve been busy sounded like a lie, because they want me instead like something she’d hallucinated while feverish.

“I’m sure they will. Real soon.”

Hell, they were calling right now. Her phone stopped buzzing, and then just started right back up again a second later. Any moment, and Jill was going to notice.

“Are you going to answer that, or what?”

Or maybe she was just going to notice right now.

“It’s just my mom. I forgot to call her last night about a family…meeting.”

It sounded reasonable, once she’d gotten the words out. Unfortunately, the shaky tone and the hand wringing she was doing likely didn’t help matters.

“So answer it, then,” Jill said, which didn’t seem like much on its own. But all the dead-eyed staring Jill was doing meant more, she was certain.

“I’ll answer it later.”

“Maybe you should answer it now.”

She imagined Sebastian’s voice coming down the phone at her, all half-concerned and just ever so slightly bullish about it. How come you left? We were going to have fun. And oh no, oh no she just couldn’t. Not in front of Jill. It would show on her face for definite then, and even if it didn’t she wasn’t sure what she’d be able to get away with saying.

Yeah, I’ll swing by later seemed like the safest option, only then they’d actually expect her to. And she had the sinking feeling that doing so was going to prove hard. Almost impossible, in fact.

Dear God she’d had sex with them both.

“I really don’t feel like answering it now. I need a shower. Their shower wasn’t working.” Of course, her explanation needed more than that. It required a hint of color, and some huge lies. “They live like animals, you know. I don’t even know why you want to go out with them, in all seriousness. Honestly, they’re hugely gross.”

She thought of the neat hospital corners on both their beds. Then of course started thinking about what had gone on in one of those beds, all over again.

“And I’m just gonna go and wash some of the gross off. I think I slept on a pizza.”

Man it meant a lot to get that pizza comment out. It sounded so real, so perfect, and oh the relief when the suspicious look drained from Jill’s face. For a second she’d felt like an ant under a magnifying glass, but one well-timed lie about their fake horrible habits and everything just went away.

She was free to lock herself in the bathroom, lean against the door, and silently beg her phone to stop ringing and ringing and ringing.





Chapter Four

 

By the second day, they had resorted to low blows. They knew her weaknesses well, and when “hey, just come over and we’ll talk” failed, they went for her hard. After Feminist Theory, she opened her phone to the following message—

“Hello…Roberta. We have recently discovered that you—just shut up, Tobe, shut up—left a book of yours here. We believe it’s a book you like, full of cool things you probably really need for class. And if you were to stop by tonight and pick it up, you would be welcome to a slice of this giant carrot cake we made. Yours sincerely, your totally awesome best friends Tobias and Sebastian.”

Lord. A formal mode of address with almost no hint of sex, a book she couldn’t remember leaving that likely had vital information in it, and carrot cake. They really knew how to lure her into their web of probable depravity.

And yet somehow she still found herself in their hallway, unable to just knock. It sent her right back to the first time she’d ever walked up the narrow, wooden stairway to their perfectly tasteful apartment, with its varnished green door and its little brass knocker, and then inside—all the heavy wood everywhere. The huge sash windows with the ornamental frames, the fireplace she could have lived inside, the tiles on the bathroom floor.

Old money, she’d thought, even though they weren’t, and then an intense feeling of intimidation had gone through her—just as it did now. They were both so…clean and bright and perfect. Even when involved in slightly perverted threesomes, they remained clean and bright and perfect.

Whereas she was…someone who couldn’t even knock.

She raised her fist a dozen times before stopping just short, every conversation starter she could possibly go with prancing through her head. How’s training going? was a big one, but it had the slightest sexual undercurrent. After all, what was training but a form of physical activity? And what was sex, but that said same thing?

No. No. She couldn’t go with that. And she couldn’t go with the weather, either, because it hadn’t rained for days and what could you really say about a sort of sunless gray nothing?

Oh, I see it’s really wintry out today, again. Awesome.

She put her head in her hands right there, outside their door. She could hear one of them talking—little more than a metallic hum, really—but it felt like some special form of torture. They were just through there, her two best friends, and she simply couldn’t go in.

Lucky, really, that Sebastian made the choice for her. He just flung the door open about halfway into her agonizing, and almost caught her trying to rub the memories out of her head by massaging her temples vigorously.

“Bobbi,” he said, as though surprised. Of course she knew he couldn’t be, because he wouldn’t have opened the door in such a big rush if he’d just heard Mrs. Finnerty stomping about in the hallway.

He would have shouted, All right, Mrs. Finnerty, we’ll stop walking around on our massive feet through the door, and then she could have just snuck away and not had to face this. Oh God, why couldn’t she be Mrs. Finnerty?

“How are you?” he asked, and that was even worse than the breathless Bobbi he’d just uttered. It sounded like the message he’d left on her phone, all carefully formal and straightforward. Funny, but somehow not, at the same time.

She felt like replying, Oh I am particularly resplendent this fine evening.

Instead she went with her old standby, “Cool.”

And then found herself rooted to the spot, one hand twisting and twisting at the strap of her bag. It didn’t matter all that much, however, because Sebastian hardly seemed capable of anything further. He didn’t invite her in, or step aside, or inquire as to her health. He just stood in the doorway, expression tense.

Clad only in a bathrobe.

Of course her immediate instinct was to ask him why he’d answered the door dressed in barely anything. But she rejected the urge because…well…what if he actually answered? There were only so many things he could possibly say, and “I felt like getting into my bathrobe early today” didn’t seem like one of them.

They’ve got a woman in there, her mind threw up. A woman who’s actually willing to do threesomes with them.

And then she just wanted to puke all over his big, stupid, crooked feet.

“You want to come in?” he asked, and some of the other woman fear abated. After all, he wouldn’t invite her in if they had someone else there, would he? They would never rub it in her face like that, even if they were mad that she hadn’t answered them for a few days.

Or at least, she hoped so. She could hear Tobias talking to someone in the kitchen the minute she walked in, and Sebastian was behaving in a very awkward, uncharacteristic sort of way. When he stepped aside to let her past, he made such a wide circle he had to hold onto the door with his fingertips.

And once she was safely inside, rather than squeeze by her to get to the kitchen he went all the way around the couch and both armchairs. As though somehow she’d contracted cooties in the intervening days, and he was doing his level best to avoid catching them.

It made her heart sink, while her mind rejoiced.

Hooray! No complicated, terrifying threesomes for us! He’s disgusted—now we can go back to being buddies who bash each other so hard on the shoulder we knock each other unconscious.

She wrung at the strap of her bag harder, and strained to hear what was going on in the kitchen. Not that she had to strain very hard, however, because a second later Sebastian’s voice came through loud and clear.

“Hey, you know who’s here, Tobe? Roberta Tomlinson!”

In fact, it came through a little too loud and clear. As though he needed to signal something to Tobias, and could only do so through big bold words and the use of her full name.

Her mind stopped rejoicing. She wasn’t sure if it would ever rejoice again, when Tobias came out of the kitchen with his arm slung over Christian Carter’s shoulder. Christian Carter—computer whiz, jerkface, and owner of the blog entitled “Sordid Things People Do At Brier”.

Of course, her mind was almost definitely exaggerating the name of his little gossip column. And in truth, it wasn’t even really a gossip column. He just liked to talk about college business, and if the occasional juicy tidbit wandered its way onto there, well.

Who could blame him?

And who could blame her for losing all the oxygen in her body, in one big whoosh?

“Bobbi, you remember Christian Carter, don’t you?”

She didn’t like the way Tobias said the kid’s name. It sounded as though he was really saying, Bobbi, you remember this dangerous asshole, don’t you?

“Sure I do. Hello, Christian,” she replied, which roughly translated into, Oh my fucking God, our threesome is showing on my face. His next blog post is going to be “Human Centipede Living Within Brier’s Walls”.

Christian said, “Oh, hey…you.”

It came out like a casual backhand from Christian’s mouth. She didn’t mind, however. The less he noticed her, the better this whole thing was going to go. Hopefully he’d just shove past her on his way out, and not even remember she’d been there.

Or maybe he’d remember her and write about what a giant, threesome-having whore she was.

Yeah, maybe that would happen.

“Christian’s just here to deliver his quarter of our assignment,” Sebastian said, and it chilled her blood to hear him so big-voiced and over-explanatory. He was verging on panicked, and that just didn’t suit him.

“We didn’t even know he was coming over,” Tobias added, which only made things worse. If they kept loudly signaling to her like this she was going to need a paper bag to breathe into.

“Yeah, well thank God I did because you two have made a mess of this,” Christian said, and then horror of horrors he actually sat down in one of their armchairs and started going through a bunch of papers on the coffee table.

For a long moment, everyone who wasn’t Christian didn’t seem to know what to do. She saw Sebastian shoot a look at Tobias, and Tobias stared open-mouthed at the back of Christian’s neck, but beyond that it was simply a game of sleeping statues.

Everyone froze. As though if any of them moved, evidence of their sexual shenanigans would leak out and spill all over Christian.

“Look, Chris—we can talk about this tomorrow,” Sebastian tried, but he was shot down immediately. And not even with something constructive or relevant to whatever project they were all doing together.

“It’s Christian,” he said. “Not Chris.”

She would have punched him, if she’d had a magical punch-erasing time machine about her person.

“Okay,” Sebastian said, which sounded pleasant enough. But she saw his upper lip disappear into his mouth, and those big arms fold over his chest. If Christian kept this up, tension was going to make Seb escort him out of the building.

Through the nearest window.

“Why don’t we all have some cake?” Tobias suggested, but he looked just as mad as Sebastian. And when he glanced at her his eyes said it all—One wrong move and we’re busted. “Bobbi—you want some cake?”

She thought about saying no. The best thing would be to just grab her book and go, but if she did that, would it seem suspicious? As if she just had to get out of there right away, before something untoward happened?

Possibly, but then how would it look if she sat down for cake? Worse, most likely. Christian didn’t seem bothered right now, but who knew how he’d feel in five minutes when she lost all control of herself and attacked Sebastian’s face with her vagina?

“Bobbi?” Tobias asked again, because somehow she’d lost about three minutes to more agonizing, and probably looked insane. Tobias was certainly eyeing her like that was the case. “Do you maybe want a slice of cake?”

He said it carefully. Like the way you might speak to a feral wolf-child.

“Oh. Uh. Sure. Cake.”

God, no wonder he thought she’d just escaped from the woods. Even her words came out as though she’d never experienced civilization.

“Okay. Why don’t you sit down?”

He pointed to the couch, just to make it extra clear. She wondered if it was possible to die of a mixture of embarrassment and terror.

“Here, Bobs—I’ll take your jacket.”

Yeah, definitely possible.

She tried to communicate to Sebastian with her eyes. Please, do not come over here and take my jacket. Just stay there, with your arms folded.

But he didn’t get the message. He just shrugged with his eyebrows instead, and approached her like Frankenstein’s monster. Arms out. Hands reaching. Everything about him screaming, I am going to touch you now, because I can.

She tried to go neither stiff nor limp when he put one barely there hand on her arm and urged her to turn around. Both tasks proved impossible, however. She went stiff and limp all at the same time, because it wasn’t like some random person ushering another person out of their jacket. It felt as if he wanted to put her into a certain position, like the other night when he’d sort of…manhandled her.

Only manhandled wasn’t the right word. His touch was too gentle, too deliberate, and even when he stood almost right up against her body like some immense new shadow she’d grown, she didn’t feel intimidated.

Her body had turned to liquid instead.

And then he slid a hand under her collar and ohhhh Lord. She almost jerked away, the swell of sensation was so intense. He’d barely done anything at all, really, but it came nonetheless and carried on all the way through him sliding the jacket down, down, over her arms.

She could almost feel his heavy knuckles grazing her through the sweater she’d worn, as he eased the whole thing off. And once he’d done it she could still make out the imprint of his fingers on the nape of her neck, the shadow of his body almost against hers.

It made her ache. She could admit it now. It made her ache in ways she’d never fully experienced before.

“Sit down, Bobs,” he urged, but he didn’t sound casual when he said it. And he used her little nickname, too, so suddenly intimate with Christian there, watching. Only when she turned and sat down, he wasn’t watching. He wasn’t paying the slightest bit of attention to something that had shaken her upside down and inside out.

It made her feel silly and reassured, all at the same time.

“Here you go,” Tobias said, and handed her the slice of cake he’d just brought from the kitchen. Innocent enough, really, but a similar thing happened when his fingers touched hers and their eyes met.

Her insides finished turning to liquid and slid right out of her body, to form a puddle on the floor. She had no clue how she was going to eat what he’d given her without a stomach—and especially with a slice that big. It looked like a doorstop on her plate, and she had an idea his cake carving had been deliberate.

She’d have to sit here and polish the whole thing off, after all. By the time she’d succeeded in a hundred years’ time, Christian would be gone.

And it would just be them.

“So, Christian. Didn’t you say you had to be somewhere?” Sebastian asked, as she did her best to get the slice of cake into her mouth. It wasn’t easy, however. For some probably equally devious reason Tobias hadn’t given her a fork, and they’d smeared the whole thing with so much frosting she wasn’t even sure if anything actually baked existed in there.

Her fingers sank in to the hilt, most of it going around her mouth as she tried to seem like a casual cake eater. She really didn’t need Tobias’ incredulous stare to know that she wasn’t succeeding, however.

“You okay, Bobbi?” he asked, but she couldn’t get the clog of cake in her throat down fast enough to answer properly. Instead, the following choked out of her—

“Orgsurm.”

“I don’t think that’s a word,” Sebastian said, and though it stung a little she had to agree. Somehow she’d started failing on all levels—ability to use words, eating like a normal person, controlling of libido…

Tobias didn’t seem to appreciate his twin’s attitude, however. She saw him snap his fingers and give the sharpest look, before she followed the direction both actions were aimed at to Sebastian, who did not seem happy. He rolled his eyes. Blew out a breath.

If this went on any longer, he was definitely going to hurl Christian out of a window. With the help of a machine gun. And maybe he’d catch her in the crossfire, just for good measure.

“Seriously, Christian, we have a lot of things to do,” he said, at which point anyone else would have taken the hint. But not weird, insular, suit-wearing Christian Carter. He even had the leather patches on his elbows, as though he’d hit forty-five before his twenty-second birthday.

She watched him run a hand through a thick hank of dirty-blond hair—the one that somehow looked like a comb-over, even though he wasn’t balding at all.

“I’ll be finished momentarily,” he said, but she suspected he didn’t actually know what that word meant. He just carried right on sifting and marking things with his little red pen, for what seemed like forever. She even managed to finish the cake, and then didn’t know what to do with herself.

Would it piss Sebastian off even further if she just said she had to go?

“You want to come and get your book, Bobbi?”

Or maybe he actually wanted her out of there. It certainly felt like it as she followed him into his bedroom, everything so solemn and slow and sort of like a funeral procession. She could feel her heart sinking into her guts as she crossed the threshold, because seriously—what was going to happen now? The conversation out there had been awkward enough.

In this dark room, with just Sebastian and his crossed arms and his mean upper lip…she wasn’t sure what to say. I didn’t mean to not answer your calls for three days? Can we just never talk about this thing?

Both seemed inadequate, so she just stood in the middle of the room instead. Hands laced tightly together. One shoe scuffing over the back of the other. God, she wished she hadn’t worn a skirt and moderate heels. Did it seem too showy, like this? Like she’d made an effort, in the hopes that things would—

“I’m sorry,” he said, so sudden and so breathless that she thought she’d misheard. He had the book held out, as if that were the thing he was talking about—though obviously it couldn’t have been the case.

He meant the other stuff. He was sorry about the other stuff. And he looked so anxious too, so not like himself…it tore her apart. It turned everything upside down—all of her expectations of this, and her worries and doubts. Why had she thought he was angry with her?

Clearly he was angry with himself, for doing something so impulsive and lust-driven and oh God something was happening inside her. She could feel it rising up, taking sense with it as it went, and by the time it got to her head she’d forgotten Christian Carter even existed.

She just had to reach for him. Now. Grab something on him, like his big arms or his big shoulders or hell—his big thighs would do. She could see them outlined against the barely there material of the robe, all long and muscular and good, and the sight just made her foolish.

Everything on him made her foolish. His lips were parted. His eyes were wide and almost black in the darkened bedroom. And the moment she reached out one tentative sort of hand to just touch something on him—anything at all, really—he didn’t move away.

He didn’t even try to stop her when she gathered a handful of that threadbare material into her fist. Of course, that might have been because she did it somewhere innocent, like his elbow, but she couldn’t deny that look on his face either.

That hungry, desperate sort of look. The one that made her realize he wasn’t sorry at all. He just wanted her to keep pulling and pulling at him, until suddenly her mouth was on his and her other hand was in his hair and oh God she had absolutely no control over herself.

She couldn’t be angry about that fact, however. He tasted like peppermint, all clean and hot and sharp on her tongue. And after a moment of crushing his lips with hers, he did something that set every alarm bell in her body going.

He slipped one big hand around her waist, as sure and steady as she was not, and yanked her body flush against his.

She didn’t mind admitting that the move made her gasp. Mainly because it seemed so forceful and demanding, but also because of one rather obvious fact—it put him immediately and arousingly close to her.

She could feel the solid press of his chest. The slide of his thighs over hers. And then after a moment something even hotter and more electrifying than both those things put together—the insistent push of something heavy and hard against her lower belly.

He had an erection. They’d barely made it past making out like teenagers, all frantic tongues and muffled groans, and he had a great, big stiff one in his underpants. Not even in his underpants, really, because by that point she could pretty much tell he had nothing on beneath his robe.

If she felt so inclined, she could have just reached right down and pulled the whole thing open. Seen him in the way he and Tobias saw her three nights before. It didn’t seem like such a bad idea—even with Christian right there in the next room—but she hesitated all the same.

And he took the initiative when she didn’t immediately go for it.

Of course he did. He was Sebastian, captain of the swim team, winner of bets, person who wore a robe when expecting company. He couldn’t be expected to wait when she’d already given a green light.

He simply grabbed a great handful of her ass instead, and groped it until she felt like fainting. Then just as she teetered on the brink of lust-driven unconsciousness, he urged her toward the bed. Spun her around until she faced the neat blue coverlet and matching pillows, and forced her to bend at the waist.

He did it so abruptly that she had to put her hands out to stop herself from falling. Though really, doing so only made her position ruder, and more wanton. Somehow she’d ended up with her palms planted on the bed, ass almost in the air, legs spread before she’d even intended to do so.

All he’d have to do to see how wet she’d gotten was lift her skirt. She could feel it soaking through the material of her panties, all obvious and frankly mortifying. She didn’t even understand how this was happening, how a kiss and a quick grope was swelling her sex and making her slippery, but she couldn’t deny it.

It aroused her, to get lost in something like this. To just do, instead of waiting and thinking and worrying. She could hear Christian’s voice now, through the walls, but it couldn’t compete with Sebastian’s rough breathing, or the sound of the moans she stifled against her fist when he slid a hand under her sweater.

Nothing could compete with that. He did it so slowly, so deliberately—just like he had with her jacket and his knuckles on the back of her neck. And then when she shivered to feel his cool touch, he lifted the material and kissed all the places his hand had just been.

Oh, it made her slicker. Hotter. She had to bite into the back of her hand just to stop herself calling his name, because although his fingertips felt good they had nothing on the coil of his slippery tongue. He didn’t even have to caress a proper erogenous zone. He just lapped over the curve of her spine and a sweet burst of sensation went through her.

If he ever reached the tips of her tits or her little swollen clit, she was going to die of something or other. Lust, maybe. Desire, possibly. It certainly felt like dying of something when he started ruffling up her skirt, all rushed and hungry.

She thought of saying reasonable words, like don’t. Stop. Someone will hear. But by the time they’d reached her lips he had his hand tangled in the elastic of her panties. He didn’t even pause before yanking them down her thighs either, that rough panting breath of his now almost a guttural groan.

Any second now. Any second someone was going to come in and catch them. Any second…

“Oh fuck you’re so wet.”

Her face heated automatically, even though she’d known. How could she not? She could feel it every time she moved, and even more so when he slid those thick fingers through her slippery folds. He practically skidded in the mess she’d made, rubbing over her clit before he’d probably intended to.

Though she couldn’t say she wasn’t grateful. It made her push forward into the bed, teeth deep in the flesh of her palm. Entire body humming and humming, for that one little touch. God, if he only rubbed a little harder, whispered something a little dirtier…she knew she’d come.

She’d reached the end before passing the middle.

“Yeah, you like that?” he murmured, but unfortunately he did so just before he slid those two maddening fingers down, down, and finally all the way into her creaming pussy.

She couldn’t answer after a thing like that. He didn’t even pause to let her get used to the thickness, he just stroked back and forth, back and forth, one hand now pressing on her hip until said strokes started to feel very different.

Tense, she thought. Like he’s trying to force an orgasm out of me.

Though she suspected he wouldn’t have to try very hard. He kept separating those two fingers and every time he did he said something filthy and delicious, something that pushed her closer to that great and glorious edge.

“God you’re tight,” he told her, then followed it with something better. “That’s it. That’s it, open up for me.”

Of course her mind immediately went to one possible intention. He was going to fuck her. He’d had enough cock-teasing the night before, and now he wanted to have what he’d been denied then—her wet and willing cunt.

But the second she pushed back on his slowly working fingers, he decided that now was the time to ease up. Now was the time to just caress the edges of her pussy with his fingertips, all deliberate and easy. And when she complained, when she spread her legs wider like some shameless harlot and pushed back against him, he clasped her hip tight.

Held her steady, so he could work her better.

Or worse, depending on your point of view. It certainly felt worse to have him circling her outer lips, everything there just as slippery and swollen as the folds within. Those fingers of his like some sort of torture device, getting ever closer to her swollen clit but never actually touching it.

She had to bite down hard on her fist, and not to stop anyone else from hearing. To stop the pleading that wanted to come out of her, the desperate and embarrassing pleading over something so slight.

Anyone would think she’d never had an orgasm. Either that, or they’d assume that Sebastian was the only person in the world who knew how to give her one. Though right at that moment, she had to say—it kind of felt that way.

All the muscles in her belly had tensed. Her clit felt immense, swollen, and every time she shifted against his frustrating touch, little pulses of sensation ebbed outward from that one too-aroused point.

And then he let her have something—just a tiny something, just his two fingers easing into her slick cunt—and oh Lord, oh Lord. How had she stayed away for three days? She could hardly believe how this felt, how hard it made her shudder and buck and want to say his name.

“You want it like that?” he asked, and suddenly he was shoving into her hard, those knuckles of his like hubcaps and everything too much, too much. Yes, she thought, yes, but of course she couldn’t say it. Saying it might make him actually carry on, and if he did she was going to die of orgasms.

Or at least she thought so until he found just the right spot and rubbed over it hard. After which she wasn’t really sure about anything—her own name, where she was, what sort of disaster she’d gotten herself into.

She simply blurted what occurred to her most clearly.

“Oh Jesus, that’s so good.”

He seemed to appreciate it, at least. She heard him make a sound, low and obviously turned-on, and his thrusts sped up. Now they seemed jagged and out of control, hitting that amazing place over and over until the pleasure started to break.

“You gonna come, baby?” he asked, just as she felt certain she might. Her legs were trembling and threatening to dump her across the bed, her hands had made fists in the coverlet. It was definitely almost on her, oh definitely almost, almost…

“Are you crazy? What the fuck did we say?”

She went still the minute she heard someone else’s voice in the room—though of course she recognized said voice immediately. It wasn’t anywhere close to Christian’s reedy tone, and even if it had been she could tell by the choice of words.

Christian would have said something like, Does it matter to you which one you do it with? And he wouldn’t have seemed somehow affronted, when he did so. He would have smirked as the words spilled out of him, then left laughing.

But Tobias didn’t seem anywhere close to good humor. She didn’t even have to turn her head to know he was pissed, though Lord knew she couldn’t have done so if she’d tried. Her body had somehow locked itself in one position, hands still gripping the sheets too tightly, every inch of her poised on the brink of orgasm.

Of course, the intense flood of embarrassment didn’t help matters either.

“I’m out there trying to get him out the door, and you’re in here doing exactly what we talked about not doing?”

She wondered if that meant Christian had left, but couldn’t complete the thought. Mainly because Sebastian chose that moment to twist his fingers in her still clenching, greedy pussy.

“You would not believe how wet she is.”

“Don’t do that. We said we were going to talk first. About…things.”

“And she’s sooooo tight. It’s like she’s trying to pull my fingers inside herself.”

“You’re disgusting.”

“And when I do this—” He twisted his fingers again, this time in a slow, incredible corkscrew. “She shivers all over. I think I can make her come just by fucking her like this.”

He sounded surprised, she thought. Surprised, but pleased. She couldn’t blame him, however. She felt surprised and pleased to discover the exact same thing, after years of attempts with vibrators and interchangeable boyfriends.

“Just…stop,” Tobias said, but oh this time he didn’t sound so sure. There was a hint of hoarseness to his voice, and she could tell without looking that he’d stepped a little closer.

Maybe to see. Maybe to touch.

“Why, when she wants it so bad? You want it, don’t you, Bobbi?”

She could hardly say no. She’d look like the biggest liar on the planet.

“God, please—”

“See?” Sebastian asked, but after a second of obvious internal debate she saw Tobias jab a finger at his brother. Mind obviously made up. Tone as hard and clearly resentful as he could make it.

“I’m gonna go clear up the mess Christian’s left behind. You two can stay here and…do whatever this is.”

It was the little whatever this is that made her grab for him. Mainly because it should have seemed mean, but somehow didn’t. Instead it made her think of him always hanging back, uptight and unsure, ready to apologize before he’d done anything wrong.

With Sebastian it meant a lot to even hear him say the word sorry, but Tobias was the opposite. You wanted to stop him before he got there, drag him back from bitter words he didn’t really want to say.

So she got him by his sweatshirt, and pulled him down into a sloppy, heated kiss.

Of course, he didn’t resist. Not even slightly. The minute her lips touched his he seemed to crumble, limbs turning loose and lax. Mouth open and eager, devouring hers as hungrily as Sebastian had done.

It made her feel a queasy sort of triumph, though she couldn’t hold on to it for long. Everything was still too weird for her to hold on to it for long, and especially so when Tobias’ hands roamed down over her body and Sebastian’s fingers rocked slowly in and out of her pussy and oh God, she could hardly stand it.

She had to press her face into Tobias’ shoulder just to keep herself anchored to the bed. He didn’t seem to mind, however. The moment she pushed herself against him, hands bunching in his sweater instead of the sheets, he groaned her name into her ear.

And he did other things too. Delightful, orgasm-inducing things—like finding one spiky nipple with his thumb and forefinger, then pinching and tugging until her entire body bucked. All of which Sebastian obviously appreciated, because the moment she shoved back against him she heard him tell Tobias to do it harder.

“Lick your fingers, then do it,” he said, while every strange feeling she’d ever had about this arrangement barreled through her. How could they just talk like that, to each other? How could they do this so easily—because of course Tobias did exactly as his twin had suggested.

He licked his thumb and forefinger, then slid his hand through the open collar of her blouse to rub and worry and pluck at her stiff nipples. And he kept doing it as his brother fucked into her hard, pushing and thrusting and shoving until the pleasure started uncoiling again, low in her belly.

This time, however, it was Tobias who knew. She felt him hot and breathless against the side of her face, one big arm curled around her back as her orgasm began to break.

“Don’t stop—she’s coming.”

Somehow, him saying the words made it even more intense. Like before, when all of their talking over her and finishing each other’s sentences had pushed things to another, probably perverted level.

It couldn’t be denied. It turned her on to have them both like this, and no amount of ignoring her phone and avoiding Christian Carter could stop that understanding from coming. She wanted them both. She needed them both like this, and the knowledge just made her want to go limp against Tobias, something like exhausted and sort of relieved sobs coming out of her mouth.

Of course when she did so, it didn’t have quite the effect she’d been hoping for.

“Hey, Bobbi—it’s okay. It’s fine. Look—what I wanted us to say to you before this moron stepped in was that we don’t have to do this stuff. We can just stop, and be friends, and not speak of it ever again, you know?”

She rubbed her face over his old sweatshirt, so worn and sharp with the smell of him. Wound up with her cheek pressed against his upper arm, as he stroked a soothing hand down over her back and Sebastian did the same to the soft curve of her hip.

It felt so good. So safe.

“That’s sweet, Tobe,” she said, voice still lazy with pleasure. Everything in her sure, absolutely sure. “But what happens if I want to?”





Chapter Five

 

Neither of them answered for the longest time, and when they finally did it wasn’t with anything she’d been expecting. Her own head was full of a kind of crazy back and forth, between that certainty beneath it all—that she wanted to—and the fizzing knowledge of what wanting to meant, always just above it.

Wanting to meant that she’d have to deal with people like Christian Carter, sooner or later, and once they’d given her their own cool, not-fizzing-with-issues responses—pretty much variations on that’s okay—she had to ask another question.

One that wasn’t quite as welcome, and more than a little stomach-churning.

“Do you think he knew?”

They both answered at the same time, with different things. Sebastian with who and Tobias with knew what?

“Christian Carter. Did he know…you know.”

“That you’re incapable of eating cake like a normal person? Pretty much, yeah. Don’t know how he could have failed to notice that,” Sebastian said, and Tobias followed him swiftly after.

“You did try to gargle with it. Is our cake really that bad?”

“We spent hours on that.”

“Hours.”

“And you just smeared it all over your face. What’s that about?”

She kicked one, and punched the other.

“Hey—violence.”

“Seriously. Aggression, Bobbi. Not cool.”

She rolled her eyes and settled back into the nook she’d found for herself. Somehow they’d wound up all tangled together on the bed, her head on Sebastian’s chest, Tobias’ head on her stomach. An arm around her shoulders and her right leg and maybe several other body parts too.

And then Sebastian started stroking through her hair, and Tobias had a hand beneath her knee—just right where it verged on the point of tickling—and that little nagging voice that kept whispering Christian Carter in her ear abated, somewhat.

It didn’t even come back after she realized she could hear something, either.

“You know, your heart’s really pounding away there, chief.”

It was. It sounded like a giant’s footsteps ringing out inside his chest.

He didn’t seem to want to talk about it, however.

“Weird,” he said, then started shifting from underneath her. “I’m just going to get a drink.”

Of course, the moment he stood she saw it. And though her first instinct was to be ashamed of herself for leaving him in such an obvious state, her second overtook it.

“Holy crap—you still have an erection? We just laid on the bed for half an hour talking about cake.”

He stopped in the middle of the room, but didn’t turn to face her. Not that it mattered—she could have made out that shape beneath his robe from across a continent. It looked impressively lewd, all barely pulled in like that.

“Yeah—it’ll pass,” he said, then actually waved his hand. Like oh, don’t worry about the five dollars you owe me. You can buy me a beer next time we meet up.

“It’ll pass? Like what—the flu?”

She tried to push her way up the bed, and get into a far more authoritative sitting position. Tobias was making it hard, however. He didn’t seem to want to budge from her stomach, and then after a second he contributed to the discussion.

“Don’t worry about it, Bobs.”

Though what he was contributing she had no idea. Don’t worry about it? What did that mean? It made even less sense than the whole “my erection is a mild contagion” thing that Sebastian had gone with.

“Okay,” she said, the minute she finally got free of Tobias and his immensely heavy head. She even spread her hands, for extra emphasis. “I’ve got to admit. I’m starting to get a little nervous about the fact that neither of you seem to want me anywhere near your nether parts. I mean—you do actually have penises, right? I’m not going to find everything smoothed over down there, am I?”

Sebastian threw up his hands. Gave his brother a withering, withering look.

“Great. Great. She thinks we’re Ken dolls.”

“I don’t think you’re Ken dolls. Or at least, I am fervently hoping that you are not.”

Tobias shook his head and shifted around on the bed until he almost had his back to her. Elbow propping him up. Legs trailing off the bed. Probable erection only around two feet away.

“It’s nothing weird, Bobbi,” he said, after a second. Which just made her think that maybe it was. Obviously they had cocks, and clearly everything worked in the way it was supposed to.

So what did that leave? Strange emotional issues? Strange emotional issues that had something to do with being twins and having sex with the same girl and oh God, oh God. It was the mirror thing, wasn’t it?

They wanted to watch someone with their own faces fucking a girl. Or worse.

“Honestly, Bobbi, it’s totally nothing,” Sebastian added, but that just made the panicky, itchy sort of feeling grow. She’d just started getting used to the idea and now there was this, whatever this was.

“Are you sure? Because I’ve gotta tell you, fellas, my mind is now going to some weird places. I mean, if this is all just some weird experiment where you fuck each other through me—”

Sebastian snapped a word out first. And he put a ton of air behind it, too, just to give it that extra bit of disgusted oomph. “What?”

Tobias turned his head and looked right at her, that same are you really eating cake that way look on his face.

“Did you just say fuck each other?”

“Ew, incest.”

“Gross, Bobbi. So gross.”

“More than gross.”

“We don’t want to fuck each other,” Tobias said, then Sebastian finished the thought before he could.

“We just want to fuck you.”

Though once he had, Tobias lasered such a look at his twin. His voice came out fierce and abrupt too, like a jab to the chest.

“Hey—what did we say? Cool it on the fuck-talk, okay?”

Sebastian’s expression went directly to affronted.

“So what was I supposed to say there? We want to take her out to a ball game?”

“Just don’t say fuck!”

“Fine—Bobbi, we just want to make love to you. We want to make love your brains out.”

She almost laughed, then suppressed it at the last second. They were deadly serious about this, after all. They’d had conversation in which they discussed how best to not fuck-talk her.

“That’s awesome. I was hoping you’d make love the shit out of me. But if we’re all in agreement on that, how come you’re not doing it?”

Silence, then. They exchanged looks—Sebastian all busy-eyed and obviously trying to telepathically tell his twin something, Tobias as closed down as always. Of course, Sebastian broke first.

“Look, here’s the thing,” he said, while her entire body went on tenterhooks. What was the thing? “When we do something to you, it’s easy. But you do something to us, and it’s sort of like…double the work.”

Seriously. That was the thing?

Apparently so, because Tobias agreed, after a second.

“More than that, really, because you’re like half our size to begin with.”

Sebastian nodded.

“It’s a lot of…toiling, frankly.”

She didn’t know what to say to any of it. Clearly they’d gone mad. She’d spent three days worried about the implications of a threesome with twins, and agonizing over her own relative levels of attractiveness, and here they were concerned about something people did in the sixteenth century with ploughs?

“You think that I see this whole business as toiling?
In what? The fields?”

They exchanged looks again, but this time there was a lot more confusion there.

“Well…no,” Sebastian started.

“We don’t know how you see this. After three days with no contact we were starting to wonder if you considered us gigantic perverts who’d corrupted your immortal soul.”

Of course, his words made her realize something pretty fundamental. Something she should have thought of ages ago—just because they seemed confident and handsome and perfect, didn’t mean they were.

She put a hand to her forehead.

“Guys, no. God no, I don’t think you’re perverts. I was just…” She tried to think of the appropriate words. Afraid of my own feelings? Unsure of what your feelings were? Concerned I was making you do something illegal just about everywhere? “Nervous.”

Sebastian nodded.

“Because of the toiling.”

“And our overall hugeness.”

“And how fast this is going, into some pretty weird territory.”

On the first two comments, she felt an almost-laughing protest rising in her throat—because seriously, what did they think this was? But by the time Sebastian had gotten to the last one, the laugh was kind of dying a bit. Just a little bit.

“You think this is weird, right?” Tobias asked, finally. Though he didn’t really need the question mark. She could feel the answer showing on her face, as her thoughts shot back and forth between a whole bunch of stuff. Excitement, terror, amusement. It seemed like a miracle that her facial muscles hadn’t fainted from exhaustion.

“Well…a little bit. Yeah. But realistically, I could never decide between you. I don’t want to decide between you. I mean, is that what you want me to do?”

She thought about how things would be with either of them. The thrill of Tobias actually sharing his feelings, seven years into their relationship. The absolute awesomeness of Sebastian telling her he loved her while giving her a high-five, on their first date.

And it was a relief when they both said no at the same time.

“Look, Bobs—if we were one person, we could have asked you out months ago. Maybe gone for coffee or to dinner someplace nice, held hands, kissed on the walk home, done all of that stuff like normal couples do…”

She flinched over the word normal. Couldn’t help it. Didn’t want to.

“But we can’t,” Tobias added, before Sebastian finished it off for him.

“Because we’re two.”

* * * * *
 

“So what do we do now?”

She asked the question after Sebastian had returned with his drink—a massive Scotch, obviously—and Tobias had decided he needed one too. Of course, most of her was still fizzing inside from the last thing they’d told her, but she couldn’t quite bring herself to say what she wanted to.

Do I really mean that much to you? So much that you couldn’t possibly accept the idea of me dating just one of you, while the other ate his own heart out?

Is that the thing we’re talking about here?

No, no, no, she couldn’t possibly get any deeper into that. It was practically terrifying to think of it—that both of them felt so strongly on the matter. Far better to go with something safe instead.

Though it didn’t exactly remain so, once it was out there.

“Well, I can think of a couple of things,” Sebastian said, after draining his glass. He set it down on the bedside table and made himself more comfortable on the pillows he’d propped up, everything about him so suddenly relaxed.

Apart from his large and still frankly obvious erection.

It made her wonder if he’d actually done anything about the state he’d gotten himself into, a few nights ago. Or had he just let his intense horniness go on, like torture only brilliant?

It felt brilliant, when she thought about it. All she had to do was picture him sprawled in his bed, mostly naked, one hand lazily stroking his cock. Never letting himself get there, but always appreciating the effort.

And then a heated pulse went through her body, wiping out her ability to respond to him.

Of course, Tobias took it the wrong way.

“Sebastian, Jesus,” he said, and she felt pretty sure he’d have thrown a third shoe at his brother, if he’d had it. Apparently he took his job as guardian of her virtue very seriously.

“What? They’re perfectly innocent things.”

“Does Bobbi have to be naked to do any of them?”

Sebastian’s eyes slid sideways and up.

“No,” he said, but after a moment of consideration, “sort of.”

“Then stop.”

It really made her wonder just when Tobias had decided to keep Sebastian so fiercely in check. Of course he did it on all sorts of other occasions—when Sebastian wanted to attack his history professor with a chair, for example—but this was different.

This felt…planned.

“Can I just ask—what sort of conversations have you guys been having about this? Because I can’t help picturing Sebastian brainstorming ways to approach my vagina, and you shooting them all down as either crass, or like hitting Professor Markson with a chair.”

“I wasn’t actually going to hit him with it. I just…picked it up in the heat of the moment.”

She shot him a withering look. Tobias didn’t even bother. He just carried on sipping his Scotch, body now almost diagonal across the end of the bed. Anything he had between his legs hidden beneath the curve of his body.

“You do see why I worry for your vagina, right? It’s possible he wants to hit it with a chair.”

She couldn’t help laughing. He still seemed unsure about the whole thing, but not unsure enough to lose his sense of humor.

“Nice. Thanks for that,” Sebastian said, and she had to admit—it made her giggle harder to see him look so sulky about it. As though she really thought he wanted to call her vagina the worst professor on campus.

“Look, Bobs—we honestly never came up with some sort of plan. The blindfold, the guessing—we didn’t organize it, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“We’d talked about how we might go about things, but—” Sebastian started.

Tobias cut him off, however. “Personally, I just wanted to ask you. See if you’d maybe consider…I don’t know.”

“Having a threesome?” Sebastian offered, which fit as good as anything. What else were you supposed to call it, realistically?

Tobias didn’t seem to appreciate the term, however.

“Yeah, thanks Seb. Great job on the ‘let’s be tactful with her’ front.”

So that was one talking point they’d gone over. How to not make social blunders when asking your friend for a three-way. Clearly, however, Sebastian hadn’t listened.

“I think we’re past tact and all the way into doing dirty things to each other,” he said, and it made her squirm a little. It did. But at the same time, he wasn’t wrong. You couldn’t tiptoe around things after finger-fucking your friend over a bed.

“Yeah, we probably buzzed by it about one and a half sex acts ago. I mean—seriously. You guys have seen me naked. Both of you still have erections. The jig is up.”

In response, Tobias said, “I honestly didn’t think you could see that.”

While Sebastian went with, “I swear to God, it just won’t fucking go down. I’m starting to think I’m ill.”

She didn’t know which idiot to answer first.

“Seb—in your cock’s defense, you’ve twice done something without giving it anything in return. It’s probably dying of starvation.” Neither of them seemed to know how to respond to that, expression-wise, so she just plunged right on ahead. “I mean, you must be pretty frustrated by now.”

Sebastian gave her a look best described as no clue what you’re talking about. Tobias narrowed his eyes, as though considering. Both would have made absolutely fantastic mimes.

“Not really,” Sebastian said.

“Doing fine over here,” Tobias added.

They would have also made fantastic teases, in a very strange sort of burlesque show. Did burlesque shows even make corsets in size two hundred and twelve?

“Sure? Because you know, I’ve been putting together a plan of attack too. I’ve tentatively titled it ‘See If Bobbi Can Guess Whose Cock She’s Sucking’.”

The narrow-eyed, fake-considering look disappeared off their faces. In fact, Sebastian’s sort of went slack with lust immediately, while Tobias attempted something like restraint.

“That sounds awesome.”

“I’ve got to admit—it kind of does. Much better than hitting our cocks with a chair.”

Sebastian rolled his eyes at his brother, but didn’t get very far with it. She could see his attention was already caught by something else altogether.

“So what are you waiting for? Get your clothes off. You really can’t play Blowjob Mystery with everything on.”

Keeping it lighthearted worked wonders. Her heart stayed at a reasonable rate, and her vagina did not try to run right off her body and out the nearest door. Quite the opposite, in fact.

Everything on her body seemed to tighten, in anticipation of either of them being inside her. Sliding over her slow and steady, or even fast and rough. Maybe they would get frantic when they reached a certain point, grip various parts of her until she bruised and pin her beneath their too-big bodies.

She just couldn’t tell, and had never thought about anything like that for long enough to make an informed guess. They seemed to do things with a great deal of deliberation, but who knew what would happen when they lost a bit of control?

They looked as though they were losing it now, and it put things on a bit of an edge. Especially when they started stripping out of the few clothes they had on, gazes heated and all over her still-naked body.

She couldn’t blame them, however. She had a hell of a time dragging her eyes away from every little thing they exposed. Tobias had a little birthmark just south of his right hip, for example. And Sebastian had less of a tan line than his brother, so the strip of flesh below his waistband seemed less tender, somehow.

And oh, when she let her gaze travel just a little farther down…

She tried not to stare. After all, it wasn’t as though they were grotesquely immense in that whole area, exactly. They weren’t ginormous and terrifying and kind of like something out of the movie Alien.

But she felt like expressing that sentiment, anyway.

“Oh good Lord, are you guys serious with those things? I knew I shouldn’t have watched Alien last night, sweet Jesus—no don’t get any closer, don’t, Sebastian!”

The moment she said the word Alien he grabbed a hold of her shin. One-handed, though he practically got all the way around it anyway. And then when she protested further—laughing all the while—he yanked, hard.

“Such a nerve,” Tobias said, as he grasped her other leg.

“I know, right? Where did she get the gall to compare our dicks to something out of a terrifying sci-fi classic? My penis is gorgeous, actually.”

“Mine is practically a work of art. She should be grateful to even have it in her vicinity.”

She tried to squirm free, and only succeeded in getting herself further manhandled. Tobias had hold of her right knee, and when she struggled he got her around the waist, suddenly. Pulled her into the cradle of his arms.

“I am totally grateful,” she said, but her voice came out much more breathless than she’d intended. And her next words had at least twenty percent less humor than she’d thought they would. “Your cocks are amazing, seriously.”

Lord, how had she fallen to praising their bits and pieces? Because she absolutely had. She couldn’t help it—they did have amazing cocks. And it wasn’t just that they were big down there, either. They were both uncut, and even more incredibly—different. Really different in a way she’d not imagined they would be. Sebastian’s curved upward, steeply, bobbing close to his belly as he stalked his way back up the bed.

Whereas Tobias’ seemed straighter, somehow. And it looked smoother than Sebastian’s too, and of a slightly paler shade of that sort of honeyed tone they had just about everywhere.

Though more important than all of these many and varied thoughts about their cocks was the embarrassing fact that she was even thinking about them at all. And it looked as though they knew it too, because after a moment of considering them both like a hungry person glancing over two pieces of cake, they both laughed.

“Should we line up for an inspection?” Sebastian asked. Unfortunately, he also put a hand on that thick, glorious length as he did so, so she couldn’t really feel all that ashamed of herself.

Most of her attention immediately went to his grip, and the way he stroked so slowly, up and down his curving shaft. It made her wonder if they did that differently, too—though she suspected she wouldn’t have to wait long to find out. Tobias had practically started humping her ass as though every concern he’d ever expressed had somehow disappeared along with his clothes, and every time he slid back down she could feel how slick the tip of his cock was.

Hell, all she had to do was look in front of her to see how aroused they both were. Sebastian’s dick looked practically fit to burst, so swollen and slippery that she just wanted to reach out and touch. Or maybe lick.

But of course he stopped her from doing either. Of course he did.

“Come on, guys,” she said, but she knew how it sounded. Like a small child begging for candy—and they seemed to think so too.

“God, she’s such a whiner,” Sebastian said.

“I know, man. Where’s your patience, Bobbi? It’s always there when we play poker.”

She squirmed harder against the arm Tobias had put around her belly, but he held her fast. He didn’t even need two hands to do it—the other had started unzipping and shoving down her skirt and underwear.

Just like that. Bare from the waist down.

“This isn’t poker, you goddamn clit tease.”

He made the following noise, at that—ooohohohohoooo. Shortly before saying to his brother, “Did you hear that, Seb? See how unfair she is to us?”

“Totally unfair. All we’ve done is pay immense amount of attention to her clit. In fact, I was just going to pay some attention to it right now.”

She wriggled fruitlessly in Tobias’ arms. Begged Sebastian not to—actually begged him.

But he had two big hands on her spread thighs, and Tobias had tight hold of her, and really all he had to do was lean down and stick his tongue out. She couldn’t even find the words to tell him no, that she was too sensitive, that it would hurt, before a lightning bolt of too-intense pleasure shot through her body.

She didn’t have to say how it felt, however. Tobias said it for her.

“Oooh, I think that was a little much.”

“Yeah?” Sebastian looked up. Mouth honeyed already, from so little contact. “How so?”

“Well, she just almost bit me. That suggests a little much.”

Sebastian shrugged.

“You don’t like biting?”

“Huh. Good point.”

She felt rather than saw him turn his head. Somewhere along the way she’d closed her eyes, and opening them seemed like an almost monumental effort. But she made it, when he followed those words with, “Do it here, Bobs, if you’re gonna bite.”

He wanted her to sink her teeth into his neck. Of course she had to lean right back to do it, and twist her body just so, but oh it was worth it to taste that delicious flesh. To hear him moan that she should do it harder, harder, while Sebastian licked and kissed and played between her legs.

“Oh Jesus she’s sooo wet,” he said, which was nice enough on its own. But saying it while sinking two fingers all the way into her…that was something else altogether. She had to bite down hard on the soft turn of Tobias’ throat, just to keep herself calm and steady.

Doing so made Tobe arch against her, hand suddenly in her hair all tight and grasping and good. She didn’t know which was better—the feel of him almost pulling on her curls, or the sound of him gasping and groaning in her ear as he rocked his erection against her lower back.

She suspected he was close to coming. And by the looks of Sebastian, he wasn’t far off either. When he finally pulled away from her swollen and embarrassingly wet sex, he seemed almost beside himself. His face had taken on the sort of flush he usually got after long workouts, and he’d definitely started trembling.

She could feel him doing it against her thigh—little shudders that ran all the way through him, every time something new and even more arousing happened. Like Tobias pulling off her sweater so he could play with her ridiculously tight nipples. Or maybe he enjoyed the sight of her spreading her legs even wider, so he could slide in ever more deeply with those two wicked fingers.

“You like that, huh?” he asked, but his voice came out weird. As though the shuddering had reached his vocal cords and made a mess over all of his words.

“I love it. I love it. God, please fuck me. Please, please fuck me.”

Tobias turned away from the task he’d been completing—licking and sucking on one earlobe in a way that made her wonder if said appendage had suddenly become a secondary sex organ—and put his two cents in. Oh God, he always had two cents. And they were usually much too filthy for something you could pay for goods and services with.

“I think she wants something. It could well be your cock in her cunt.”

Man, she loved the way he said the word cunt. His tongue practically curled around the C, as though he could taste that very thing simply by saying it. And then he plucked one of her stiff nipples, just for good measure. Just to get her hips rolling and her body bucking and oh God, if one of them didn’t fuck her soon…if they didn’t…

“Wait,” Sebastian said. “Wait.”

She just wanted to kill him. Lust-based murder was allowed, wasn’t it? She could claim temporary insanity. In fact, she would have to claim temporary insanity, because instead of fucking her the way any decent human being would have done, he was kneeling over her body with his cock in his hand.

Even Tobias—his probable partner in twin-based telepathy—wanted to know what he was doing. Unfortunately, no reasonable answer was forthcoming.

“Just…hang on,” he said, but that was the sort of thing you asked of someone when you noticed your shoe was untied. Not the sort of thing you said while they moaned and begged you to fuck them.

Not to mention the fact that what he was doing…definitely not shoe-tying. And though the sight of it aroused her—his hand sliding up and down that gorgeous shaft, all desperate and too eager—she couldn’t let him carry on.

“Seb, that’s really pretty but I was kind of hoping you could do it inside me.”

He didn’t answer, however. Or he did, but the answer was kind of…wordless. And it came out hot and hard too, as his head went back and his teeth sank into his lower lip and his hand sped up on his cock.

A few days ago it would have been the hottest sight she’d ever seen. Little trickles of liquid sliding over his working fist. His belly tensed, as though all the pleasure in his body had gathered there. And best of all, the way he touched himself…

It wasn’t gentle. He didn’t stroke himself softly, as though coaxing his orgasm out. He tugged hard, and twisted his palm over the swollen head, and when she nudged her thigh against his to get his attention, he made a sound like someone dying of sex.

But the thing was…right here and now it only frustrated her. She wanted to grab him and force him down onto her—or at the very least reach behind herself and get hold of Tobias. He seemed more than happy to do whatever Sebastian currently didn’t want to, but of course fucking one brother wouldn’t help her figure out what the other brother had suddenly decided to do.

Instead she had to wait. Or maybe arch her back and get her slippery sex up close to his working hand, until he had no choice but to open his eyes and focus on her, rather than his right hand.

Though once he’d lasered in on her, she kind of wished he hadn’t done. He just looked so…desperate. So incredibly, arousingly desperate. His breath had started coming in short, frantic pants, and when he finally explained the sound of his voice almost melted her right through the bed.

“Sorry, baby—I’m too close. I need to take the edge off or I’ll just embarrass myself.”

Or maybe it was his words that melted her right through the bed.

She had no idea what made them so arousing. Most women would have probably found the idea less than appealing, all things considered. And yet her sex clenched around nothing all the same, and evidence of her excitement slid between the cheeks of her ass, and when he made another sound—another filthy, dirty groan of pure lust—she couldn’t stop herself.

She just had to get up and go to him. He needed it. Even if he didn’t know it and wanted to pretend that masturbation was the best course of action here, he obviously and desperately needed it.

And it hardly took any effort at all to give it to him. Tobias didn’t even try to hang on to her, as though he knew what she was about to do and fully endorsed it. Sebastian, on the other hand…

He stiffened up the moment she got close, as though she’d come at him with a meat cleaver instead of what she’d actually done—crawled to him on all fours with her mouth open. But when she actually got near enough to put a hand over his, his hesitation was minimal at best.

In fact, his hesitation was pretty much nonexistent. His grip slipped from his cock, and she replaced it there with her own fingers, before going for what she’d actually intended.

To taste him. God, she wanted to taste him. And though he jerked away—just a little—when she moved in and let her lips ghost over the slick head of his cock, he soon sent her evidence of his appreciation.

A long moan, the moment she licked long and wet over the slit at the tip. It drove her half-wild to hear him, and spurred her on to more—lapping all around the swollen head until he bucked toward her. Sucking as much as she could into her mouth, so greedy and frantic suddenly that she barely felt the strain it put on her jaw to do it.

In fact, the thought only added to the excitement. He was big enough that it almost felt like an effort, to take him all. Big enough that when she actually managed to swallow most of him, she choked a little and had to pull back.

Much to Tobias’ amusement.

“Yeah, the chances of you deep-throating either of us aren’t great,” he said. “But I wouldn’t worry. I think whatever you’re doing feels good enough on its own.”

Of course, her thoughts immediately went to whatever Tobias was looking at. His twin’s face, maybe, as it went tense with pleasure? And if so, wasn’t that just the tiniest bit weird?

Then again, he had recently watched his twin jerking off. How much weirder could things realistically get? Not much, she reckoned, though the better question was probably whether or not she cared.

No, she thought, no, as Tobias found the groove between her legs with grasping fingers, stroking roughly until he’d parted the lips of her sex and searched out her clit. No, she didn’t care. Or at least, her body didn’t care. It just wanted to push into his touch and beg for more, despite the orgasm she’d already had.

And he obliged, like the truly excellent person he was. He slid one impossibly long finger into her while his thumb notched against her swollen bud, and rubbed and fondled her as she sucked Sebastian. As she sucked another man.

It was undoubtedly the kinkiest thing she’d ever been a part of. But oh God, it felt so good, so filthy, and the more he stroked her and pushed in and out of her, the sloppier she got around Sebastian’s cock.

And the more she wanted to do something else too. Something that sealed this night of complete debauchery. It only seemed fair, after all—Tobias was being a kind and generous sort. Couldn’t she be kind and generous, in return?

She definitely could. Sebastian had somehow knotted his hand in her hair, but all she had to do to get it free was nudge at his wrist. He even gave her a little panted apology, as though maybe she didn’t like it.

Of course, that couldn’t have been further from the truth. If anything he’d been too gentle, but they could address the issue later. For now she just wanted to lean over and repay Tobias for his generosity, with a long, slow lick of his equally hard dick.

And then another, when he rewarded her with some heated sentiments.

“God yes. Yes. Take my cock.”

It sent a thrill through her, just as their words had the night before. Just as their words always did. There was just something in their tone, the way they talked things out—it made her wet, and hot, and Tobias could apparently tell, because he took the time to inform his brother of this development.

“Oh she’s soaking—it’s running down her thighs.”

He truly was a kindly sort. He had to be to make up for Sebastian, who had some heated sentiments of his own to voice.

“Bobs, Jesus—you can’t just… Come on, man. This isn’t fair.”

She had her mouth full so couldn’t quite respond with what she wanted to—that it was perfectly fair to share out blowjobs between them—but it didn’t matter. Tobias had her covered.

“Fuck you’re greedy, Seb. Don’t I get any?”

“Yeah, but—it’s just—”

“Ohhhh, she feels so amazing on my dick. Her mouth is so hot and wet and yeah, do that again, Bobbi. Lick me right there, oh, so good,” Tobias said, and she came dangerously close to laughing.

Then went right over when Sebastian responded with, “You fucker.”

Tobias laughed too. He didn’t do it meanly, of course, and the punch of it didn’t get a chance to land, but he did it, and then said, “Mmm, Jesus. She sucks harder when you rub her clit at the same time. You like that, baby? Just like that, huh?”

She couldn’t reply. He had a hand in her hair, slowly regulating the speed of her mouth on him. Slow on the downslide, quick on the up. Getting steadily faster as she found the sweet spots, like just underneath the head, or along the thick ridge around it.

It sent the same jolt of pleasure as his words had—or at least it did until she realized the hand wasn’t Tobias’. It was Sebastian who had hold of her, Sebastian who forced her into a steady and darkly exciting rhythm, and when she managed to glance up it was Sebastian watching her with such a look on his face.

Like he wanted to devour her whole, maybe.

She couldn’t help moaning. Tobias had three fingers in her now, and he’d really started fucking hard against her. And Sebastian’s hand in her hair felt tight in the exact way she’d wanted before.

It made her wonder if he’d carry on touching her like that if she moved back over to him—so much so that she couldn’t resist trying. And sure enough, the moment she let Tobias go and sank down on Sebastian’s cock—slow, so slow—his hand dropped from her hair.

As though doing it for his brother was fine, but for himself? Too greedy. Too rude. Even if her teasing made him shudder harder and let out little bursting breaths, then finally say things like, “There, just there—fuck, I’m close. I’m really close, Bobbi.”

His words made her want to give it to him, immediately. To suck harder and feel him come in her mouth, long and fierce. But there was another part of her—some wicked, new part—that wanted to draw this out. To hear him beg in that same hoarse, lust-choked voice, or maybe use that word he had a moment ago.

Fucker, she thought, and let his ready-to-burst cock go. Then leaned over and sucked Tobias back into her mouth, as deep as she could take him.

It was Tobias who spoke first, however.

“You know, I actually think she’s trying to be a tease now,” he said, while Sebastian probably seethed in some state beyond words. She could feel the bed shaking, and the cause of it was definitely coming from some place beside her. “But oh, it feels so good, doesn’t it?”

Sebastian’s answer came out abrupt, and bullish.

“Yeah. For you.”

“Why don’t you get out your laptop while you’re waiting? Play some solitaire.”

“How can you concentrate enough to say this shit? I can’t even remember my own name when she’s sucking my cock.”

“I have excellent focus. It’s why I can make her come while she’s giving me awesome head.”

“Is she gonna come?”

“Yeah, definitely. I’ve got three fingers in her pussy—she’s just so wet and open.”

She would have blushed at that. Or at least shivered, to hear him say something so naughty and direct. But his tone stopped her—all awed and as turned-on as the word Sebastian then spat out.

“Fuck.”

“Feel for yourself,” Tobias offered, and somehow that was even worse. Worse, but better at the same time. Hotter. As though she’d become a trinket they passed around between them, back and forth until her head spun and sounds spilled out of her, to hum their way down Tobias’ now impossibly swollen cock.

No matter what he said about focus, he was just as turned-on as Sebastian. She could feel it in the tension of his thigh muscles, and the way he rocked when the sound of pleasure vibrated through him. It made his words seem more like a distraction, than anything else, a thing to keep his mind on while his body urged him to come, come, come.

Though she couldn’t really expand on this theory further, because Sebastian chose that moment to engulf her.

Or at least, that was the way it felt when he leaned over her body to touch all the places his brother had recently deserted. His cock brushed against her cheek and the curve of his body swallowed her whole, stretching out along her back until he could get at what he wanted.

She had to take a breath just to keep herself calm. She’d somehow found herself in the middle of a twin sandwich, and by God the bread was immense. Great big doorstep wedges of the stuff, with her nothing more than a pickle in between. Less than a pickle, in fact. She felt like a pea, between these two.

They’d made a pea sandwich, only much more exciting than that actually sounded. So exciting, in fact, that when Sebastian slid a finger inside her and Tobias said, “Oh fuck yeah, oh that looks so good—her pussy’s so sweet,” she lost most of her control.

What had once been a fairly measured slide up and down Tobias’ cock became something erratic and full of her own hiccupping breaths. And the hand she had on the thick base of him just had to tighten and tug, rather than anything as pleasant as stroking.

Tobias didn’t seem to mind, however. The opposite, in fact—he choked out a groan and told her the same thing that Sebastian had only a moment earlier, “Oh baby, I’m almost there. I’m gonna come.”

He didn’t do what she expected. His hand didn’t go to her hair, to force her to finish him off. And he didn’t lift his hips, to demand she to take him deeper. In fact, he seemed to back away if anything, which confused her at first.

Until she remembered what they’d said about the joys of teasing.

She pulled away and he made such a noise, caught between frustration and bliss. It got louder, too, when she wriggled and squirmed and got herself right below Sebastian’s body, in order to take him back in her mouth.

But nothing matched the sound Sebastian made. He had a finger on her clit now, sliding around in circles in a way that made her tense all over, but he stopped the moment she swirled her tongue over the head of his dick.

And when she slid her mouth down and hollowed her cheeks, hands groping at everything she couldn’t quite reach, he gasped her name—quickly followed by another warning.

“Ohhhh yeah, like that—I’m gonna come. Bobbi, seriously. I’m gonna do it in your mouth—is that okay? Tell me if that’s okay or not.”

Was he serious? She couldn’t tell with her senses full of the smell and taste and feel of him, so swollen and frantic. He jerked forward just once, hard enough for her to know it but not hard enough to choke, and then flooded her mouth with spurt after spurt of come, hot and thick.

It wasn’t the taste or feel of him doing it that thrilled her, however. It was the slow rock he fell into, after, as though to prolong the sensation. And the sound of him crying out her name as he shuddered through his orgasm.

Those were the things that affected her. So much so that all Tobias had to do was slip his hand between her legs, stroke over her clit once or twice, and oh. Oh.

She clung to Sebastian as pleasure forced its way through her, still breathless and largely unable to let them know how good it felt. Though it hardly mattered—another opportunity to do so presented itself, a moment later—one that she could definitely do something about.

Tobias was still hard, after all.

She could feel his mouth against her thigh, almost biting at her but not quite, and when she pushed away from Sebastian she could see how shaky Tobias had gotten. How flushed and tense and needy.

A few strokes over his slippery cock and she had him jerking up at her, hands suddenly all over her body, holding her tight in the 69-ish position they’d gotten themselves into. And when she licked over the head of his dick—just once—his hips lifted off the bed. He pushed a sound into the meat of her thigh, strung-tight body letting go, finally.

The first jet of his come striped her lips, but by the second she’d managed to take him into her mouth. She felt him flood her tongue the way Sebastian had done, only different, different. Always different. Tobias tasted saltier, richer, and as his orgasm racked his body he barely made a noise. He didn’t call out her name. He just clutched at her and pushed his face into her leg, until the rolling spasms had died down.

Then he went limp, all in one big rush.

She couldn’t blame him. Her own body wouldn’t hold her up, once the thing was done. She found herself sprawled over him, breathing hard, every muscle in her like jelly, suddenly.

And Sebastian looked as though he felt the same. He was still kneeling, incredibly, staring down at her as though she’d suddenly become a different person. It made her want to reach for him, but he pulled her up short before she could lift a hand.

“Is it okay if I maybe…lay on you?”

It didn’t seem like too weird a thing to say, really. But when she thought about it, she couldn’t help seeing the question he’d put in there—as though he wasn’t as sure of things as he’d let on.

But then, maybe that was the problem. They couldn’t be sure. They had to ask for permission for things as slight as that, because the boundaries had all been swapped around and changed and now things would never be straightforward again.

They couldn’t possibly be.

She loved two people at the same time.





 Chapter Six

 

She realized something was massively, hugely different while she stood in the middle of the locker rooms, cookies in hand. Just talking away to Sebastian’s back about nothing in particular, everything normal, normal, normal about this little routine they had.

She brought the cookies after a race—just like they made a cake when she published a story. It was practically an age-old tradition, a little thing they did to show they cared.

And then Sebastian stripped off his Speedos right in the middle of it, and suddenly everything wasn’t the same. How could it possibly be? He’d just taken all his clothes off right in front of her, in the middle of an admittedly deserted locker room.

She had to be honest. She didn’t know what to say about that on any level whatsoever.

Instead she did something stupid, like turn her face away while blushing. Before realizing she had absolutely no reason to blush at all. She’d had his cock in her mouth, for God’s sake. She’d fallen asleep with his ever buoyant erection practically pressed between the cheeks of her ass.

She absolutely shouldn’t be embarrassed to see his frankly glorious backside right out in the open like that. It looked firm enough to bounce pennies off, and oh the way it just curved right down into his strong swimmer’s thighs… Any girl would have killed to get a view like this one, and here he was giving it away for free.

She had to straighten her face out and stop the flush from spreading before he noticed. Because if he did, he was almost certainly going to—

“Hey, Tobe! I just stripped off and she’s gone the color of a stop sign.”

She resisted the urge to put a hand over her face, at least. Even when Tobias shouted back from the showers, laughing as hard as his twin—she resisted.

So what if she was embarrassed? Things were new, okay? Usually she just tastefully hid behind a bank of lockers when they decided to remove all their clothes. Hell, most of the time they politely waited until she wasn’t looking, or else were fully dressed by the time she got fed up of hanging around outside and barged right in.

Last time she’d shouted, “Hands over cocks, fellas!”
as she stormed this manly battlement. Somehow that seemed like the height of impropriety now.

“Just check if she remembers sucking our dicks last night,” Tobias replied, and oh that was so much worse than the thing Sebastian had said. He just sounded so loud—if anyone from the team suddenly returned because they’d forgotten something, she’d be screwed. They’d all be screwed.

Plus, this was Tobias hollering such filthy things, over the slap and splash of the shower. Tobias, who wasn’t sure if she should use the word fart or toot. Something had gone fatally wrong if she was now the cautious one in the group.

Or had she always been the cautious one, and just hadn’t known? You really couldn’t tell something like that until everything was on the line.

“You remember that, right Bobbi?” Sebastian asked over his shoulder. And then he turned around too suddenly and oh Lord. Lord.

She’d at least expected something soft and sleeping between his legs—even if she suspected that neither of them ever got anywhere close to that, at any given time. But when he turned, his cock wasn’t even having a midday snooze.

It was fully alert, and pointing directly at her.

“Oh, you brought cookies. Is that because we’re your awesome boyfriends?”

Again, her face went stupidly red. Stupid because it did so on the word boyfriends, and stupid because said word made her go all mushy inside. She couldn’t even answer him—that’s how bad the internal organ situation was. She couldn’t even be sure if she had vocal cords anymore.

Which was bad, because he really looked as though he needed her to answer. After far too long a time that misty-blue gaze of his turned concerned, and even worse he actually asked, “Do you…maybe need to put your head between your knees?”

She wasn’t even sure how serious he was. Twenty percent seemed like a lot, but one eyebrow was lower than the other and his eyes seemed kind of big. Thirty percent concerned didn’t look out of the question.

“No, no, it’s fine,” she said, and despite the fact that the words came out kind of airy and weird she was proud of herself for doing it. “It’s just…you know. A lot to take in.”

She hesitated then, unsure if she should say the thing she wanted to most. On the one hand, it sounded quite lighthearted in her head, and lighthearted had helped the night before. But on the other hand, it did draw attention to a very obviously sexual fact.

In the end, however, sex won. She had a feeling sex was going to win a lot, in their brand new relationship

“Plus I’m starting to wonder if it ever actually does go down. I mean, I’m wearing a duffel coat. I’m carrying madeleines. I’m one step shy of being an elderly baker.”

Sheer amusement crossed his features. The towel in his hand danced like a veil in some sultry stripper’s show, and she didn’t mind admitting that her eyes followed it. Or at least, her eyes followed all the things it sporadically revealed.

“Remember that time we sat in on Broadman’s lecture and there were no seats left?”

“Yeah.”

“And you sat in my lap?”

“I don’t think I like where this is going.”

“I was hard then. I was hard during movie night, when you fell asleep against my arm. I got hard in the photo booth—”

“When we took those cute pictures? But I have nothing but wholesome memories of doing that!”

He shouted over his shoulder to his brother, without moving his gaze from her increasingly hot face. In fact, everything on her felt hot, currently. Why did he have to say that about the photo booth, for God’s sake? Now she couldn’t stop thinking about being in his lap and having that big thing shoved up against her ass.

“Hey, Tobe—remember when we all watched Secretary together?”

A silence answered. Then after a moment, “You’re not despoiling our pleasant and innocent times together, are you?”

He sounded just as amused as Sebastian, however. And when he emerged from the shower, he had even less to cover him than Sebastian did. It was just a washcloth, really. It wouldn’t have covered his little finger.

“Don’t listen to him, Bobbi,” he said, but then he put one foot up on the bench Sebastian stood in front of—to do something like dry himself, maybe—and suddenly she could see a whole lot of things. Just many, many things.

“We definitely shouldn’t have watched Secretary together,” Sebastian said, in sort of half-whisper. As though he was mouthing the words, and not really saying them.

It sent her straight back to that night, all three of them huddled on the sofa. Her casually eating popcorn and poking fun at them both—mostly by pointing out how much they kind of looked like James Spader.

While they had apparently been doing something else altogether.

“I loved that movie,” she said, then almost laughed at how faux-sad her own voice sounded.

“Yeah, we loved it too,” Tobias said. “But probably not for the same reasons.”

“I had a hard-on all night long after that. I think I jerked off about eight hundred times.”

“Seb, I don’t think she needed it spelled out.”

“Hey—I was gonna say it was sort of like watching porn with her. But you know. I held back.”

Tobias rolled his eyes in her direction, as though to say, man,
this guy. What are we going to do with him? But in all honesty, she didn’t know what to do about any of this, let alone Sebastian’s desire to watch Filthy Gangbangs 4 with her.

They’d been turned-on when she’d sprawled across them in her sweats, watching a movie about spanking someone. And she’d been oblivious, just utterly and ridiculously oblivious.

“You guys don’t really want to spank me, do you?”

They shared glances. Thankfully, the glances didn’t go much further than oops and cool it, dickhead.

“You’re terrifying her again,” Tobias said, as he started searching through his locker for something. His spanking paddle, in all probability.

“Sorry, Bobs,” Sebastian said, and kind of did a little wince. Then as though to placate her further, he made a very kindly offer. “Want us to put some clothes on?”

It didn’t sound that kind once he’d said it, however. Because really, what sort of person would ever want a thing like that? He looked like the kind of statue David was jealous of. Even with all of the disturbing porn talk, she couldn’t bring herself to want him clothed.

“No.”

He came close to grinning.

“You said that awfully fast.”

She squirmed. Felt too hot inside her clothes again.

“Well, you know. You guys look good.”

It was almost embarrassing to say it, it seemed so obvious. But neither of them took it the way she expected. Tobias raised his eyebrows, and Sebastian…well. She couldn’t tell what Sebastian’s expression was. It looked as if he was pleased or surprised, but really how could he be either?

He looked like a bigger, more handsome James Spader. It didn’t even seem like something physically possible.

“I mean, you both get how hot you are, right?”

They were both so hot she couldn’t stop looking at them, even when she wanted to. She could feel her gaze just absently following every line and curve of their bodies as the words fell out. Of course it seemed sort of perverted to be doing it, but it just couldn’t be helped. Tobias still had water all over his body. Actual water, trickling and sliding down that stripe of muscle between his hip and his groin.

And Sebastian kept sort of rubbing his towel over parts of himself—parts that were definitely dry.

“Well sort of, yeah,” Sebastian said, but didn’t seem to know how to complete the thought. Luckily, however, Tobias was on hand.

“But we’ve never heard you tell us. Not seriously, anyway.”

“Usually you go with oaf, or brick shithouse, or—what was the other one?”

“I think one time she called us the monoliths.”

Now it was her turn to wince.

“Yeah, but you know—that’s just to gloss over your total handsomeness. I don’t think I could have dealt with it, otherwise.”

It sounded crazy, once she’d said it out loud. But it was a weight off at the same time. She’d practically carried the thing around with her for the entirety of their friendship—the knowledge that they were ridiculously good-looking, and she was…well.

Not.

Neither of them seemed to know what the fuck she was talking about, however. Tobias stopped rifling through his locker to give her his best seriously? look. Sebastian sat down on the bench, one elbow on his knee. Sort of like a very confused version of The Thinker.

“Wait. What?”

“It’s not a big deal. I just thought it would seem sort of pathetic if some plain chick was, you know. Always orgasming over your fantastic asses.”

Tobias made a kind of diagram in the air. Hands spread, both eyes narrowed.

“And the plain chick in this scenario would be…”

“Dear God I think she means herself.
Hold me, I’m scared.”

“She can’t possibly mean herself,” Tobias said, half-laughing. Then the half-laughing stopped. “If you mean yourself I’m going to murder you.”

“Uh…well…” she tried, but uh well apparently didn’t cut it.

“You have seen yourself, right? There’s this invention called a mirror…”

“It’s awesome. Look in it and you get to see your own amazing tits.”

“And your mouth that’s pretty much one big pout.”

“Seriously, that blowjob mouth. I’ve had dreams about it.”

“And those eyes, God your eyes, Bobbi.”

“They’re not even a normal color. They’re…like…gray. You have gray eyes, Bobs. I want your eyes to give me a blowjob too.”

“And your hair…that curly hair…”

“Oh man, I want to—”

She had to cut them off before this went any further. Had to. It felt as though her cheeks were boiling her face alive. Her heart had started pounding loud enough to almost drown both of them out—almost.

“Okay! Okay, guys, stop! Please stop. Seriously, I get the picture. You want to have sex with my face, I get it.”

They both fell silent for a second. Then just started right back up again.

“Sex with most of the other parts of you too,” Sebastian said, while Tobias went with the much calmer and more reasonable, “Honestly, Bobs—what did you think we meant when we gave you compliments?”

She thought of Sebastian saying, “You looked so lovely tonight” when she’d worn her green dress for Jill’s birthday party. Tobias telling her she should wear her hair down all the time, because it looked like something you couldn’t resist tangling your hand in.

“That you were just being nice?”

It sounded stupid, even to her ears.

“We’ve never wanted to just be nice with you, Bobbi,” Tobias said. Of course it held more weight, coming from him. In fact, it held so much weight that it started dragging at the air around them, until suddenly it felt too hot to bear. “I mean, nice is okay, but…”

“It’s not quite as good as licking between your legs,” Sebastian said softly, and Tobias echoed him.

“No, not nearly as good.”

And then all Sebastian had to do was just reach forward and grab hold of one of her thighs. He didn’t even have to pull particularly hard. She just found herself going to him in a kind of daze, that now familiar thrum starting up between her legs.

“Look at you,” he said. “Who wouldn’t want you?”

It wasn’t that hard to believe him. Or to just go with whatever they wanted to do. Tobias had a hand in her hair before she knew it, stroking and stroking until a million little tingles radiated outward from her scalp, and Sebastian was definitely on the verge of pushing her skirt up.

Just another little slide of his fingers over her thigh. Just a little one—and then he’d know. Both of them would. They’d see that she hadn’t worn any panties, for reasons best left unexamined.

It made her flood with heat to think of it, but with that heat came something else. A fluttering, odd sort of feeling that got stronger when Tobias kissed the place just below her ear. And stronger again, the second Sebastian’s fingers slid beneath her hemline.

They were going to do things. She could tell. Their bodies were practically vibrating with it—this new and pretty obviously sexual purpose—and she could really tell because they were so very naked. And so very pressed against her.

She could almost feel Tobias’ bare body pushing against her side—despite the massive coat—and once Sebastian stood that would be it. All over. She wouldn’t be able to resist—hell, she wasn’t sure she could resist now—and that just meant one thing.

Sex in the locker room. She was going to have sex in the locker room, with them both, and oh God if someone walked in and saw, if someone just rounded the ends of those lockers over there…

“Come on, guys, not here,” she said, but they paid almost no attention. Unsurprising, really, because most of her wanted them to pay no attention. Tobias’ mouth felt electric against the side of her throat, and he’d kind of cupped one of her breasts too. And when she shifted, Sebastian’s hand slid over the insides of her thighs instead of the boring old outsides. “Seriously, this isn’t a good idea.”

They had to know it wasn’t. And yet somehow, they weren’t listening.

“Guys,” she said again, only now her voice sounded so thin and faint. She could feel her legs starting to tremble. That thrum was taking over…

“Just…stop. Stop. Hey are you listening? Not in public, okay, just not in fucking public!”

She didn’t mean to shout those last words. And she absolutely didn’t mean to wrench herself away from them as she did so. But somehow both things happened and then she simply had to stand there, feeling flustered and foolish and as if she’d just made a terrible, terrible error.

They’d said those nice things, and in return she’d shouted and pushed herself away from them as though they’d suddenly caught fire.

Plus she’d used those three words. The ones she didn’t want to think about right now, or possibly ever again. Not in public her mind threw up, and then it blew a raspberry at her, just for good measure. You said not in public, as though you think they’re dirty perverts who need to be swept under the rug.

“I didn’t…mean…” she started, but there was no good end to that sentence. So instead she just did something insane like obsessively brushing hair out of her face—long after hair had stopped being there.

“It’s okay, Bobbi,” Tobias said, which kind of hurt worse than the knowledge of what she’d just done. He didn’t even look pissed about it, either, and Sebastian seemed the same way.

He even said sorry, as though he was the one who’d done something wrong.

“We don’t want to push you too fast. Just shut us down if you’re uncomfortable, okay?”

She blurted an answer almost before he’d finished speaking.

“Don’t say that. Don’t say shut us down. I don’t want to do that. I just… I just panicked, I think. I’m sorry.”

They seemed satisfied with those words, she thought. But the thing was—she didn’t feel satisfied. And long after they were said, after Sebastian had hugged her one-armed on the way back to their apartment and Tobias had said, “You don’t ever have to be sorry about being a little nervous,” the real words she wanted to say lingered, unspoken.

I’m not ashamed of you. I’ll never be ashamed of you.

I’m yours.





Chapter Seven

 

She could feel him rocking against her, just a little. Almost as though he hadn’t really intended to do it at all, and if she only shifted a tiny bit he’d stop. He’d heard what she’d said—or at least, he’d heard what he and Tobias had decided—and he’d pull back if she wanted him to.

But the thing was, she didn’t really want him to pull back. It felt too good to want him to pull back. She could practically make out every line and ridge of his obviously hard cock, and each time he pushed just a bit harder the thick head almost slid right between her legs.

It made her ache for the sensation she wasn’t quite getting. She couldn’t be sure if she’d woken up in the state, or if he was the cause. If somehow he’d rocked and rubbed his way into her dreams, which she vaguely remembered as a mess of heavy sensuality and probable public shame.

A vague recollection skittered through her mind—of a crowd watching as one of them took her pussy and the other filled her mouth—and a strange, hot feeling bloomed in her belly. Almost like arousal, but not quite, and oh God everything Sebastian was doing only seemed to make it worse.

Her humiliating reaction to a bit of touching in a locker room should have ensured she never got excited again. It had been embarrassing, awkward—afterward she hadn’t known what to say. And yet here she was all wet and swollen between her legs, again, just because he had a hand on her hip and his big dick nudging against something she hadn’t previously thought of as an erogenous zone.

It was ridiculous, really. Even if she put aside the obvious public freak-out sorts of problems, or accepted that she wasn’t as ashamed as she probably should be, there were still issues. Real, solid issues, which would probably have to involve some kind of timeshare solution. Sebastian would get her Monday to Thursday, and then Tobias could have her on weekends.

Perfect!

Only not perfect in any way whatsoever, because all of that sounded totally insane. She could feel its insanity pressing on her, before she’d even gotten to the part in the fantasy where the court ordered Sebastian to give up his extra day once every third Friday.

Sebastian would absolutely never give up his extra day. But then Tobias might turn sullen and who wanted to spend a weekend with a sullen Tobias? Not to mention how jealous Sebastian would probably be, on the Monday.

Or all the time, every day, until she went nuts.

No, the only solution was to be together, as some sort of weird threesome. While avoiding all holiday celebrations with their families, and never having a normal life, with a wedding that didn’t involve an extra-wide aisle…

It was almost enough to completely throw her off her aroused stride.

And then Tobias whispered through the darkness at his brother, and somehow everything veered back into threesome fantasy land.

“Stop it,” he said. Of course he did. He even sounded exasperated, the way he usually did when Sebastian pushed things past the point of sense.

It was different when he did it now, however. His voice sounded hoarse, for one. And she could kind of feel something sticking out in front of her, for another. Of course, he wasn’t exactly rubbing it against her.

But he wasn’t exactly not, either.

“Oh come on. I’m hardly doing anything.”

“You’re doing something. Don’t you think she needs a breather? She totally freaked out in the locker room.”

“Yeah. Okay. I know,” Sebastian said—all three words like abrupt little punches.

He stopped the delicious rocking, however. It kind of made her heart sink, though she knew the effect was multiplied by Tobias’ words. She needs a breather—as though the whole thing was some sort of experiment in drowning.

She’d made it to minute three under water, and now needed to come to the surface.

“Let’s just back off a little.”

“We’re in bed with her. How are we supposed to back off?”

“Well maybe she didn’t really want to sleep over. Maybe she just felt like—”

She sensed Sebastian shifting around, impatient for the rest of his twin’s words. He wasn’t going to get them, however. Tobias had stopped mid-sentence for one very important reason, and he clearly wasn’t capable of getting to the rest of it.

“Felt like what?” Sebastian asked, but it took Tobias a long, long moment. And he didn’t have the end of what he’d started to offer, when he finally managed to push some words out.

“She just grabbed hold of my dick.”

Yeah, he kind of had something else instead.

“What? Are you serious?”

“Ohhh fuck. Bobbi.”

“You’re really going to lecture me while she gives you a hand-job.”

She didn’t think she’d ever heard Sebastian sound so pissed. Not even when that jerk at Sky Bar had called her a fat-ass.

“No,” Tobias said, but the word somehow had about seventeen syllables. It was gratifying, in a way. All she had to do to get him to veer off his “tread lightly” course was reach down and grasp the swollen head of his cock, through his sweatpants.

And she could do that now, because they were together. He had to know that, right? That even though she’d kind of freaked out and sort of put a big sign over all of them—Secret Shame she thought it read, in her most troubled moments—they were actually something.

Boyfriends, Sebastian had said. Your awesome boyfriends.

And that much was true.

“Were you awake through all of that conversation, Bobs?” Sebastian asked. His tone suggested about twenty percent resentment, about eighty percent nerves. Of course she knew what the latter was about—did I say something bad?—and that sort of disturbed her.

But then again, Sebastian was always the one to make the blunders. It was only natural that he assumed he’d made one here.

“Pretty much.”

“And also awake through all of that rutting I may or may not have been doing?”

“You know, just because you move your lower body three inches back across the bed, doesn’t mean I can no longer feel your gigantic cock. I could feel that thing from France.”

Tobias was the one who laughed, however. Sebastian just seemed faintly put-out.

“Okay—so I guess I’ll just leave you guys to it.”

He even made to climb out of the bed. It was adorable, really.

“Sure about that?” she asked, and then it was just a matter of reaching back and grabbing him. In one particular place.

“Oh,” he said, but like his brother he seemed to have a lot of extra syllables to add to such tiny words. And all she had to do to get him to add more was rub a little down over the solid length of him, before maybe grinding her palm over the broad head.

“Oh God, Bobbi. Oh right there, right there. Are you sure you want to—uhhhh, yeah.”

“What was that? Am I sure I want to uhhhh yeah? Is that even a thing?”

He pushed against her working hand, urgently, body almost shaking when she responded by clasping him through the material of his pajamas bottoms. It was easier to do than it was for Tobias—the material felt thinner, lighter, and on the upstroke she could make out something more than arousing.

A slick spot, where he’d leaked all the way through.

“Don’t tease,” he said, but she couldn’t quite tell what he referred to. Her words, or the way she was stroking him? Even with the thin material it was hard to get a good grip—and especially so when she had to reach around her body to do it.

So she didn’t think she could be blamed for going with the safest option. He didn’t want to be teased? Well, well. She had something for him.

“Fuck me, then,” she said, and a guttural groan caught in his throat. His hand went back to her hip, as though just saying the thing gave him permission to be bolder.

“Bobbi—” Tobias started, but she didn’t let him finish. She knew too well what he was going to say—no, we should wait, let’s take things slow, you’ve just freaked out—and quite frankly all of those things sounded terrible.

Luckily, however, it didn’t take much to change his mind.

“Ohhhhh yeah—just like that. Fuck, that’s good,” he said, the second she pushed her hand inside his sweatpants. No, stop, maybe we should consider this. No, I’m not sure we’re ready for more. Just his hips bucking up and his cock shoving through the tight circle of her hand.

“You like that, huh?”

“God yes.”

“You like me stroking your cock like this? Oh, you’re all messy. And soooo stiff. Kind of like you really, really want it.”

“Jesus Christ, Bobbi. Just—” he started, but this time he cut himself off before he could finish. He just reached right over to her and got her by the back of her neck, pulled hard until their mouths met in a heated tangle.

One that got worse the further she pushed him. Rubbing her thumb over the slippery slit at the tip of his cock got her his tongue, all rough and rude. And when she rocked her palm over the swollen head, squeezing just a little as she did—he moaned for her. He moaned right into her mouth, that hand on the back of her neck like a vise now.

While behind her the bed shifted, as Sebastian quite clearly reached for something.

Of course, she knew what he was reaching for. A blind-and-deaf prude would have known it, and yet still she found herself on the edge of anticipation. What if he’d just leaned over to get a drink of water? What if he felt he should read a book, while they finished off whatever they’d decided to do?

It was a possibility. Surely it was a possibility.

“I’m going to have you now,” he said, though she had to admit it wasn’t just the way he phrased it that made her clit swell and a fresh slick of liquid slide between the cheeks of her ass.

It was his tone, his heated tone—and the way he whispered the words right into her ear. As if maybe he wanted his intention to move down through her, all dirty and rough and good.

And he didn’t stop there either.

“You wet enough to take me?” he asked, just as she’d recovered from the last thing he’d said. And though rationally she knew that there was nothing sexy about such a basic question, somehow it made her feel even more wound up.

It made her squeeze her thighs together around the sensation that threatened to swamp her body. It made her clutch at Tobias too tightly, the kiss they’d started now so filthy she wasn’t even sure if you could call it such.

Was it still a kiss if it seemed like mostly tongue? Somewhere in the middle of it she actually sort of licked over his lips—which seemed like the least sexy thing ever. And yet somehow, it just made things worse. His hand had practically started crushing the back of her neck. She wasn’t so much giving him a hand-job as he was fucking the circle of her fingers.

And God, it just made her body thrum with excitement. Couldn’t Sebastian tell how turned-on she was? Couldn’t he see how squirmy and senseless she’d gotten, just from the feel and taste and awareness of them? Apparently not, because he kept right on with this line of questioning

“You want me to lick you first, get you slick enough to fuck?”

She could feel it on her thighs, by this point. When she rubbed her legs together, her slippery lips just seemed to glide against each other—though the sensation proved more maddening than anything else. She needed friction against her clit, real friction, and currently nothing was providing it.

So really, it just seemed like good sense to blindly reach for Sebastian’s hand with her free one. Of course it took some doing—she had to twist her arm out from beneath her body and fumble for something on him for a good half an hour—but it seemed worth it, in the long run. It killed two birds with one stone, after all.

She got a little pressure between her legs. He got an answer to his question.

“Are you fucking kidding me? How do you get this wet? Jesus Christ. Jesus Christ. I don’t even…ohhhhh God. It’s all over your legs. Oh baby, I’m gonna fuck you so hard.”

She wondered if shoving back against his probing fingers was enough of a yes, please do. Though she didn’t have to wait long for an answer—a second later she heard foil tearing and latex making that snap-clack sound, and then his hand was around her thigh, spreading her open.

He tugged at her, until her ass settled into the cradle of his body.

“Tell me you want it,” he murmured into her ear, and she had to pull away from Tobias long enough to answer that one. Had to. He just sounded so…unsure, when he said it. So suddenly adrift, as though maybe she didn’t, secretly.

“You know I do. Give it to me. Give it to me—I want your cock inside me,” she said, and she did, ohhhh she did. She could almost feel how it would be—that big, thick thing easing into her body.

Only when he actually attempted it—rubbing slow and good through her slick folds before finding that waiting notch—things didn’t quite go according to plan. In fact, they really didn’t go according to plan, because the second she felt the impossibly large head of his cock nudging against her teeny tiny entrance, she dug her fingernails into Tobias.

Hard.

“Okay, call me crazy, but I think she’s terrified,” Tobias said.

She understood why. She’d practically drawn blood. However, she felt the need to reassure them both, anyway. In a voice that sounded like a tractor had run over it.

“No, I’m fine. I’m fine. Go on.”

“Don’t go on. She might rip my arm off if you do,” Tobias said, but Sebastian didn’t need the warning. She could feel him sliding the head of his cock over and over the entirely too sensitive rim of her pussy—and it felt good. It felt absolutely amazing, in fact.

But he didn’t go any farther than that.

“I don’t think I can, honey. You feel…really small.”

She had to wonder what their other girlfriends had been like. Though when she did, her mind mostly filled up with images of giant walking vaginas.

“How about if I…” she started, then just did the rest without spelling it out. It didn’t really take a lot of effort, after all—she just shifted a little and leaned right back against him, one leg almost hooked over his, head pressed back into the curve of his shoulder.

Of course doing so also exposed almost all of her body to Tobias’ heated gaze, but really that was just an added bonus. One that got sweeter when he reached forward and shoved and ruffled at her t-shirt until the whole thing was off, then just sat back and looked over every part of her.

Her breasts, pulled taut by the stretch of her body. Her stiff nipples, that twanged with pleasure whenever Sebastian ran a hand over them. And finally the wet split of her sex, completely spread open and probably made even ruder by the sight of Sebastian’s cock, working and working over her tight entrance.

“Go slow,” he said, but the trouble was—Sebastian seemed to be going as slow as he possibly could. Any slower and they’d be playing a game of musical statues.

But Tobias had a better suggestion, a second later.

“Maybe you need a little more, huh?” he asked, which just made her wonder how much extra he thought she could take. Or at least, it made her wonder that until he slipped a hand between her legs, and stroked over her swollen clit.

Just once. Just a little. But it was enough to pierce the tension that had hold of her, and let Sebastian slide inside.

If she’d ever had any doubts that he’d be loud in bed, now was the time for those doubts to be set aside. The sound he made…God the sound. It wasn’t even a moan. It sounded like someone drowning, violently. His breath caught in his throat and that hand pressed tight enough to bruise at her hip, and then finally, finally…

He simply slid all the way in.

“Ohhhhh Jesus you’re big,” she gasped.

She had to. Of course she’d said similar in the beds of other boyfriends—but usually it happened because they were hurting her left leg and really she just wanted it to be over. Whereas this…this felt like being stretched. As though he’d got her down on an exercise mat and pushed at her thigh until the muscles throbbed.

But oh, the throb made her crazy. She tried to clench her pussy around his solid length, and got absolutely nowhere. There wasn’t anywhere to physically go to—though Sebastian seemed to appreciate the effort.

“No—fuck. No, don’t do that. Just…hold on a second,” he said all in a thick rush, obviously aroused past some intense and impossible point. She could feel him shuddering against her back, and after a second he slid his arm around her. Pulled her to him, one hand on her shoulder.

The other still on her hip, squeezing and squeezing.

He was close, she suspected. Really close. And yet something about that idea excited her. Just the feel of her pussy around him, just the idea of her tensing those muscles over his barely working cock…it affected him so strongly that it almost made him go over.

And then his hips hitched, and that big, solid thing slid deeper, and every sound in her body tried to come out of her all at once.

“Go easy,” Tobias said, but luckily for her Sebastian couldn’t go easy. He pulled back in a kind of slow, jagged line that only made her crazier, before shoving back in with as little care as she could imagine him having.

It was making him mindless, she suspected. But that was fine—it seemed to be doing the same to her. She could feel those intense pulses starting up somewhere insane, like the insides of her knees, and when he really started going for it that sensation simply took over her body.

She had to pull the sheets into her fists. She had to press her face into the curve of his arm as his cock pushed and pushed and pushed against that glorious place inside her. God, she’d thought he’d hit it good earlier, with his fingers. She’d thought he’d discovered it fully, finally—that mysterious place she hadn’t really thought existed, until now.

But this was…this was way, way too much.

“Oh God, I think she’s coming. Oh she’s almost definitely coming on my cock. Fuck fuck fuck.”

He wasn’t wrong. She felt it swell up inside her, so sudden and unexpected that at first her body didn’t seem to know what to do with it. Her pussy tried to clench around his cock, but of course that was completely out of the question. And once that avenue had closed, she found herself doing something very embarrassing indeed.

Like trying to escape up the bed.

Doing so proved hard, however.

“Oh no no no—stay here, stay here,” Sebastian said, and as he did he wrapped his arm more tightly around her shoulders. Pulled her back in, restraining her, for more of that terrible but glorious sensation. “I want to feel it, baby, oh God that’s so good.”

She didn’t know what was worse. The feel of his cock just urging and urging against that one swollen spot inside her, or the sound of his voice. The things he was saying.

The things Tobias was saying.

“Jesus, you come so easily, Bobbi.”

She couldn’t look at him. Her eyes had to stay tightly closed, in case some of the pleasure escaped and destroyed downtown Tokyo.

“She’s still doing it too. She’s still coming.”

“You serious?”

“Yeah, she’s…ohhhh God yeah. Just like that, baby. Oh work yourself on my cock.”

He didn’t really need to tell her. She couldn’t have stopped herself if she’d tried. Her entire body felt like some sort of out-of-control machine, and every time he thrust she simultaneously tried to shove against him, while also somehow pulling away.

She wasn’t even sure how she achieved such a thing—though Sebastian sure seemed to enjoy it. She could feel him shuddering, now, hands all slippery on her hips. Every word he said so breathless, with a long moan wavering somewhere at the back of it.

And all the while Tobias murmured dirty things, and did even dirtier ones—like flicking his tongue over her too-tight nipples, or stroking between her legs when she made the mistake of spreading them wide. He seemed to know just where to touch to send her higher, but by God he saved the best for last.

His mouth on hers, as his fingers found her swollen clit.

She came close to screaming into his mouth. Couldn’t help it. Didn’t want to. Her body simply hadn’t been designed to take this much pleasure, and here they were trying to shove it through her all at once.

Sebastian wasn’t even pretending to hold back by this point. Each solid thrust sent a bolt of lightning directly to her clit, and then Tobias simply stroked that little bundle of nerves and sent it right back again. They’d built some sort of unholy circuit down there, every ounce of bliss cycling back on itself until all she could do was sob into Tobias’ mouth.

It didn’t matter, though. Tobias had plenty of words to say for her, against the side of her face and into the curve of her throat.

“Look at how stiff your clit is—fuck that’s hot. Yeah, that’s it. That’s it. Get yourself off.”

She didn’t mean to do what he was suggesting. Most of her just wanted to stay very still and never feel anything again. But when he rubbed her like that—just a little, with what felt like the very tip of his finger—she couldn’t stop herself. Her body just bucked all on its own, pushing harder and harder against him.

Of course that drove her away from the solid anchor of Sebastian’s cock, but the truth was—Sebastian didn’t seem to mind. Quite the contrary. Her hips made tight circles, her body jerked toward Tobias, and more importantly—her cunt clenched hard around the head of Sebastian’s cock.

They practically said the words at the same time.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come. Bobbi—don’t—”

“Oh yeah right there right there ohhhhh God, God.”

And then afterward there was just the feel of him shuddering and jerking against her, the obvious and thrilling feeling of his cock swelling inside her, Tobias at her ear, whispering, “Take it, take it.”

She didn’t know which one was worse, but all three things prolonged her orgasm past the point of sense. She found herself grabbing Tobias’ hand, then doing something embarrassing like grinding herself against it. Terrible noises came out of her body—akin to the death throes of an as yet unidentified creature. Even her mind turned against her, as she lay like a wet rag in the middle of all of this mess.

God I love you both, it wanted to say. Love you all the time, so much.

She couldn’t fault it, however. She couldn’t say anything about it at all. Because a second later, Sebastian actually went right ahead and said the thing out loud. He didn’t even hide it behind adore or care, the way she’d been planning on.

He just blurted the words, like all her stupid imaginings of him and his high-fiving feelings for her.

“Man I love you, Bobbi.”

She vastly appreciated the little man at the start. It was almost as if he’d put his hand up and asked her to slap it, after all. Made the whole thing so much easier.

Though Tobias seemed to think otherwise.

“Did you seriously just to tell her you loved her directly after having an orgasm? How have you ever had and kept any girlfriends?”

Sebastian made a little pfffft noise.

“Hey—I have never told a girl I loved her in the middle of sex. Bobbi is the only one with that high honor.”

“I’m thrilled, truly.”

“See, she’s thrilled,” Sebastian said, so idly it made Tobias wonder aloud if he was really fucking falling asleep. And in truth, she could feel the top of his body sort of easing away from her a little, maybe sprawling back against the nearest pillow.

The bottom half of his body, however…

“Yeah, I don’t think he’s falling asleep. Still feels like a pneumatic drill between my legs.”

“It’s going down, okay? It’s definitely going down.” He paused. “I don’t think it’s going down.”

“Clearly your love for me is sustaining it.”

“Hey—just because I experienced the most intense pleasure of my life right before saying I love you, doesn’t mean it wasn’t said in earnest. Unlike this guy over here who balked at saying something affectionate to our father on his death bed.”

“Sebastian, your father is alive and living in Maine,” she said.

“I meant a metaphorical death bed. Tobias is metaphorically numb inside.”

Tobias rolled his eyes. Went to punch something on his brother, then sort of seemed to realize both of them were naked. Clearly there was going to be a rule—no touching after clothing had been divested.

“Really? Because I feel far from numb right now. I feel like I could punch through a wall with my cock, so hey—carry on trying to kill my boner with your dead dad talk.”

She had to protest, at that. Nobody was getting their boners killed by any dead dads.

“You sure you want that to happen?” she asked, and then all she really had to do was reach out and grab him—just like before.

Only this time he didn’t go still or state the obvious. This time he jerked as though she’d stung him, and almost fell right off the bed. She couldn’t even imagine what state he had to be in to react like that, but the thought was enough to put her right back on the edge of arousal.

Three orgasms, and the idea of Tobias going out of his mind with excitement turned her into a syrupy schoolgirl. Worse than that, in fact. Syrupy schoolgirls probably didn’t let boys grab hold of their thighs and yank them across the bed, until they somehow lay spread-eagled in front of them.

She couldn’t even muster a fight. She didn’t want a fight. Her body was far too busy telling her how Sebastian had felt between her legs, and really, wasn’t this just more of the same?

Or not same, exactly. More like—a similar experience with a million different added notes of deliciousness.

For example, Tobias didn’t wait for her to acclimatize the way Sebastian had. He didn’t give her chance to catch her breath or anticipate anything. He just pinned her to the bed, efficiently, knees pressing into her thighs. And when she tried to reach for his rampantly hard cock—maybe to suck him off, if he wanted that, or something more if he wanted that too—he told his brother in no uncertain terms, “Hold her hands above her head.”

She didn’t know what to say to that. And apparently, neither did Sebastian. He was watching, she could feel him watching intently, but the second Tobias said such a frankly dirty thing his eyes went seriously wide.

All of that swaggery confidence went out of him, as though he’d never possessed it all.

“You sure she wants me to do that?” he asked, in a way that almost made her laugh. What was making him nervous about the request, exactly? He’d just fucked her while his brother rubbed her clit. You couldn’t get much more intimate than that.

She suspected, however, that it was something else about the request that bothered him—and she was proven right a second later.

“Are you cool with that, Bobbi? I mean, are you cool with…” Sebastian paused, as though trying to figure exactly what the thing was. “Being restrained?”

It surprised her that he didn’t know already. She’d bucked against his arm and bucked against Tobias’ arm, and sometimes it seemed as though all they did was control her movements. But then—what if she hadn’t been as clear as she could have been, on whether she liked that or not? Maybe all the bucking and trying to get away just made it seem as though she hated it.

To Sebastian, at least.

“Just hold her,” Tobias said, as firm and sure as you please. Clearly, he wasn’t in need of an answer. He didn’t need her to speak, or reassure him—he just knew.

And that thought was embarrassingly exciting. Even more so than his obvious arousal, and the state it had thrown him into. It looked as though he’d started almost constantly clenching his jaw. His blue eyes seemed dark, his usually neat hair mussed and messy.

Plus, his chest was rising and falling like a piston. If Sebastian didn’t do as he’d been told pretty soon, Tobias was almost certainly going to do it for him. He was going to pin her down—maybe in some filthy, impossible way like back to front or upside down—and then he was going to fuck her.

And it wasn’t just her that thought so. Sebastian got the same message a second before she did, and closed his big hand around her already linked together wrists. Then he simply pushed them up over her head, until her entire body felt like one long, raw, exposed strip of flesh.

She could feel how taut the move pulled her breasts. How bare it made everything seem. She’d never felt so naked in her entire life, and that included the time they’d blindfolded her and divested her of every item of clothing.

Though she guessed it didn’t help that Tobias was staring right down at her completely spread open and very, very wet pussy.

“Sensitive?” he asked, and she didn’t know what he meant. She didn’t at all, until he quite suddenly ran his thumb through her folds, and eased it up, up around the side of her still swollen clit.

It kind of felt like being kicked in the gut. And even though she tried to keep her reaction to the bare minimum, Tobias seemed to know it.

“Oooh-hoo. Yeah. A little too much, huh?” he asked, but the thing was—he didn’t stop. He just kept on kind of rubbing right at the side there, until that near-burning sensation slowly slid down into something else. “How about that? That too much?”

She bucked against the hands that restrained her, again. This time, however, they held much faster. They squeezed tighter. And when she glanced sideways at Sebastian, the expression on his face wasn’t half so concerned.

For a second they’d switched places—Sebastian the one who wanted to hang back, Tobias the one barging ahead—but the more this went on, the easier Sebastian seemed to be with it.

She felt him shift a little up the bed, and suddenly became very aware of just how easy he was with it. In fact, his easiness seemed to be poking into her side as they spoke.

“You know, I’m starting to think my brother needs to see a doctor,” Tobias said, which made her want to laugh. She probably would have done, too, if it hadn’t been for the press of Tobias’ maddening thumb.

“Oh, what? Like you’re not going crazy to fuck her right now?” Sebastian asked, though his point was somewhat undersold by the feel of his now condomless cock making slick trails over her skin.

And the sight of Tobias, so still and calm suddenly. He had her completely under his control, his touch like a hook around her body. Just that one little rub, back and forth, back and forth, always edging closer to her now beyond sensitive clit.

“I am, but I think I want to make her come first,” he said, then after a moment’s consideration, “What do you think, Bobbi? You want to come again?”

She tried to shake her head, and got as far as a kind of weird shudder.

“Or do you want me to just take you? You seemed to really appreciate a cock in you, and a finger on your clit.”

Well, she couldn’t deny that much. Her last orgasm had kind of felt like being crushed and expanded, all at the same time.

“Oh God, just—” she started, but couldn’t get out any more. He put a hand around the root of his cock and squeezed, and then afterward every word she’d wanted to say simply flew right out the door.

And they didn’t come back when he said, “Fuck, I’m close. Hand me the condoms.”

He didn’t say it in his normal voice. But then, it wasn’t exactly a normal request. He was asking a third party to pass him a pack of Trojans, and even worse, Sebastian did it without a word.

Then she just had to watch as he suited up and spread her legs wider, wider. Sank two fingers in to the hilt, as though to test her out. It made her want to say to him, Hey, it’s cool. In fact, you’ve just seen how cool it is. Someone with your penis has just fucked me with very little trouble at all.

But by God, that was weird. So weird, in fact, that it forced her cunt to clench around the intrusion, and a giant frisson of pleasure got her in its grasp.

Yeah, it was weird all right. But it was also massively, probably disgustingly exciting. And she could no longer deny that fact when Sebastian kissed her open mouth, and Tobias slowly, slowly eased into her completely open and willing body. Said something dirty, like, “God, you’re right. She’s like a fucking fist around me.”

She couldn’t even deny what he was saying. Much like before, there was nowhere to go when she tensed around him. He felt too big before he’d even gotten halfway inside her, though she suspected this effect was made worse by the position she was now in.

Those big hands of his, holding her thighs wide apart. His body bearing down on hers, not quite looming over her, but close. And then the feel of his thick, stiff cock splitting her open… God, it drove her insane.

“No, Jesus—hold her,” Tobias said, and for a second she thought he meant he couldn’t take her bucking the way she was trying to. That he found it too exciting. But then he clarified, just before Sebastian got an arm around her waist. “Feels like I’m gonna end up in her throat.”

“Christ,” Sebastian said, while she echoed the sentiment in her head. It wasn’t quite as bad as Tobias was making out, but it was close. There seemed to be far too much for her to comfortably take, and when he finally started slowly rocking in and out it was mainly the swollen head of his cock that made the contact.

That rubbed almost agonizingly over that sweet spot, until she couldn’t do anything but bite her lip and squeeze her eyes tightly shut. He felt too good, and judging by his response he shared her opinion of the matter.

“You’re killing me, Bobbi,” he said, after a long moment of nothing but easing in and out of her. And it wasn’t just his words that made her think he was losing it, either. His voice sounded like someone else’s, all up and down like that. Breathless, she thought, even though Tobias never got breathless over anything.

She’d seen him end marathons in better shape.

“You close, Tobe?” she asked, but the tease was lost around halfway through. Mainly because he got hold of her leg and folded down against her body, so that his next thrust forced an actual sob out of her.

And then just when she’d worked up the strength to say don’t, he did it again. Harder. Faster. Enough to make her see bright spots behind her eyes and squirm too frantically in Sebastian’s arms—though Sebastian didn’t seem to mind. He simply took her face in one big hand, and murmured dirty words in her ear.

Words like, “If you keep wriggling like that I’m going to coat you in come.”

Would it be such a bad thing if she just said, Yeah, sure, go right ahead? She didn’t think so, at this point, but the problem came when she actually tried to formulate sentences. They came out much more like groans, instead of anything articulate.

And the groans got louder the harder Tobias fucked into her—and by God, he was fucking her hard now. He’d somehow gotten hold of her ass, and every time he thrust in he yanked on her just a little. Just enough to give everything a keen, rough edge, while the head of his cock found that bundle of nerves unerringly.

He knew before she did, however. She felt almost certain she couldn’t come again, but he said it the moment a shuddering wave of sensation started to overtake her.

“Oh fuck, that’s it,” he told her. “Oh man, you go tight when you come.”

She knew exactly what he meant. She could feel herself practically cutting off his blood supply, body almost snapping right off the bed under the pressure of it. Hands clutching and clawing at Sebastian in a near embarrassing fashion.

In fact, not even near. He laughed into her ear that she was a wildcat, a crazy, horny little creature, and every inch of skin on her flushed red. Strangely, however, the feel of that heat…the sound of Sebastian teasing her as he kept right on rubbing his cock over her side…it didn’t detract from the experience.

It just made it all hotter, sweeter, so flooded with shame it turned her inside out. She said a name—some ridiculous mixture of both of them—and then Tobias dug his fingers into her ass, hard. His hips snapped forward. His body juddered against hers.

He was coming too, she knew. And this time he didn’t do it soundlessly. He did it long and loud with as many filthy ohhhs as Sebastian usually sang out, all of his pleasure draining out of him to sink directly into her.

His cock swelled inside her in the exact way Sebastian’s had, but the entire thing went on for much longer. He didn’t seem to want to let the feeling go, and just when she thought it was all over he’d jerk against her again. He’d shudder and gasp and say something fantastic like, I think I’m actually dying of an orgasm.

Of course she immediately wanted to tell him she’d felt the same way, on several occasions with them both. But when she tried to speak, most words failed her again. She managed a that was… And maybe a little uhhhhh. Which made up most of her ability to communicate.

They’d robbed her of the rest. Though by the looks of things, she’d done the same to them. After a moment of what appeared to be a kind of paralysis, Tobias sprawled all over her. And since Sebastian had already done the same thing about half an hour ago, the effect was startling. Like being blanketed with limbs and flesh and the heat of their bodies, both suffocating and yet somehow infused with a relaxed sleepiness, at the same time.

She found herself lulled, despite all the worries she should have been going over. She knew them all by name, now—we shouldn’t, it’s bad, people will find out, it’s weird—but as her eyes drifted closed and her two guys went heavy against her, she could hardly remember any of those words.

Instead she thought of how easy it felt, to just let herself be with them.





 Chapter Eight

 

She realized two things as she finished changing her clothes. The first being that she’d have to actually keep some gear at their place, if they were going to keep doing this. And the second?

They were almost definitely going to keep doing this. She knew it before she’d even fully considered what the day ahead held—lunch by the river, on the abandoned stands there. A long walk back afterward, probably together, and probably a lot like the sort of walks people had when they wanted to be all romantic.

And then finally movie night. Which was almost certainly going to devolve into sex. She could almost picture it happening before she’d even gotten past the lunch part, and it didn’t have quite the same effect on her as it had before. It didn’t make her think of timeshares and public shaming.

It made her breathless instead. It made her pick underwear she wouldn’t have usually, covered in warm clothes that were just a touch tighter than the pair of them would expect.

And through each step—checking she had everything in her bag, tugging her neat little skirt down straight, smoothing her clingy jersey over her still stupidly tingling breasts—she experienced a number of little warm flashes. Memories that should have embarrassed her, but didn’t.

The way Tobias’ fingers had felt, digging into her thighs and her ass. The feel of Sebastian’s cock pressing against her side as he whispered filthy words in her ear. The different reactions of them both, similar but not quite the same.

God, it got her wet before she’d even made it to either of them. And it did something else too—something she didn’t expect. It sent a surge of happiness through her, as airy and light as any she’d ever felt. So strong suddenly that it didn’t even die away when the dorm room door opened, and Jill tumbled in.

She just carried on gazing out the window at the river in the distance, most of her mind and body taken up with everything to come. Sebastian would definitely try to hold her hand on the way back. And Tobias would be as relaxed as he’d seemed that morning, every question and concern melted away.

How could she care about someone like Jill, with thoughts like those in her head? Jill said things like, “Oh, you’re here.” And, “Are you seriously going out in a skirt like that? You know, bigger girls really shouldn’t show so much leg.”

Bobbi could hardly take her seriously anymore. Instead she thought of how it looked, that her bed was still made. That she’d strewn her clothes all over it, as though she couldn’t wait to get out of her filthy sex-stained ones and into something tiny that bigger girls shouldn’t wear.

And she forced herself to keep her back to her once-was-friend.
She forced herself, even when Jill followed up all of her airy little jibes with, “You know, I hooked up with Christian Carter at that mixer last night.”

Bobbi didn’t mind admitting that her blood kind of froze at the sound of those words being rolled out behind her. And then of course Jill just left them there, hanging, without any particular meaning attached to them.

They could have been about anything. Hell, maybe Jill had simply wanted to hook up with a devilishly handsome and obviously charismatic man about campus. Maybe she’d just wanted to brag about that fact, as she perched on the end of Bobbi’s bed, and started gingerly picking through the clothes discarded there.

“He’d definitely be interested in what a slob you’re becoming,” Jill said, and this time Bobbi’s blood did not so much freeze in her veins as turn to ash and blow away. It couldn’t be denied now. Jill was driving at something, and the something kind of looked like a Bobbi-shaped car crash. “He told me he’d seen you at their apartment. Said you looked kind of frazzled.”

Of course, that last sentence should have sent her over the edge. She knew it should have, and yet once it was out the strangest thing happened. A realization occurred—one that she never thought she’d have. She hadn’t had it in the locker room, or when they’d asked her if she thought this was weird. It hadn’t happened when she’d seen Christian Carter emerge from the kitchen, all smarmy smiles and mean looks.

But it happened now.

She didn’t care.

“I said you just didn’t really know what to do with two guys like that.”

She still didn’t care.

“And he said it was really odd that they liked hanging out with you so much.”

She didn’t care so much, by this point, that she almost blurted out a laugh. So what if people knew? What did it matter, if they wanted to make snide comments and be almighty bitches about it?

They didn’t get to sleep with the Hoffman twins. She did. She actually and really did. The twins liked her, above Jill and Kathy with a K and that girl from the film society with the tremendous rack.

Hell, they didn’t just like her. They loved her. And she was all set to tell Jill all of those things—about the love and the not caring and the fact that pretty soon, she suspected she wouldn’t be living in this dorm room, anyway—when Jill sighed and said something that really did make Bobbi laugh.

“But I told him straight—I mean, they obviously feel sorry for you. You’re like their little pet, I told him. A project, or something. He thought that was absolutely hilarious.” Bobbi could almost see her soon-to-be ex-roommate, shaking her head of blonde curls. As happy as a pixie, over something she barely even understood. “So did you get me their number, or what?”

Of course after a second Jill asked her why she was laughing. But she didn’t think she could have explained, even if she’d tried.

* * * * *
 

They did things the usual way. Sebastian climbed the back of the stands where people had once sat to watch the rowing. Shoved himself onto a bench somewhere behind her, ruffled the top of her head. He even had a sandwich already hanging out of his mouth, like always.

Though he kissed her, once he’d finished his food in two big bites. He kissed the top of her head, like a friend, only not. And Tobias did the same, once he’d patiently climbed the rows of rickety seats, and taken the one next to her.

Only he did it on the cheek, and that wasn’t like a friend at all. It made her eyes drift closed, it was so much not like a friend. Sent her right back to all of the things they’d done the night before, with just a little bitter hint of Jill on the end.

She’d have to tell them, even though the conversation hadn’t meant what she’d initially thought it had. And then they’d worry and ask if her if she was sure again and oh, she didn’t want any of that anymore.

She just wanted to say clearly that it didn’t matter to her in the slightest, without having to go over the hints she’d thought Jill was making.

“You okay, Bobs?” Tobias asked, as he opened what looked like one of those amazing salads from Kendall’s Deli. It was her favorite, with the soft eggs and the crispy prosciutto.

“I think she’s freaked out again,” Sebastian said, even though she wasn’t, she totally wasn’t. If anything, most of her concentration was on the food in Tobias’ hands, and how she hadn’t eaten since the night before.

And maybe also a little bit on how awesome they were, for bringing her something they knew she liked. Good God, they made amazing boyfriends. They didn’t even do anything douche-y, like eat all the gooey eggs before she could get to them.

Tobias just handed her it, as though he’d bought it just for her.

“You think?” he asked, after which she finally got up the wherewithal to stop thinking about eggs and start protesting.

“I’m really not.”

“She definitely is,” Sebastian said. “We’ve given her too much time to think about it.”

“It’s the locker room—you shouldn’t have grabbed her in the locker room.”

“I think the whole fucking-her-one-after-the-other thing is probably more of an issue, to be fair.”

“More than likely.”

“Guys, seriously—” she started, but Tobias cut her off. And he didn’t do it with a fierce tone or an exclamation point. In truth his words were spoken kind of quietly, as he turned his gaze away from hers.

It was just that they had a lot of impact.

“I wish we were one person.”

An impact that was made stronger when Sebastian didn’t correct him, or act at all affronted. He just sat there in silence, looking in almost the same direction as his twin—between the autumn gilded trees, over the river.

Some morning mist still hung around the cool, still water, and it looked more beautiful than ever. Like a little secret grove that they’d found for themselves, on the grounds of Brier.

Not that she was paying attention to any of it. She glanced at them both, aching somewhere deep down inside as she did so. They meant it. They really meant it.

“Don’t say that. You don’t really think that, do you?”

Tobias shrugged. Behind her, she felt Sebastian do the same.

“Sometimes,” Tobias said.

“Please don’t. Not for me. Not for anyone. You’re amazing because you’re the way you are, okay?” she asked, though even as she said it she knew it wasn’t enough. She’d put way too many you’res in there, for a start. “I swear, I’m not freaking out,” she tried, though that didn’t work either.

“But something happened,” Tobias said, and Sebastian added right after, “Yeah, it’s pretty obvious something did. Did Christian say something? Because I’m totally ready to hit him with a chair.”

“No, no. You don’t need to hit anyone with a chair, you doofus. Jill just said a couple of things and I assumed they meant she knew. And it freaked me out for a second—of course it did. Only then…I don’t know. The feeling passed. I thought it would really bother me if someone else knew, but it didn’t.” She took a breath, tried to compose herself a little more. Everything had come out in too much of a rush, and now she needed to be calm. Steady. Sure. “I didn’t care. I don’t care.”

“So you really think we can just do this?” Tobias asked, but his words were only half-sarcastic. The other half sounded completely, thrillingly hopeful—in a way that made her feel the same too. Things didn’t have to be difficult, after all. They didn’t even have to be normal.

Normal just seemed like something Jill would probably like, and that didn’t make it appetizing to her.

“Why not? Have you changed your mind about liking me?”

His expression turned grave and still, then.

“I don’t like you, Bobbi. I love you.”

Of course she wanted to say something immediately after. She really did. But words came hard, after Tobias Hoffman had actually managed to get out some emotion. Even Sebastian seemed shocked, and he’d lived with the guy his whole life.

“Wow. It’s like a miracle. Did your heart grow three sizes that day, bro?” he asked, and though she wanted to laugh she couldn’t. Happiness had hold of her by the jugular, but she didn’t want to let it out, not yet.

Instead, she wanted to make something absolutely clear.

“You know I love you both too, right? Not just one weird amalgamated version of you. Both of you, separately, at the same time.” She glanced over them as they absorbed that fact, with something like pleasure and incredulity all over their faces. “I don’t want one. I want two. Because I’m greedy that way.”

They both fell silent then, for quite a while. No glances exchanged. No little comments. Just all of their focus intently on her, waiting for her to say something more. In fact, they seemed to want her to finish so much that after a second, Sebastian actually asked, “So what now?”

She had no idea. None at all. And yet it came quite easy to just stand up and make her way down over the seats to the grass. Thoughts of maybe holding hands on their way back on her mind. And maybe other things too.

She turned to face them both, cold fingers stuffed deep in her pockets.

“Now I think we play this other sexy game.”

“You’re never going to let me live the blindfold thing down, are you?” Sebastian asked, and this time she did laugh. She laughed, as she said the thing she really wanted to.

“This game’s called…let’s move in together. It’s really cool, and I think it will work out best for everyone. I mean, it’s mainly because I hate Jill, but also—just imagine the epic and constant sex.”

“Are you fucking serious?” Sebastian asked, with Tobias following right after, as usual.

“I think she’s serious.”

“I’m going to go grab her and carry her off to our lair before she changes her mind.”

“I’m not even going to try to stop you,” Tobias said, and he stayed true to his word. He just let Sebastian clamber down the seats to get a hold of her, at first in some kind of normal grip but then quickly devolving into an over-his-shoulder fireman’s lift sort of affair.

Of course she screamed. But it was perhaps the happiest scream she’d ever let out in her entire life.

“You know what this means though, right, Bobs?” Sebastian asked, as she dangled somewhere around his ass. Her view of Tobias—trying not to grin but doing a piss poor job of it—swinging in and out of view.

“It means you’re ours,” Tobias said.

“All ours.”

“Completely and one hundred percent our girl.”

“Guys,” she said, as the world spun around, fast and beautiful and just plain awesome. “When did you ever think I was anything else?” 
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