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	For Ashley –

	You know why… And if you don’t, maybe I’ll tell you… someday.

	 

	 


 

	“Don’t ever think I fell for you, or fell over you. I didn’t fall in love, I rose in it.” ~ Toni Morrison

	



	

Please Note –

	Sharing Rylee is a companion novel to Chasing Cassidy. Although you do not need to read one to enjoy the other, you will technically have ‘spoilers’ from Chasing Cassidy, because that story was written first. 

	I hope you enjoy Rylee, Pete, and Nick’s story. 

	XoXo, 

	Dee
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	Eight years ago

	When I walk into the doctor’s office, I’m surprised at how warm and welcoming the room is. “Hello, you must be Rylee. I’m Stephanie, Dr. Shaw’s assistant.” The pretty brunette stands and reaches across the desk to shake my hand. 

	“Nice to meet you, Stephanie,” I reply, pulling the forms I filled out online from my purse and handing them to her. She accepts them with a smile and places them on her desk.

	“Dr. Shaw will be back in a moment, but he asked for you to go ahead and make yourself comfortable in his office.” I nod, my mouth suddenly dry, and follow her into the adjoining room. The office is spacious and looks more like my living room than any doctor’s office I’ve ever been in. “Can I get you anything? Perhaps a bottle of water?” she asks kindly. 

	“No, thank you,” I reply, and she nods.

	“I’ll be right outside if you change your mind. It was nice meeting you, Rylee.” 

	“You, too,” I answer softly. I set my purse down on the sofa and walk over to the windows, hoping for a distraction. The view from Dr. Shaw’s office is nothing spectacular. It overlooks a Beverly Hills residential neighborhood from a second floor perspective. The sound of the door opening behind me is the only thing that stops me from making a run for it. I take a deep breath and pray for the courage to be able to talk to him openly about my fears. 

	The man smiles warmly at me and crosses the room, extending his hand. “Hello, I’m Dr. Shaw,” he says. 

	“Hello, my name is Rylee, and I’m a sex addict.” Jesus, did I really just blurt that out? My stomach is in knots and my vocal filter must have decided to take a vacation. Even so, it took a lot of courage for me to say those words, and I’m not sure how I feel about the man standing across from me chuckling in response. 

	“Rylee, you’re not at a Sex Addict’s Anonymous meeting. This is a comfortable and private space for us to talk and work through why you think you are a sex addict.” 

	“Our session is confidential, correct?” I’m about to confess my innermost secrets to Dr. Shaw, a well-respected and highly recommended sex therapist who specializes in alternative relationships. Well… not personally recommended, but people on the internet have given him amazing reviews. I could have bought myself a new Michael Kors purse for the price of this visit, but my piece of mind is priceless, which is how I ended up standing across from a man who reminds me of my father. 

	“Of course. Everything said in this room is treated with absolute privacy. Why don’t we both get comfortable so we can begin?” Dr. Shaw is attractive for an older man in his late forties, with salt and pepper hair and laugh lines; he seems kind. 

	I nod, accepting his explanation, and take a seat on the sofa while he opts for the chair across from me. I have to talk to someone; it kills me not to be able to talk to my best friend Cassidy about this. I know she’d try to understand, but she wouldn’t in the end. Cassidy and my twin brother Zack are dating and sickeningly in love. Plus, they don’t ever keep secrets from each other. 

	“Why don’t you tell me about yourself?” he asks. 

	“Sure, I’m twenty years old and a sophomore in college. I have a twin brother, Zack, and two best friends, Nick and Cassidy. Right now, I’m home on break and staying with my parents, but during school I share an apartment with Cassidy.” He nods while jotting down a few notes. 

	“So you lead a pretty typical life for a twenty-year-old from the sounds of it,” he replies.

	“Yeah, I guess so…” 

	“But there’s something else you’re struggling with, which is why you’re here today. If you’re ready to talk about what’s really bothering you, I’m here to help you work through your feelings.” The sincerity in his tone matches the look in his eyes and with an exaggerated sigh, I begin to tell him my fears. 

	“Ever since I was a teenager and started dating, I knew I was different. As relationships with boyfriends would progress, I would never fall in love with them like they claimed they were in love with me.” I thought about my brother’s best friend, Nick. He’s been the only one I’ve ever come close to feeling something for, though it was really more lust than anything else. We’ve become more like friends with benefits as we’ve grown closer over the years.

	I watch Dr. Shaw’s infrequent note-taking; most of his attention is focused on me and I begin to feel myself blush.

	 “Rylee, you’ve got nothing to be embarrassed about. Trust me, I’ve heard plenty worse than what you’re telling me. Please continue.”

	This is where it gets real. 

	“My boyfriend and I recently had a threesome. We had a deal to experiment one night with a girl and then a few days later we’d do it with a guy. The threesome with the girl was whatever… I mean, it was kind of hot but not really my thing.” 

	“Go on…” 

	“About a week later, we found a guy online who was willing to hook up with us. It was… God, I’m going to sound like such a freak.” I’m not sure if I can do this. My eyes dart around his office and lock on to the diplomas on his wall. The only one I can read from here says he earned his Master’s Degree from Stanford but I already knew that from his website. 

	My nails tap nervously against the table next to me. Dr. Shaw waits patiently even though from the way his eyes keep moving to my fingers, I’m probably driving him crazy. “Sorry, nervous habit.” I say with a shrug, pulling my hand into my lap instead. 

	“Let’s pause for a moment. Part of sex therapy is embracing the fact that different sexual orientations aren’t bad. In fact, most of them are quite normal and healthy, especially when practiced in a consensual, healthy, and sexually open relationship. There is nothing about you or your sexuality that makes you a ‘freak.’” 

	“You haven’t heard the rest of my story yet,” I tell him, and he nods for me to proceed. “It started off slow, with me kissing each of them. It progressed a bit further with them kissing each other. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was with this entire experience. We went at it all night. I had sex with each of them separately and at the same time. They also had sex with each other while I watched, both penetrative and oral.” My heartbeat echoes in my ears. I’ve never been so nervous in all my life. When I finally get the nerve to look up at him instead of staring at my hands, the pounding in my ears slows dramatically. There isn’t any indication he’s put off by my confession. It’s a relief and gives me the courage to stay and keep talking. 

	“How did you feel the next day when you had time to reflect back on the situation?” He flips the page on his yellow legal pad and poises his pen above the paper, waiting for my response.

	“Well… I missed it. I missed their touch, sleeping between the two of them, the closeness we all had… it was like an awakening. Dr. Shaw, it was the first time in my entire life I’ve ever felt normal. I’d go so far as to say I felt loved by both men, which is ridiculous, but it’s also the truth. I can’t be normal!”

	Dr. Shaw passes me a bowl of candy from his desk and I pick out a few. Smart man to have chocolate to help calm the emotional women who come into his office. 

	“Rylee,” he says, smiling brightly, “there are different theories regarding sexuality. My belief is sexuality is a sliding scale. Not everyone is attracted to men or women. Some people are attracted to traits regardless of gender just like there are people who are only attracted to people with brown hair, men who are bald, or women with small breasts.” Dr. Shaw could see I was still skeptical, so he continued.

	“You’re on a different sliding scale, Rylee. One that is… more tactile, for lack of a better word. You need to feel an extra amount of love and emotion. You’re highly stimulated not only by sensation but also by visual stimuli. It sounds to me like you’d benefit from trying a polyamorous relationship, such as a triad. Do you know what that is?” 

	“Sort of. I’ve looked up some stuff online.” 

	“It means you’re sexually and emotionally fulfilled by having more than one person in your life. For some people, it means having an open relationship between partners, but from what you’re describing, it sounds like since you crave the love and commitment from this type of relationship, you’d benefit from a triad.” 

	“And what exactly is a triad?” I feel sick to my stomach, but I’m also flooded with relief that at least there’s a term for what is wrong with me. 

	“Well, every triad works differently. It can mean an open relationship between three people. In my experience, most people who actually use the term triad consider themselves a person who is in or wants to be in a committed, monogamous relationship with two other people. Some triads even marry each other in a non-legal ceremony while others have two out of the three marry legally and then add the third person in a more meaningful and symbolic binding of the heart,” he explains.

	“People really do this? Go out in public this way?” I’m processing this information. Slowly.

	“Indeed, they do.” 

	“Don’t they get judged? I mean… wouldn’t I have seen this?” 

	“Even when they go out, you’d likely never notice anything amiss. There might be three people together at the movies, or having dinner, but most couples don’t flaunt their lifestyle or love.” 

	“But this is so messed up…” I half-whisper.

	“How so?” he asks, leaning back in his chair, genuinely intrigued. 

	“Why can’t I be on the arm of two amazing men in public? Why does that have to be wrong?”

	“You can, Rylee. Building up to a public outing is about your comfort level. Successful therapy is not only about accepting your sexual orientation, it’s also about getting you to the point where you can push past what society thinks and do what feels right for you. The societal norm is for people to couple off. Humans make up an extremely small percentage of species that lean toward monogamy. Most other species seem to believe variety is the spice of life.” 

	“So what do I do?” 

	Dr. Shaw stands and walks to his desk, opens the top drawer, and pulls out a business card. When he sits back down, he holds on to it instead of handing it to me. 

	For a long moment, he’s quiet as his gaze meets mine. He’s judging me, not in a bad way—but almost as if he’s flipping a coin in his mind, trying to decide what to do next. When he finally speaks, it’s with kindness, and relief flows through my entire body. Realizing I’m different is the scariest part of my life, but knowing Dr. Shaw accepts me means everything to me. Even though he’s virtually a stranger, he’s the only person I’ve ever told about my desires.

	“It’s not my place to tell you what to do. My job is to help you figure out who you are sexually and, if necessary, work with you while you begin to understand your sexual orientation. Some patients are relieved to know they aren’t alone, while others need a safe place to discuss how their sexuality will affect them in and out of the bedroom. You should keep in mind you’ve only been down the threesome road with two men one time. What you felt then may not be what you feel next time. However, I’ve got good instincts, and you seem like a woman who knows her mind.” 

	“I don’t think I’m going to feel differently next time.” My words come out softer than anticipated. 

	“I’m not so sure you will, either. When we spoke on the phone, you mentioned your number one concern was keeping our session private because of your family’s status in the community. Until you are ready to open up to people about your sexuality, or in the case you’re never ready, this company may be a solution.” 

	He hands me a non-descript card with only Pepperhill Lodge printed in simple black and white text and a website on one side. “If you flip the card over, there is a referral password for clients I feel may benefit from their services.” 

	“Is this like an undercover sex club?” Holy crap. Is this going to be the kind of life I have to live? 

	Dr. Shaw laughs. “Relax, Rylee, it’s not as bad as you think. Pepperhill offers a variety of services. They have a highly encrypted website which works almost like any other dating site, except this one is for people of a certain class in situations such as yours. Nobody on the site uses their real names, and no photos are exchanged. However, the one rule the club is strict about is physical description. You must personally go to their facility, sign a contract, and they build a physical profile for you. That way no one is ever deceived by someone’s appearance.” 

	“That’s comforting…” I’m so confused and also a bit excited. 

	“It all helps so you end up with someone you’re attracted to,” he explains. “You can book a day, a weekend, or a full two-week vacation there. You set up the parameters of your trip, find like-minded partners on the site, and meet up.” Dr. Shaw sits back in his chair and continues, “Or they can review your requirements and set you up with people based on your interests and preferred experience should you not want to have anything more than a sexual relationship or casual fling.” 

	My mouth is dry, and it’s all I can do to just nod my head. “Have you? I mean, do you… Ugh, I just want to know how do you know they are as good as they say?”

	His smile is enigmatic. “I’ve been there, Rylee. I didn’t fall into this career by happenstance. I’ve been where you are. Feeling insecure and worried about people judging you isn’t a good way to feel. If I can help one person through this difficult time in their life so they don’t feel how I did any longer than absolutely necessary, it’s made my job completely worthwhile.” 

	“So you’ve used their services?” 

	“Yes, I have in the past.”

	“And you trust them implicitly?” I ask him earnestly. His answer will determine more than I can even imagine.

	“I do.”

	How is it I’m in a doctor’s office and he’s referring me to a sex club?

	“Rylee,” he says seriously, “you have to do what feels right for you. This is one option, but it’s not your only option. You’re young and things could change, your feelings could change. Whatever you decide to do, make sure you’re doing it for yourself. Others may think they have a say, but only you have to deal with your conscience, and trust me when I tell you being untrue to yourself only hurts you in the end.”

	“Do you think there’s something wrong with me?” 

	“No, Rylee, I don’t.” 

	“Thank you, Dr. Shaw. May I see you again if I need to?” 

	“Of course, Rylee. This is therapy, and you can see me as often as you need to.” 

	I nod and stand to leave. When I reach the door, he calls out. 

	“Rylee, I know it’s not easy, but when you feel the self-shaming coming on, try and remind yourself just because your sexuality isn’t the norm, doesn’t mean you’re not normal.” 

	“I’ll try,” I whisper as I leave his office. Dr. Shaw has given me a lot to think about. Keeping this quiet is my main concern. The Stafford name is recognized everywhere and since my brother Zack and I are heirs to the Stafford Empire, everything we do reflects on the family name. It’s already a heavy burden to bear. If my sexuality ever got out, it would ruin everything my family has spent generations building. No matter what happens, protecting my family has to be my number one priority.
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	I’ve never been more grateful for my dad’s offer to let me use the company jet as I am right now. I was able to spend almost a full week in Hawaii for Zack and Cassidy’s wedding. Cassidy sent me a selfie of her and Zack as I was leaving the hotel this morning. They looked blissfully happy, and that’s all I’ve ever wanted for them. 

	Zack and Cassidy spoke straight from their hearts when they exchanged their vows and shared their belief in moments. They firmly believe there is a finite moment in life when people absolutely know they’ve crossed paths with the people they’re going to spend the rest of their lives with. 

	But as happy as I am for both of them, I’ve got a business to run—one I’ve severely neglected the past few days. Unfortunately, there’s only so much my assistant can handle via text message and email. I have my computer on and my email’s inbox is full—with three hours left of my flight—but I find myself too distracted to work. Sitting back with a sigh, I close my eyes and think about Pete, another one of Zack’s best friends; the one I spent last night and a better part of my vacation with. Pete owns one of the top security companies in the world, and we hit it off immediately. I left his arms this morning with a heavy heart, but we both agreed it’s best to remain friends for now and see where this road leads us.

	Unfortunately, right now the road is leading me home to Nick, my oldest friend and favorite mistake. I stop smiling, thinking about the dozens of text messages he sent me since he returned home from the wedding. Reaching into my purse I pull out my phone and scroll through them again. 

	Nick: Talk to me, Rylee

	Rylee: You said you’d give me space. We’ll talk when I get back.  

	Nick: This is bullshit and you know it. You don’t get to choose Pete. 

	It was bullshit and after that, I ignored him up until he texted me before takeoff. I know I owe him a discussion, but I just don’t know what to tell him when I’m so confused myself. 

	Nick: I know I said I’d give you time and space. I want to, Ry, but I can’t. We’ve wasted years. Please call me when you land. 

	Rylee: Just give me a few more days. 

	My relationship with Nick was almost easier when we kept each other as a dirty little secret from Zack. But now that Zack has given me his blessing to date whomever I want, things have gotten complicated. What would Zack do if he knew his sister wanted to date both of his best friends? I snorted.

	Not like that will ever happen. 

	Instead of working, Cassidy and Zack’s vows were going through my mind. My brother has never been afraid to speak from his heart, and his vows were no exception:

	“Cassidy, whenever I think of how our love came to be, I know without a doubt there is a power out there greater than us which brought us together. When we met at six years old, I knew I needed you in my life, and you instantly became one of my best friends. There was a particular moment when I was eight years old when I just inexplicably knew you would be my wife one day. But I was eight, and that didn’t mean a whole lot then. It was just something I knew and I carried inside of me and held on to. It was my moment.” 

	Although he put Cassidy on the spot by forgoing traditional vows with their own, she recovered beautifully from his surprise. Her vows touched my heart deeply: “

	You are my knight in shining armor, Zack. You’ve been slaying my dragons for longer than I even realized they existed. Some people have one true love, and some people have many, but I truly believe our souls have been together from the beginning of the ages. They recognized each other immediately, and our mortal selves never stood a chance. I’m so comforted by that knowledge, knowing should we ever be parted we’ll find each other again. My life isn’t complete without you in it.”

	Nick and I had our moment years ago in high school when some girls tried to trick him into getting them pregnant. Even though they didn’t succeed—thanks to Cassidy—Nick was really upset that night. He showed up after I had broken up with my boyfriend and we were able to comfort each other in a way we never had before. It was the first time we ever had sex, and if I knew anything that night, it was that Nick was always going to belong in my heart.

	But after what happened this week, I’m questioning everything. There’s something different about Pete, and I knew it the second I saw him. He’s confident, sexy, honest, and real. My feelings for him locked into place when Zack got angry with him for having sex with me and Pete reminded him that while he promised to never hurt me, he never promised to not make me scream. Pete was willing to risk his friendship with my brother whereas Nick wasn’t.

	I’m not sure if I buy into their theory completely, but I’d like to think it could be possible. I wonder if it’s more like Cassidy said and some people get more than one true love. If that’s the case, people could technically have multiple moments. Maybe Nick was meant to be my childhood love and Pete is meant to be my forever love. Or could it possibly mean…?

	No, I won’t let my thoughts go there. I won’t let myself dream of a future I can never have. 

	It really shouldn’t matter to me, anyway. I don’t have time to fall in love or think about love. I’ve got projects booked until the end of the year, and I have to relocate my business and buy a new house in Hawaii. I’m determined to buy something close to Zack and Cassidy, but there isn’t a single house on Sunset Beach for sale. I’m willing to pay double the property value of anything I can get, but it would involve convincing someone they really want to sell. 

	I wasn’t planning on relocating to Hawaii at all, even after Zack surprised Cassidy with the house he had me help decorate for them. But when they dropped the bombshell about expecting a baby, my fate was sealed. There’s no way I would miss a second of the baby’s life, and if that means living in Hawaii and moving into one of their guest rooms until I can find a house then that’s the only choice for me. Besides, out of all of my family and friends, I know Zack will be my biggest support if and when I finally come out with my sexuality, even with how freaked out he gets with talking about sex.

	Traveling to Pepperhill Lodge and changing my appearance in order for no one to recognize me has been worth the money I’ve spent just to be around people who understand the way I feel. I’ve been able to meet other people like me who can’t act out on their deepest desires in their daily lives, either. Spending time with two men in my bed—shopping, dining, and just doing everyday things—is the most complete I’ve ever felt.

	But Pete made it very clear he doesn’t share, and Nick is all for a threesome with a woman, but I’m sure he’d never be up for it with a man. So I’m back to square one. No Nick. No Pete. No love. 

	Could I be happy with Pete? Without a doubt. 

	Could I be happy with Nick? Absolutely.

	But what would really make me happy—happier than I’ve ever been—would be to have them both. 
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	The sound of the ocean lapping against the shore usually lulls me to sleep quickly, but not tonight. I worked almost forty-eight hours straight, was propositioned more times than I can even count by the woman I was working for, and yet, the only thing on my mind is Rylee. 

	It’s been six weeks since she left the island, six weeks since Zack and Cassidy’s wedding, six weeks since I’ve been utterly and completely sexually satisfied. Masturbating doesn’t even get me there; after I come I still need more. I need completion, and Rylee Stafford is the only woman who’s ever given that to me. 

	Lola, my detail for the last few days, eventually decided I was gay. I don’t care, I’m used to it. I’ve had sex with many women but never those I’m paid to protect. There’s a reason why we’re one of the most elite security companies in the –world—we never give in to distraction. 

	My phone dings with an incoming text message. I hope it’s not an issue with a job; I’m exhausted and need to sleep before driving anywhere. 

	Rylee: Hey, Sexy. Are you ignoring me or are you still out on a job?

	Rylee is one of the most interesting women I’ve ever met. She’s truthful, self-sufficient, doesn’t offend easily, and never assumes anything without asking first. 

	Pete: Not ignoring you, that’s your job. Just got home after working almost 48 straight, exhausted but can’t sleep. 

	My phone rings almost immediately. “Hello, Ry.” “What do you mean that’s my job?” she demands from the other end of the phone. I can picture her pretty little lips pressed into a pout. Just thinking of her makes my cock ache with need. 

	“Come on, Ry, it’s been six weeks since you left. Every week your brother and Cassidy drill me about you while we have dinner,” I tell her. “What do you tell them?” Her voice is lower, hesitant, and I know I’ve struck a nerve. 

	“Same thing as usual. We’re friends, nothing more, and I’ll see you when I see you.” It’s a bullshit line and they know it. I’m frustrated and I miss her like crazy but it’s my problem.

	“Pete, I’ve been swamped with work, but I do miss you.” Her pleading tone is sincere. I’m sure she’s telling the truth, but knowing Nick is there and I’m here pisses me off. 

	“How’s Nick?” I’m being a dick, but I don’t care. 

	“I wouldn’t know. I’ve only seen him once since I’ve been back and it was the night I got home. I know it sounds like I’m feeding you a load of crap, but I’m a party planner and it’s wedding season. Most nights I fall asleep at my desk. I’m tired, running ragged, and can’t wait for my annual vacation so I can wind down and think things through.” 

	I run my hands through my hair and exhale. “Look, Rylee, you’ve successfully friend-zoned me and Nick. You don’t owe me anything. We had a few good nights. But you owe him.” 

	She releases a soft sigh on the other end of the line. “I know I do, but why do you care?” 

	“Honestly, I don’t give two shits about you and Nick Morris. He’s a pompous ass who deserves what he gets. You, on the other hand, I like, and avoiding your feelings isn’t healthy. Cassidy makes it sound like Nick is waiting for you like a little lonely puppy. You should tell him you love him or put him out of his misery. You’ll feel better if you do.” 

	“I doubt it. Why do you hate him so much?” she asks. 

	“Don’t hate him, don’t really hate anyone. Just don’t like him,” I answer.

	“And you won’t tell me why?” 

	“No, Rylee, I won’t. Sometimes the past is best left there. If he wants you to know, he’ll tell you himself.” 

	“Zack said you used to be civil to each other.” 

	“We did a long time ago but like I said, things change.” 

	She growls in frustration, and I hold back a laugh at the adorableness of it. “Can I ask you something?” 

	“You can ask me anything you want.” 

	“What if I can’t choose between you and Nick? What if I need to date both of you to figure this out?”

	The insecurity in her voice shakes me to my core, but I can only give her one answer. “I can’t be in the middle of this, Rylee. I’m happy to date you and see where it leads for you and me. But I won’t be in the middle of a love triangle. I’ve been there before and it doesn’t work for me.” 

	“That’s not what I… You know what, never mind. You’re right. I need to choose. When can I see you?” 

	“I’d love to see you anytime. When are you coming back to the island?” 

	She groans. “I wish I knew. I miss Zack and Cassidy like crazy, but I’ve got clients lined up through the end of the year. Would you come here?” 

	In a heartbeat.

	“Would it make a difference? If you’re not making time for Nick, who lives ten minutes from you, how would you be able to make time for me?” 

	“Good point,” she admits, defeated. 

	“Pete?” 

	“Yes, Rylee?” 

	“You sound exhausted. I’m going to let you get some sleep. I’ll talk to you soon.” 

	“Sure thing. Goodnight.” 

	“Goodnight,” she replies softly, disconnecting the call. Maybe I could give in and go see her just to see what happens. I’ve got a client out there I can check in with, so I can easily justify it as a business trip. Besides, as much as I hate to admit it, I think it’s time Nick and I finally sat down and had a talk. Six years is long enough to hold a grudge, even if I’ll likely never forgive him. 
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	Zack and Cassidy got married two months ago and Rylee is still avoiding me at all costs. I’m trying to give her the time and space I promised her after I found out she’d started seeing Pete. 

	It might be easier if she was interested in anyone other than Pete. I’ll never forget the look on her face when I left her house the night she came home from Hawaii. 

	“Nick, what are you doing in my house? You scared the shit out of me!” Anger flashes across her beautiful face. I knew she’d be pissed, but I’ll be damned if I’m going to let her continue to ignore me. Not now. Not after we could finally be together and not hide it from Zack.

	“We need to talk and you’re ignoring me, Rylee. You didn’t give me a choice. Besides, you’ve never minded me letting myself in before.” 

	“Things have changed, Nick.” She plops down on the bed next to me, avoiding my gaze.

	“Nothing has to change, Rylee.” 

	“Look, Nick, we’ve danced around each other since high school. You’ve never indicated you wanted anything more than a fling.” 

	“That’s not exactly true or fair, Ry.” 

	“Fine. You never wanted to talk to my brother about us to make it a reality. Now Zack finally knows we have a sexual history and you want to stake a claim. What is it really, Nick? Is it Zack being okay with us, or is it because you don’t want Pete to have me?” Her green eyes flash with a mixture of anger and sadness. I guess I can’t blame her. 

	“I love you, Rylee Stafford. I’ve loved you since we were teenagers. You are my best friend and the only woman I can ever picture myself having a future with.” 

	“You pick now to tell me you love me? What happened to giving me space and time?”

	“Fuck space and time. I need you, Ry.” 

	When I pull her close and kiss her, something is different. We’ve always connected but now it feels deeper—there’s a desperate longing in our kiss. She feels it, too, because she’s stripping my clothes off as rapidly as I am hers. I open her bedside drawer, where I know she keeps the condoms, and pull one out. Winking at me, she grabs it from me, rips it open, and expertly slides it on my dick with her mouth. 

	Damn, Rylee’s sexy when she shows off what she’s been practicing. We went through a box of condoms the last time she tried that stunt, each one tearing or rolling back into her mouth until she finally got it right. But fucking hell, when she finally got it right… 

	She slides down on top of me and exhales my name. 

	“Nick.” 

	There’s no way I’m going to give her control after I bared my heart to her. Flipping us over and taking her hands in mine, we move together in synchronicity. My lips and tongue suckle and kiss every part of her neck, her breasts, and her mouth. 

	When we come together, we’re kissing, and she cries out my name into my mouth. Rylee loves me, I know she does, even if she isn’t ready to admit it. My dick softens and I roll off her gently, tie off the condom, and toss it into the bedside trash. 

	Instead of cuddling with me like we normally do when we’re not having sex, she darts into the bathroom and comes out fully clothed. 

	Fuck.

	“Nick, I think you should go.” 

	I feel like she punched me in the gut, but I’m going to take Zack’s lead on this one. He never let Cassidy pull too far away, and I’m not going to let Rylee shut me out now. 

	Silently, I get dressed. She’s still standing by the bathroom with her arms across her chest. She doesn’t want to get close to me because she doesn’t want to admit her feelings for me. 

	“Rylee,” I say, walking toward her at a slow pace. She eyes me up and down and presses herself as close to the wall as possible. She’s not getting away from me. 

	I pull her into my arms and crush my lips to hers. My hand weaves into her sexy, just-fucked hair, and I pull her tightly to my lips. I kiss her with all the passion I’ve had building inside of me for years and she feels it. I know she does because she hasn’t stopped whimpering the entire time her tongue has been dueling with mine. When I finally slow the kiss, she whimpers even more, and when I slowly pull away, her fingers go immediately to her lips as if she’s trying to savor the magic we just shared. 

	“I’ll go for now, Ry, but not for long. I’m going to check in on you every day, but I’ll give you space and stay away. Don’t take too long because I want you now more than ever, Rylee. I always have and I always will.” 

	I place a soft kiss to her forehead and leave. 

	We’ve been texting each night for the last seven weeks. I tell her I love her, and she tells me she needs time. One night, Ry was drunk and called me crying. It took everything I had not to drive over there and comfort her, but she was insistent she needed to be alone. Rylee rambled about how I didn’t really know her and there was no way I could love who she really is. 

	I assured her that wasn’t the case but ever since then, I’ve been trying to figure out what she could have meant. She played it off as drunk talk, but the truth always comes out when drinking. That’s also the night I told her I gave my notice at my firm and was going to take Zack up on his offer to move to Hawaii. 

	“Rylee, you should know I’ve decided to take Zack up on his offer and move to Hawaii.” My words are met with a loud gasp across the line. 

	“Why would you do that, Nick?” 

	“Because I love you and you guys are my best friends. Even if you don’t choose me, Ry, I’m always going to be your friend.” 

	She sighs softly and I know there are a million things she’d like to say to me but instead holds back like always. “Does Zack know?” 

	“No, I’ve already agreed to help him and commute for the first year while he gets things up and running, but I want to surprise them with my move.”

	“Great, another secret, just what we need.” Laughter betrays her sarcastic tone. 

	I haven’t been sleeping well ever since our last conversation and the dark circles under my eyes show it. I can’t turn my mind off; I can’t figure out what Rylee could be hiding. I’m not proud of this, but I even searched through her house last weekend when she was working. It was pointless. There was nothing to be found, and I felt like an unbelievable ass.

	I’ve been searching for Rylee on the internet for the past two hours. It’s almost midnight and instead of finding secrets, I just keep coming across photos of her, which makes me no closer than I was before. I only miss her even more. 

	I jump when my doorbell rings and I close my browser. Aside from Zack, Rylee is the only person who ever stops by this late. But it’s not Rylee looking at me through my peephole, it’s Pete. I back away from the door, my stomach in knots. 

	“Open the door, Nick. We need to talk.” 

	“If I wanted to talk to you I would have done it in Hawaii.” I don’t care if I’m acting like a kid. Pete brings out that side of me and always has. 

	“Stop being a pussy, Morris, and open the damn door.” 

	With a deep breath, I swing open the door and wave him inside. The last thing I want to do tonight is talk to Pete, but a discussion is the least of what I owe him. “Come on in. Want a beer?” 

	He drops his duffle bag onto the floor and eyes me up and down. “Whiskey, neat. Bring the bottle.” 

	With a nod of my head, I lead him into the living room where he looks around, taking in his surroundings. He’s always been observant; it’s probably why he’s so good at what he does. He’s got a good sixth sense. “What’s with the bag?” I ask, handing him his glass and taking a sip of my own. 

	“Figured this was going to be a late night and you wouldn’t mind putting me up in your guest room.” 

	With a sigh of resignation, I shrug. “Sure, why not? It’s not like things between us could get any more awkward.” 

	He laughs uncomfortably and holds his glass out for me to refill. Pete always did like to drink when things got emotional. Guess some things never change. 

	We sit silently across from each other for a while—a long while. It’s not until our fourth glass when he finally asks what he’s been dying to ask, even though I’ve tried to explain it to him many times. That’s the thing with Pete; everything has to be on his terms. It’s one of his best and worst features. 

	“Why did you do it, Nick? Why did you wreck everything?” The pain in his eyes is unmistakable. All these years he’s held on to it, and I feel even worse. Pete was always comfortable with his sexuality; he’d accepted it as a part of himself in high school—at least he said he did. Although I knew I was attracted to men back then, I never let myself experiment until college. And even though I was in love with Pete, I was still struggling to understand what my sexuality meant for my life. I wasn’t ready then to announce it to the world. I never wanted to hurt him, and by the time I realized what a stupid mistake I’d made, he wanted nothing to do with me. I should have fought harder, but I didn’t want to cause him any more pain.

	That’s not entirely true. By then I knew I was in love with Rylee, and I knew she’d never accept me with Pete, so I buried my feelings and focused on her.

	Now, after all this time, he’s here and ready to listen. I move over and sit down on the couch next to him and face him like a man, like I should have six years ago. 
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	I’ve had three glasses of whiskey in rapid succession, not counting the three I had in the last hour of my flight. I’m far from sober, but I’m not completely drunk yet. I thought I could come here and talk to Nick, man to man, when I left my house, but the part of myself that’s furious over what happened six years ago disagreed. I figured the alcohol would relax me; instead, it’s driving all those suppressed memories to the surface. 

	“Babe, have you seen my keys? I’m going to be late for class!” I call out to Sue loud enough for my voice to carry through the house. 

	“You mean these?” Sue swings my keys around her pretty, perfectly-manicured finger, and smiles. 

	“Yes, those.” I reach for them, and she hides them behind her back. 

	“Come on, Babe, give them to me, I don’t have time to make you. Henderson has really been on my ass lately.” 

	“Are you sure?” she teases as a hand reaches around from behind me and grips my cock. 

	“Yeah, Pete, are you sure?” Nick asks as his other hand wraps around me and works on unbuttoning my pants. 

	My keys clatter to the floor and Sue shrugs her shoulders, acting sorry, even though we all know she isn’t. As Nick releases my cock from my boxers, Sue drops to her knees and takes me into her mouth. 

	“Fucking hell,” I groan as her tongue circles the tip and Nick’s teeth bite up my neck until he reaches my ear. There’s no way I’m leaving for class now. I’ll go for the second half.

	“It’s such a turn-on watching her suck your cock,” he says, turning my head and capturing my lips with his. His tongue meets mine forcefully, sensually, and Sue matches our pace with her tongue on my cock. Nick continues his assault on my mouth as Sue sucks harder and faster, until I’m about to come. 

	Nick pulls away and whispers loudly in my ear, “Come in her mouth. I want to watch her take it all.” 

	Sue moans around me and takes me even deeper, and I close my eyes as my orgasm hits. “Hell yeah, baby. Swallow all of it,” Nick commands Sue as he brushes kisses across my neck. Sue stands and Nick releases me, pulling her into a kiss. It’s so erotic watching him kiss her after she’s sucked me off. 

	When Nick releases her, she tucks me back into my pants and Nick picks up my keys and hands them to me. “Go to class. I’ll finish up here and we’ll see you when you get home.” 

	“You sure?” I do need to get to class, but I hate to miss out. 

	He places a hand on each of my cheeks and pulls me to him. This time, his kiss is slow, passionate, and loving. Nick is the only man who has ever consumed me this way, and he says it’s the same for him with me. 

	“I’m sure. We’ll see you when you get home,” he says after he pulls away. 

	Sue squeezes in and kisses me goodbye. “See you later, Babe.” 
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	I make it to class with about sixty seconds to spare. Zack picks up on my good mood immediately. 

	“Just get laid?” he asks with a laugh. 

	“Something like that. I almost missed class altogether.” 

	“It’s a good thing you didn’t. We have a surprise test today, Cassidy told me he sprung it on her class this morning.” 

	Shit. I haven’t caught up on the required reading. “Great.” 

	“Look on the bright side… No matter how bad you do, you’re still here to take it. His no make-up policy sucks.” 

	Zack and I grab a beer and a burger after the test, but I’m anxious to head home to Nick and Sue. We moved in together a few months ago. Everyone thinks we’re roommates because it’s not exactly acceptable to out yourself as a threesome in college. Nick finally let go of some girl he was messing around with on the side and put his focus on us. 

	It’s been great—lots of sex, lots of fun, and the best part is we’re in love. We met at a party last year and started hooking up a few times a week. As things progressed, so did our feelings for each other. I’ve never felt like this about anyone before. Sue plays it off as something fun and crazy to do in college sometimes, but Nick and I both know better. She loves watching Nick and I fuck; it seems to turn her on more than anything. Then when we take her together. Sweet Jesus, the sounds she makes brings us both to our knees. It’s the perfect relationship.

	When I pull into the driveway, the garage is open and Nick’s car is gone. Sue is sitting on the couch with her suitcases packed next to her. 

	“What’s going on? Is everything okay?” I ask her.

	She shakes her head. “Nick and I had a fight about that girl he was messing with before. He said he couldn’t do this anymore because he’s in love with her. He packed his bags and left. I’m sorry, Pete. I wrecked it.” I sit next to her and reach for her hand but she pulls away. 

	“What’s going on, Sue?” Everything was fine when I left. How could things have gone so wrong so quickly? 

	Tears stream down her cheeks and she doesn’t move to wipe them away. “I can’t do this, Pete. I’m just not into it without Nick.”

	“I thought you loved me, I thought you loved him. We’re supposed to be a team!”

	She’s shakes her head rapidly. “I don’t. I thought I did, but this was all, too much, too fast. It was fun, but I think I’m more of a one man kind of woman. Watching the two of you together is beyond hot, but the threesome thing just isn’t for me. I’m sorry, Pete.” Sue stands to kiss me on the cheek, grabs her luggage, and leaves. 

	My relationship disintegrated beneath me in less than five hours. I lost the loves of my life and the reason why is staring me in the face. I sit back with my drink in hand; his explanation better be good.
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	Why did I wreck everything?  Over the course of six years, I never gave him any answers. Instead, we just avoided each other until Hawaii. Seeing him again brought back so many memories—good and bad. “I don’t know where to start.” 

	“How about the beginning? Seems to work most of the time.” Pete sips his drink and props his feet up on the coffee table. 

	“After Sue and I had sex that day, she told me she was in love with me. She wanted us to be a couple and leave you,” I finally manage to say.

	He nearly spits out his drink. “What the hell? That doesn’t even make sense. She had just finished sucking me off before I left for school!”

	“Yeah, I know. Trust me, I pointed that out to her,” I tell him. “I don’t know how to explain this, but…” I can’t find the words, “…it was like something in her switched. Sue was insistent she didn’t want our group relationship anymore and wanted just the two of us to make a go of it.” 

	“So what happened next?” he asks with a sigh. Pete looks as if I’d punched him in the gut. Six years later and it still affects him this way. I should have told him then instead of taking the fall. We should have dealt with it together. 

	“I told her I wasn’t interested in what she was proposing, so she said she was leaving us.”

	“Okay... so why did you leave?” Pete demands to know. 

	“I was trying to protect you,” I blurt out. Softer, I say, “I recognize now that I went about it the wrong way, but back then it made sense.”

	“Protect me from what?” he snaps back, his anger evident. 

	“A broken heart, okay!” I suddenly stand, feeling embarrassed by the choice I made back then and an overwhelming frustration. “I knew how much you loved her and how much it would hurt you if she left. She was constantly harping on me about Rylee, but I wasn’t messing with her then. I was happy with our situation and I’d backed off anything to do with Ry.” 

	“So you were protecting me?” he asks incredulously, and I know it’s hard for him to believe. 

	“It was believable to think I was leaving for Rylee and ruining our relationship. You could be mad at me but not hate Sue. If I were to blame for everything falling apart, it wouldn’t have been as big of a deal. She was the glue holding us together. I didn’t want you to get hurt knowing she wanted me and not us.” 

	“This is unbelievable. All this time I was so pissed. Hell, I’m still fucking pissed. Damn it, Nick!” He stands and paces, suddenly picking up his glass and throwing it across the room, shattering it against the wall. 

	“Jesus, Pete, relax.” I stand, hoping to calm him down. He nails me with a furious glare and stalks toward me. I’m sure he’s going to hit me, and I know I deserve it. 

	“Shit!” he yells, and I flinch, still waiting for the punch that hasn’t come. 

	“Just get it out already,” I say with a sigh. 

	His arm reaches around my head and he pulls me to him. Pete’s lips crash against mine and his free hand grabs my ass. I haven’t felt this kind of heat from a man in years. Since our last day together. 

	Our teeth gnash together, then he sucks my bottom lip into his mouth and bites. His tongue duels with mine, seeking power, seeking my submission, and I give it to him. 

	Willingly.

	Freely.

	Excitedly.

	Pete has always been one of my biggest regrets, and fuck if he doesn’t feel good wrapped around me. 

	Suddenly, he pulls away from me and pushes me out of his space. Then pulls me back to him just as quickly.

	“I fucking loved you. I loved you more than anyone I’ve ever loved and you broke me when you left. Yeah, losing Sue sucked, but dammit, Nick, losing you almost killed me.” 

	His words suck the air from my lungs. All these years I’ve pushed our time together to the side. But the reality is, aside from Rylee, Pete is the only person I’ve ever loved. 

	“I loved you, too,” I tell him softly as he releases me again. 

	Pete collapses onto the couch and pleads to me with his eyes. “Then why?” 

	“Because I stupidly thought you loved her more than me.”

	“This is unreal.” He pours himself another glass of whiskey and knocks it back. 

	I’m the world’s biggest idiot. I never should have pushed him away. 

	“I have to ask, what, if anything, does Rylee know?” His answering glare is glacial, but I’m not going to tiptoe around anything, not anymore. 

	“She knows I don’t do love triangles because I had my heart broken and I’ve never been the same. She doesn’t know it was broken by a man. By you. What about you, Nick? Does Ry know you like men?” 

	I shake my head. “She knows I like to mix it up and have threesomes, but she just assumes they’re with women. I’ve never had the guts to tell her otherwise.” 

	“So what do we do now? I’m not a fan of keeping secrets. You should know that better than anyone.” 

	All those calls and messages he left, I ignored. I haven’t felt this bad since I left him. And now I don’t know what to do. He kissed me, and even after all this time, our passion is still there.

	“Now, we sleep. I’m exhausted. Tomorrow, we talk and decide what to tell Rylee. Maybe you can help me with something. I’ll fill you in tomorrow morning. Guest room is down the hall, first door on the right. Make yourself at home. Goodnight, Pete.” 

	I turn and walk away from him without giving him the opportunity to stop me. I’m borderline drunk and seriously turned on. If I don’t get into my room and lock the door behind me, I’m going to do something I know I’ll regret. 

	Fuck Pete for showing up on my doorstep and turning my world upside down. 

	[image: Image]

	Last night, I tossed and turned all night. This time, it had nothing to do with Rylee and everything to do with Pete in the room down the hall. 

	It was sort of a dark time in my life when I was with Pete and Sue. Rylee had a serious boyfriend, so we weren’t messing around. Zack and Cassidy were living together and we’d only see each other occasionally. They never even knew I lived with Pete because it was such a short-lived situation. I spent a lot of time trying to figure out who I was back then. My sexual identity was at the center of the darkness. I was young and confused. I knew I loved Pete, and I loved Sue, but I knew I didn’t love her in the same way I loved him. That should have been my first clue. I never missed her, but I constantly missed Pete. My mom helped me come to terms with my sexuality and even though I don’t share it with people, I’d never hide it or deny it if the right man came along. 

	Or back into my life. 

	When I left that day, I didn’t have anywhere to go except back to my parents’ house. My mom welcomed me with open arms, and I cried on her shoulder for hours. She knew how much I loved Pete. She tried to get me to answer Pete’s calls and talk to him—come clean to him—but I didn’t listen. Instead, I threw myself into classes and work. When Rylee and I ran into each other after graduation, I threw myself into her. 

	I’m no saint; I’ve been in and out of more beds than I’d like to admit. It’s easier to cover the pain if I don’t allow myself to get close. The only people I’ve ever gotten close to are Rylee and Pete, and neither of them seemed like a viable possibility until recently. 

	I got pretty shitfaced and had a long talk with Zack about my feelings for his sister before his wedding. She’s all I could talk about, and I was jealous. The thing is, I’ve spent many nights since then trying to figure out if I was jealous of Pete or Rylee. 

	After Pete kissed me last night, I’m no closer to figuring it out. Instead of going to sleep, I replayed his kiss in my mind again and again as I got myself off. The entire time, I hoped he was in the other room doing the exact same thing. 

	I consider my options as I nurse my second cup of coffee. Losing Pete was one of the hardest things I’ve ever been through, and I don’t want to lose him again. There’s no doubt we have things to work through, but our passion is still strong—that has to mean something. The only problem is if I work things out with Pete, I’ll hurt Rylee, and I’d never intentionally do that. But someone will still get hurt if I let Pete go and Ry chooses between us. It’s an impossible situation. 

	“Morning,” Pete grumbles as he makes himself at home and pours a cup of coffee. He’s wearing blue jeans and a black t-shirt, no shoes or socks, and his hair is a mess. Still, he’s sexy as hell. Pete has filled into his physique nicely. Where I’m tall and lean, Pete’s tall and muscular. 

	“Morning,” I answer, passing him the creamer. 

	“Nah, just black,” he says, pushing it back my way. 

	We sit in an uncomfortable silence until he fills a second cup. I want to say something about last night, about six years ago, but I’ve never been aggressive in my relationships. I can tear someone down in a courtroom but in my personal life, I like keeping things peaceful, amicable. I’ve been working on trying to express my feelings lately; it’s why I was waiting in Rylee’s house when she came home from Hawaii. 

	“About last night,” he says, clearing his throat, “I’m sorry.” His blue eyes meet mine, and his sincerity shines through. 

	“Which part are you sorry about?” 

	He seems surprised I’m asking, and the hint of a smirk emerges. It encourages me to hold my ground and continue speaking my mind. 

	“Well, throwing that glass for starters. I’ll clean it up in a little bit.” 

	“It’s already done. What else?” 

	“I shouldn’t have kissed you.” 

	“Are you sorry for kissing me, Pete?” 

	He continues to hold my gaze. 

	“Should I be?” He leans back and crosses his arms over his chest all while continuing to stare me down, trying to get me to look away first. It’s not happening. Not this time. 

	“Hell no,” I toss back, leaning back in my chair, mimicking his pose. 

	“So what now?” he asks with a laugh, and I relax; Pete’s finally letting his guard down. 

	“Now we talk. Come on.” 

	He follows me into the living room and sits next to me on the couch.
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	Coming here last night was probably a bad idea. As I sit next to him on his living room sofa, all I want to do is throw him down and kiss him. I’ll never know why I thought seeing him would be a good way to get closure. 

	The fact that we’re both interested in the same woman isn’t good. Especially with the history the two of them have. 

	Compounded by the history we had. 

	Have. It’s still there and so is the heat. 

	I was attracted to Nick from the moment we met at a party for bisexual college students. With his blond hair and hazel eyes, my cock hardened from just shaking his hand. 

	Our relationship started off hot and heavy. We left the party together and fucked each other into oblivion. We’d spent a good portion of the following week doing the same and getting to know each other. A month later, we met Sue and we were both attracted to her immediately, although knowing what I do about her now, I have no idea why. 

	It’s not because of what Nick told me about her last night, either. One perk of being in security is I can follow up on people if I choose to. One night, I was nostalgic over Nick and Sue, so I looked them up. Nothing surprising came up about Nick, but Sue has been arrested multiple times for embezzlement, fraud, and even prostitution. When I found out her recent history, I thought about finally returning Nick’s calls, but I wasn’t sure he’d be receptive to hearing from me. 

	Yet here I am in Nick’s house, on his couch, aching to be with him again. I know we have to talk about Rylee, but as I sit next to him and his eyes lock on to mine, I’d prefer to live in the moment for a change. He’s leaning toward me, hesitant, but I’m not. I push him back down onto the couch and climb between his legs. His cock is already hard, tenting his basketball shorts.

	“We shouldn’t,” he mutters unconvincingly. 

	“Your cock says otherwise,” I remind him, gripping it in my hand. My lips meet his, and his tongue immediately seeks mine as I continue to jack him off with my hand. The pre-cum soaks through the front of his basketball shorts, so I back away from our kiss long enough to pull them off. 

	He’s commando.

	Nick doesn’t go commando unless he knows he’s getting fucked. Old habits die hard, and I know he wants this as much as I do. It’s hot as hell. I drop my head down and take a swipe of the wetness covering the tip of his cock with my tongue. His hands slide down his body until they’re tugging my hair while simultaneously pushing me down further onto his length. My mouth opens wider to accommodate him, and I groan as I take him further down my throat. I always loved going down on Nick and burying myself deep inside of him. He’s vocal during sex, which is a huge turn-on, especially since he tends to not be so vocal in his day-to-day life. 

	“Hell yeah, Pete, take it all.” My head bobs up and down, taking as much of him as I can. Gripping his thighs with my hands, my tongue swirls around his tip, the taste of his pre-cum fueling my desire. I’m not stopping until he comes, and then I’m going to take his ass, too. 

	When I lift my eyes to his, it takes every ounce of my self-control to not come when Nick’s smoldering gaze meets mine. He’s watching me, and when his eyes roll back and he releases a guttural moan, I know I’ve got him. His cock jerks in my mouth, and I use my free hand to milk every single drop from him. He softens and I slow my pace a bit, using my mouth and tongue to lap up every last bit. 

	I crawl up his body and kiss him again, this time slower, allowing Nick to taste himself on my tongue. His hand reaches down and grips my erection, and I groan in frustration. 

	“Do you have lube?” I ask him, hoping he doesn’t think I’m jumping the gun. 

	“Hell yeah, I have lube. It’s in the bedroom.” 

	I pull him with me as I rise to my feet, and he takes my hand. Lacing our fingers together, he leads me into the bedroom. Nick is the only man whose hand has ever seemed to fit mine just right. I always thought because we were guys, it would be harder for our hands to fit together, but now I believe hands fit together like puzzle pieces. When you have the right mate, you have the perfect fit. 

	Nick strips his shirt off the second we walk in the bedroom door. Heading straight to the bedside table, he pulls out lube and condoms. Then he turns to me and pulls my shirt off, dropping to his knees while unbuttoning my jeans. Slowly, he strips them from me, pulling out one leg, then the other. He rubs my hard-on through my boxers for a brief moment before pulling those off as well. 

	“I won’t make you come, but I have to taste you, just for a moment,” Nick says before wrapping his perfect mouth around my cock. With one hand, he reaches behind him and grabs the lube, using it to coat his finger. He spreads some around my asshole before slowly sliding his finger inside of me. 

	My breath catches, and I’m already fighting the urge to come. Nick has always had an extraordinary effect on me. Time hasn’t changed that. He senses it and releases me from his mouth as he slides another finger inside of me. His tongue explores my balls as he finger-fucks me. I don’t think I can handle any more. 

	“Enough, Nick, I need to fuck you.” 

	He pulls back and looks up at me. “Need to or want to?” 

	“Both. Can’t you tell?” My exasperated tone brings a smile to his face. Nick runs a finger through the wetness at the tip of my cock and brings it to his mouth. With his eyes locked on mine, he slides it in his mouth and sucks it slowly while softly moaning. His fingers are still working their way in and out of my ass. I don’t think I’ve ever had to try this hard not to come before. 

	I reach down and pull his finger from his mouth to mine and suck it. His erection perks up again and he slowly gets to his feet. I move in closer until he’s backed up against the bed and I softly push him down. Fuck, he looks good sprawled out in front of me. 

	He starts to flip over onto all fours but I stop him. I need to see his face while I’m fucking him. I have to know how bad he wants this. I reach for the lube and coat my fingers then work them slowly into his ass. First one, then another, and another until he’s stretching nicely and exhaling small cries of pleasure. 

	My cock is painfully hard, and he’s more than ready. 

	“I want you, Pete,” Nick whispers as he strokes himself. He’s completely hard again. “I’ve wanted you for six damn years. Fuck me before I flip you over and fuck you.” 

	Jesus have mercy on my soul. I could almost come from just his words. Almost. He releases his dick long enough to open the condom and put it on me. He squeezes lube into the palm of his hand and works his hand around my length until I’m properly lubricated. Once he releases me his hand goes right back to stroking himself again. 

	I’m careful with him. As excited as I am, I’d never want to hurt him. But Nick’s anxious and as soon as the head of my cock is in, he pulls me closer by my hips. As my length slides in deeper, he cries out in a mixture of pleasure and pain. 

	Nick’s tight ass clenches around me, and it’s all I can do to not come. Instead, I hold still and lean down to kiss him. 

	Slowly.

	Deeply.

	His kiss ignites a part of me that has been locked down deep inside for far too long—the part of me that fell in love with this sexy man at twenty-one years old. 

	“Jesus, Nick.” I’m breathless when I pull away and slowly begin to move inside of him again. He lifts his hips, pulling me closer. He feels too damn good, and I’ve been without him for too long. There’s no way I can hold off my orgasm much longer. Especially not when he reaches between our sweat-slicked bodies and pumps his erection. He looks so fucking hot right now with the veins bulging on his dick pulsating under his hand. The cries he releases every time I thrust inside of him fuel my desire to fuck him harder. 

	“Harder, Pete. Please, fuck me harder… Feels so… damn… good.” 

	I lose myself in him. It feels amazing and it’s hard to tell where his cries leave off and mine begin. 

	“Pete!” He shouts my name as his cum squirts all over his stomach and my chest. The eroticism of the moment steals my breath. When Nick swipes his finger through his release and brings it to my lips for me to taste, I lose all control. My orgasm rips through me as I’m sucking his finger. My body shakes and I collapse on top of him. He wipes the sweat from my brow and kisses my forehead, my cheek, my nose, and finally my lips. I roll to the side and remove the condom, tie it off, and toss it to the floor. Next, I pull him close and kiss him softly. 

	When he looks up at me, I recognize the hesitancy in his gaze; he’s conflicted. I understand because I’m feeling the same way. What we just did was beyond incredible, a long overdue reunion, but there’s a huge factor between us and she’s as pretty and sweet as they come. 

	“Rylee,” Nick says, reading my mind. 

	“Yeah, I know.” I pull him closer and enjoy the feel of his warm, muscular, body against mine. I know I’m being selfish but I don’t care. I’ve never been one to deny myself anything, but I’ve denied myself this opportunity for years, and I don’t want to lose it again so soon. 

	“I love her,” he whispers, but it doesn’t bother me.

	“I know you do. I’m pretty taken with her myself.” 

	Nick sits up and leans against his headboard. He obviously has something on his mind, so I follow his lead. 

	“We haven’t spoken in six years, Pete, and I’m not sure falling into bed was the smartest move considering what’s going on right now.” 

	“Maybe not, but all this time, I never knew you loved me, with or without Sue. I understand that now, but my feelings didn’t just die because you walked out, Nick. They never died at all.” 

	“What does that mean?” 

	“I’m not sure, but how do you feel right now? Not about Rylee, but about what happened last night and this morning.” 

	“I feel good,” he replies with no hesitation. “Really good, actually. My feelings for you didn’t just go away, either. But, obviously, neither did my feelings for her.” 

	“You know we have to tell her, don’t you? Regardless of what does or doesn’t happen with us, she has the right to know we have a past.” 

	Nick shifts his eyes and looks to the ceiling, exhaling loudly. 

	“Yeah, I know, but how do you think she’s going to take it? I’m pretty sure she’ll flip the fuck out.”

	“Well, you know her better than I do, but Rylee seems pretty easygoing. I’m not sure there’s too much in this world that would freak her out. Who knows? Maybe she’ll get off on it.” My tone is hopeful.

	“Doubtful. If I thought she’d be okay with it, I would have told her years ago. Somehow, Ry doesn’t seem like the type of girl who would enjoy knowing her on-again-off-again childhood love is also interested in men. And I’m doubly sure she wouldn’t get off on watching me fuck another man.” 

	“Or be fucked by one?” 

	“That, too.” One of the things I enjoyed the most about my relationship with Nick is that neither of us are set on a position. 

	“Well, what do you suggest?” I inquire.

	“Actually, maybe we hold off just a bit. I wanted to ask you for your help this morning before things took a turn and we ended up in here.” 

	“I’m not sold on the idea of holding off, but tell me what you need help with.” 

	“A few weeks ago, Rylee called me, drunk and in tears. She kept going on about me not having a clue who she really is and how if I did I wouldn’t want her because I wouldn’t understand.” 

	“That doesn’t sound like her.” 

	“Yeah, I know, so I tried to figure it out, but she refuses to talk about it. She blamed it on the alcohol. I even searched her house and did some internet searching. There was nothing I could come up with.” 

	“You searched her house? Like when she was in the shower or something?” 

	“When she was working a wedding. I feel like an ass for doing it, but I’m worried about her. I could never hate Rylee and there’s nothing she could tell me that would ever change my feelings for her.” 

	“Why don’t we hold off on telling Rylee about our history? Maybe if we can find out her secret and confront her, it will soften the blow of ours.” 

	“I don’t know…” He’s skeptical, but I think it’s our best option. 

	“What do you have to lose?” Nick shrugs at my question.

	“The same thing I lose whether we tell her now or later. You’re right. Let’s see if we can figure out what’s going on with her first. What’s your plan, anyway, Pete? Why are you here and how long are you staying?” 

	“Are you kicking me out?” 

	“No, you can stay as long as you’d like. I’m just curious.” 

	My reasons for coming out here are pretty much gone now. I’m not going to check up on Rylee. Especially not after being with Nick. “You know I came out to see Rylee. Check in, see if I could work myself in for a weekend, but now I’ll probably go home and see what I can find out about her.” 

	“So your visit really had nothing to do with me?” Nick’s confusion is cute, his tone almost frustrated. He wants me to admit I flew out here for him, but I didn’t really keep that a secret.

	“My visit had everything to do with you, too. We wasted years on a misunderstanding. I’m glad we straightened it out. I’d like to get to know you again, Nick. Believe it or not, I’ve missed you in my life. If nothing else, it would be nice to have you as a friend again.” 

	He nods, “I’d like that, especially now that I’m moving to Hawaii.”

	“You’re moving to Hawaii? Since when?” If Nick is moving to Hawaii, this changes everything. 

	“Since Rylee decided to move. Zack doesn’t know yet, so I’d appreciate it if you let me be the one to tell him.” 

	“Sure.” I don’t care if Zack knows; all I care about is that maybe we’ll have a chance to see where this takes us. 

	“Well… Since you’re already here for the weekend, why you don’t stay? We can start getting to know each other again now.” 

	“Sure, why not?” The thought of spending the weekend getting reacquainted with Nick excites me. 

	“I think you should go see Rylee and see if you can get a feel for what’s going on. She likes you. Maybe she’ll tell you what she can’t tell me.” 

	“If I see Rylee, I’m going to sleep with her,” I tell him bluntly. 

	“Is that a problem?” he asks with a smirk and a raised brow. 

	“Hell no. I just wasn’t sure if you wanted me anywhere near her.” 

	His hand covers mine on top of the sheet. It’s an intimate gesture and surprises the fuck out of me. 

	“What I’d like is you and Rylee sharing my bed. If we’re starting fresh, I need to make a confession. When I saw you with Rylee, I was jealous. I’m just not sure if I was jealous of you or jealous of her.” 

	“I was angry, at you and at myself,” I confess. 

	“Why yourself?” he asks, surprised. 

	“Seeing you again flipped a switch I couldn’t turn off. I’d spent so much time and effort keeping thoughts of you in the past, and when I saw you again… you looked good. Really good. And I knew if I were Rylee, I’d pick you.” 

	“Let’s shower and then you can go see her. I’ll give you my spare key so if she blows you off or kicks you out, you can come back.” 

	“I’ll be back regardless.” 

	A small smile plays across his face. “I was hoping you’d say that,” he says, squeezing my hand gently. I’ve got no idea what we’re getting ourselves into but for now, I’m sure as hell going to enjoy it.
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	“Come on in, Rylee, and have a seat. Would you like something to drink before we get started?” 

	“No, thank you, Dr. Shaw.” Another visit to my favorite therapist. I’ve been seeing Dr. Shaw for about eight years now. I absolutely adore him; he keeps me sane. 

	“Alright, let’s recap from our last visit, shall we?” 

	“Of course.” 

	“Last time you came in you had just gotten home from Zack’s wedding. You had sex with Nick and then kicked him out of your house because you were conflicted. Does that sound about right?” 

	“Yes, that’s about the gist of it.” I reply with a smile. 

	“Great, now why don’t you tell me what’s happened since then?” 

	“Nothing much. I’ve been swamped at work and have been working a minimum of twelve hours a day.” 

	Dr. Shaw leans back in his chair and steeples his fingers. He doesn’t take many notes anymore; we’ve essentially become friends. “You know, Rylee, avoidance isn’t healthy. What happened to talking to Pete and Nick and feeling them out?” 

	“Oh, come on, you know what happened. I chickened out! I thought about what we discussed and I tried to tell Pete. But he took what I said another way, and I didn’t know how to correct him, so I cut the call short instead.” 

	“And Nick? Have you seen him since the night you got home from Hawaii?” My gaze lowers to the slate grey carpet and I shake my head. “Rylee, look at me. I’m not judging you, but I want you to tell me what you’re thinking and how you feel.” His expression is one of kindness, it’s always kind. No matter how much we go round and round, he’s still nice to me. 

	“I’m ashamed. I have so many deep feelings for Nick. I love him, but if I tell him, even though he enjoys threesomes, I’m not sure he’ll get it. Even worse, he’ll tell Zack.” 

	“Let’s try something for a minute. Let’s rewind to high school. From the night you slept with Nick, have you had any secrets from others you entrusted to each other?” 

	Nick and I have been through so much together; I really have to think about that for a minute. “Sure, I mean, aside from the obvious with the two of us messing around, which was the biggest one. I guess there’s been a few others as well. Why?” 

	“Don’t get angry with me, but listen to what I’m going to tell you. Remember, I’m here to help you.” 

	“Okay, shoot.” 

	“I’m not so sure Nick would tell your secret, Rylee. The two of you have a significant history, and even if what you tell him isn’t what he’s into, I’m not so sure he’d discredit your emotions. Especially since he tends to like variety in his sex as well.” 

	“Can I have some water?” Suddenly, my mouth is dry and my heart feels as if it’s constricting. He nods and brings me a cold bottle from his office refrigerator. 

	“Rylee, you and I have never discussed this, but have you ever asked Nick about his threesomes?” 

	“No, of course not!” He nods again and this time jots down a few notes. I hate when he takes notes. It makes me feel as if I’m regressing, and the point of therapy is to move forward… no matter how slowly. 

	“How do you know Nick is having threesomes with other women? Is there a chance there could be other men involved instead?” 

	Wait. What? 

	Could he? 

	No, no way. 

	At least I don’t think so…

	“I’ve honestly never even considered that. Nick is a ladies’ man, he always has been. He’s never explained his sex life to me. They were mostly offhanded remarks and I never inquired further because I didn’t want him asking questions about my sex life.” 

	“Rylee, I still feel what we discussed in your last session is your best option for practicing coming out. Pete is a security professional and it’s his job to keep secrets. Someone with a reputation such as his won’t easily out you to your family. Even if he isn’t into a polyamorous relationship, talking to him should make talking to Nick easier for you.” 

	“I know and I agree.” 

	“How are you feeling about Pete since your last visit?” 

	“My feelings for Pete are insane. We talk almost every day and if we don’t talk, we at least text briefly. I know it’s early to love Pete, but I can’t help how I feel. And it’s hard for me to admit to loving anyone because of how I am. It’s easier to hold back than it is to be hurt.” 

	“Are you sure about that? You’ve never tried.” 

	“Point taken. But I am falling for Pete, harder each day. He’s so easy to talk to, and we have so much in common. The fact that he doesn’t hold anything back and tells me exactly what’s on his mind is incredible.” 

	“I’m sure it is, but you aren’t extending the same courtesy to him, are you?” 

	“No, I’m not.” 

	“Okay, let’s change gears again. I want to talk about long-term goals. When you started coming in for your sessions, you were struggling with learning about your sexual orientation. Over the past eight years you’ve learned to embrace it.” 

	That is so true. I was a confused girl when I came here the first time, but now I’m a woman and still enjoy what I was afraid of then. And I’m not afraid anymore—not of who I am, only of how I’ll be perceived when people find out. 

	“Now, the next goal we’ve been working on is you telling Nick and your family. Or any other partner you’ve casually dated over the years. Other than your activities at the lodge, you don’t allow your true sexual orientation to be a part of your life. Until you accept who you are, no one else can or will accept you, either.” 

	“I know, Dr. Shaw.” 

	“So tell me, Rylee, what is your short-term goal and what are some long-term goals you’d like to achieve?” 

	“In the short term, I want to have the courage to talk to Nick by the time I get back from the lodge this summer.” 

	He nods his approval. 

	“And in the long term, I want to be happy. I want a husband, or two, and a family. I want children, and I want them to grow up knowing there’s nothing they could ever become that would ever make me love them less.” 

	“Those are both great goals to have. Now, let’s continue our work to get you there. Remember, you can call me any time if you choose to tell them and something goes wrong. I’m always here for you, day or night. We’ll get through this, Rylee. You just have to develop the courage in yourself to get to the light at the end of the tunnel.” 

	“You really think the light exists? That I can be free and happy?” 

	He points to his ring finger on his left hand and then to the one on his right. He once explained to me he was married to both of his husbands in a spiritual ceremony. They each took a ring finger and vowed their hearts. It’s a beautiful story—one I’ve often hoped I can follow in my own life someday. 

	“I do, but what I think isn’t important, only what you believe is.” 

	“Thank you.” 

	“Rylee, I’m beginning to worry a bit about you. You’re admittedly in love with two men who know nothing about your intimate needs. The repercussions of continuing to hold out on them without disclosing your true self could be drastic. Not only for them but for you. The longer you wait, the harder it will be to move on if there’s a negative outcome.”

	“Do you think that will be our outcome?” My response is low. His concerns worry me more than I want to admit to myself.

	“Well, sometimes people surprise us. I’d like to believe one, if not both of them, will be receptive to your needs. While I do believe Pete is your best option to tell first, I think Nick may be the one willing to walk this journey with you since he dabbles in threesomes.” 

	Even the thought of Nick accepting me for who I am fills my heart with joy. I know it’s a fantasy, but if Nick could accept me the way I am, maybe we’d have a chance with Pete.

	“Don’t forget, you can always bring them in here and tell them in my office. Sometimes it helps to have some moral support.” 

	“I know, but it won’t be necessary. I can do this.” I grab my purse and walk to the door, grateful for Dr. Shaw’s reminder. 

	“I know you can, Rylee. See you next week.” 

	[image: Image]

	 “I’m coming, hold on!” I’m going to kill Nick. He’s the only person who would incessantly bang on my door. It’s what I deserve for continuously blowing him off, but still… I fling open the door and turn around to head back to my office without even looking at him. I’m more mad at myself than anything. “I can’t believe you would stand out there banging like that. Have you lost your mind, Nick? I know I’ve been blowing you off, and I’m sorry, but I’m swamped at work and what needs to be worked out between us isn’t an easy fix.”

	I heard the door close when I stormed off, but he’s being unusually quiet. It’s not until I’m seated in my chair do I finally look up so I can break the ridiculous silence between us. 

	“Oh my God, you’re here!” Within seconds, I’m back out of my chair and have my legs wrapped around Pete’s waist. Wordlessly, he drops his lips to mine and kisses me breathless. A small amount of guilt nags at me because I’ve been pushing Nick aside, but I’m so happy to see Pete I ignore it. 

	Once he releases my lips, he walks us back into the living room and sets me down on the couch. 

	“You’re really here. I’ve missed you.” I’m not usually so honest with people, but Pete has an ability to make me confess all my sins and secrets. 

	His sparkling eyes tell me he’s happy I’m not throwing him out. It’s been two months since we’ve seen each other, and he looks good. Really good. 

	“Why are you here?” I ask.

	Pete cocks an eyebrow at me. “Are you not happy I’m here? If you want Nick instead, I’m sure he’d jump at the opportunity to see you if you called him.” 

	“No, I am.  Extremely happy. That came out completely wrong. I just mean how? Why? I thought you were busy with work. And no, I don’t want Nick, but he’s usually the only person who stops by and knocks on my door incessantly.” 

	A small smile of understanding creeps across his mouth. “Work is busy, but I have clients all over the place. One happened to bring me here, so I thought I’d surprise you while taking care of some unfinished business.” 

	“What are the odds your work will bring you here more often?” 

	“Probably not good, but you never know.” 

	He scopes out my house and his eyes settle on a stack of cardboard boxes propped against the wall. 

	“Moving somewhere?” His eyes dance with amusement. He knows damn well I’m moving. 

	I stand to kick off my shoes I’ve been wearing since I came home from Dr. Shaw’s, then lower myself onto his lap to straddle him, throwing my arms around his neck. 

	“I’m trying to start packing, but it’s hard when you live where you need to pack up.” 

	“I could help you.” His blue eyes meet mine, sincerity radiating from them. 

	“I could think of a much better way to spend your time here than helping me pack.” 

	Pete cups my chin in his hands and places a soft kiss against my lips. “Not me. The sooner you’re packed, the sooner you’ll be back home where you belong.” 

	Home.

	Pete called Hawaii my home, and I guess it will be soon enough. 

	“Maybe that’s true, but I’m booked through Christmas. I’ll be back for Thanksgiving at Zack and Cassidy’s, and I’m hoping to squeeze a few trips in before then. Honestly, until summer is over, I won’t even be able to think about it. I’ll be able to sort everything out once I come home from my vacation.” 

	“When do you leave?” 

	“August thirtieth, and I can’t wait. These next four weeks will pass quickly because of work but slowly because of how much I’ll miss you.” 

	“Do you miss Nick?” There’s no anger or animosity in his gaze, just interest. 

	“Yes and no. Nick is overwhelming at times, and he’s set on me making a choice I’m not ready to yet.” 

	“What’s holding you back, Ry?” 

	“You, my past, my future, society… I don’t know, Pete, I’m just rambling. I guess I want more time with you before making a decision that could impact the rest of my life. Does that make sense?” 

	“Sure it does, but why do I get the feeling there’s something else? You’re holding back on me, Rylee.” 

	“I’m not ready, Pete. Give me time, please.” 

	He pulls me closer and peppers kisses across my neck before pausing to whisper in my ear. “You don’t owe me anything yet, Rylee. I’m not a fan of love triangles, but I’m willing to make a temporary exception.” 

	“You are?” My words come out needy because he’s softly sucking on my neck and it feels good. 

	Too good. 

	“Mmm hmm,” he hums outside of my ear as his hands grip my shirt and pull it up over my head. I’m wearing a dark blue bra that gives the perfect amount of lift to my breasts. 

	“This color looks amazing on you. Too bad,” he says as his skilled fingers pop the strap open and he pulls it from me, tossing it to the ground. Pete’s hands caress my breasts and his fingers pinch my nipples until they’re blissfully hard and my panties are soaked. 

	“Pete, I need you.” Silently, he stands and places me on the floor. He kisses a path from my lips, down my breasts, pausing to suck my nipple into his mouth and flicks it with his tongue. 

	“Yes,” I hiss, and he chuckles lightly against my skin. He pauses when he reaches the button on my shorts. 

	“Rylee, darlin’, you’ve got to tell me you want this.” Pete is all about permission; sometimes it makes me wonder. When he calls me darlin’, his Texas accent pops out a bit. He grew up there before moving to California for college. For the most part you’d never know, but certain words are laced with his accent and it’s unbelievingly sexy. 

	“Pete,” I say firmly, tilting his head up with my finger, pulling his lips away from my abdomen. “I want this.” 

	He wastes no time unbuttoning my shorts and pulling them and my underwear down, carefully lifting each foot and then tossing them on top of my bra. 

	“Spread your legs,” he commands, and I eagerly comply. “Look at that pretty, glistening pussy. I’ve missed this sight.” The feel of his tongue against my clit has me weak in the knees and as if he senses it, his hands grip my legs tighter. Each of Pete’s arms holds one of my legs steady, and as his tongue works its magic, my cries become louder and louder. By the time he’s worked me into an incredible orgasm, I’m convinced anyone within a five-mile radius heard my pleasure-filled cries. 

	“I’ve missed that sound,” he says as he gets to his feet. Wasting no time, I grab the hem of his shirt and pull it off. Pete’s body is incredible. I’ve got no idea what kind of workout regimen he has but it must be seriously intense. 

	After taking a moment to admire the view, I repeat his moves and kiss my way down to his button; only I don’t ask for permission. As I begin to lower his jeans, Pete pulls a condom from his pocket. He’s always prepared and I’m glad, but a part of me wishes we were past this initial part of our relationship. I’ve never had sex without a condom, never had a partner long enough, but I want to. I want to know how it feels for a man I love to take me freely with no barriers. 

	Before I get a chance to remove his pants, he kicks them off. 

	“You should quit security and model underwear for a living. Not only would it be sexy as hell, it would be a lot safer.” 

	“Do you worry about my safety?” 

	I pause, caught in an awkward situation. There’s so much truth I’m withholding from him; the least I can do is be honest with him about this. “Yes, no one is invincible, Pete. No matter how good you are at your job.” 

	Suddenly, our sexy time has turned serious, and Pete drops his underwear and sits on the couch. After opening the condom and sheathing his gorgeous cock, he pulls me onto him, my legs straddling him. His cock is right at my entrance, and Pete pulls me close and kisses me as he works himself inside of me. 

	Pleasure fills all of my senses and I begin to move slowly but instead of letting me move freely, he places his hands on my hips and stills me completely. “I’m good at my job and I never take stupid risks. Darlin’, it’s been a long time since someone has worried about me. I won’t lie, it feels damn good. But I’m not yours, Rylee. Not yet, not completely.” 

	“Pete, I love this, whatever it is between us. I love how I feel when I’m with you and I hate how I feel without you.” My core floods with need for this man and I need to move. I’m also so overwhelmed with emotion I don’t know what to do, so I try honesty for a change. 

	“I’ve also got a past, one I’ve only shared with my therapist.” He releases me and grips my behind, guiding my slow movements during this emotional confession. He pushes deeper inside of me and it feels so good. For whatever reason, talking while fucking is completely erotic in this moment. 

	“Surely Cassidy…”

	 I rapidly shake my head no. “Only my therapist, Pete… for eight years, only him.” I lean back and his cock hits deep inside of me, stroking my G-spot. I tighten my knees around him and ride waves of pleasure. He continues to hold my backside and guides our slow, tortured movements. 

	“Whatever you tell him, darlin’, you can share with me. We should never have to carry our burdens alone.” His words are heartfelt, and I instinctively know I can trust him. My body floods with an overwhelming love for him. I’m so close to falling over the edge, not only with my orgasm but with my heart as well. 

	It’s the beginning of the end when he moves one of his hands against my clit. Pete presses his thumb onto my throbbing pleasure spot and I fall into ecstasy. My orgasm hits so hard and so strong I can’t even cry out; all I can do is gasp for air. His eyes lock onto mine as he comes; it’s so sexy. He is so sexy. 

	My body collapses against him as I try to regulate my breathing. Our hearts pound against each other and we’re both covered in sweat. I feel loved when he wraps his arms around me. I’m not sure what it is about this man, but he’s stolen my heart. Loving two men is amazing; I just wish they could love each other. 

	“I hope you’ll let me in and share your world with me someday, Rylee.” 

	“I want to tell you, but…” 

	“Is this about Nick?” he asks gently. 

	“Sort of but not really. It’s a discussion I owe you both, and I promise we’ll have it when I get back from vacation. I just have too much stress right now with work to add personal stress to it. Can you understand?” 

	“Yes, but I hope by then you’re closer to making a choice. I have to admit I do enjoy taking our time to get to know each other better. Our nightly talks are the highlight of my day.” His fingers dance along my skin, slowly moving up and down my back. 

	“Mine, too.” 

	“I want you to do me a favor, Ry.” His penetrating gaze meets mine. 

	“What kind of favor?” 

	“I don’t like playing games on uneven terms. You need to talk to Nick and stop pushing him away.” 

	“You’re encouraging me to talk to the competition?” I ask playfully.

	“I’m encouraging you to face your feelings, whatever they may be. Shutting Nick out right now isn’t the right thing to do if you’re trying to decide your future.” 

	He’s right, but admitting it sucks. “I’ll try… What happened with the two of you, anyway?” 

	A small smile creeps across his lips. “I was wondering how long it was going to take you to ask me that. I talked to Nick about the same thing last night.” 

	My answering gasp is loud, and he laughs at my reaction. “You two talked?” 

	“We’ve agreed to bury the hatchet for now, but our falling out was intense and it is also something we agreed to keep in the past. If you come back from vacation and trust me with your secret, then I’ll trust you with the story of what happened. Deal?” 

	“Deal.” For some reason, looking forward to hearing what happened between Pete and Nick to make them hate each other so much actually has me sort of excited to tell them my secret. Well, not excited, but at least not completely hating the idea anymore. “Shower?” I ask, slowly peeling myself off of him and standing up. 

	“Absolutely.” 
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	I wasn’t expecting to find Pete in my bed this morning, but I was hoping for it. Back when we used to live together, we had many lazy days in bed together. Although we were together then, I still struggled with my sexuality. Being in a relationship with Pete helped me realize love is not gender-specific. Our society wants to label everyone but the fact of the matter is, we are all people and we all deserve to find love regardless of what gender our partner happens to be. Pete gave me the confidence I needed to accept my sexuality and admit it wasn’t a phase. When I look back to those days, I always regret letting one of the most influential people in my life get away from me. 

	I’ve loved Rylee since we were kids, first as friends and then as more. I’ve loved Pete since college and right now, as I lie in bed and watch Pete sleep, I can empathize with Rylee. Her choice between us must seem impossible. As much as I love her, I’m not sure I’m willing to lose Pete if she were to pick me over him. He brings out a part of me I’m not sure I want to lose again. 

	“It’s too early in the morning to be thinking that deeply,” he mumbles as his eyes focus on my face. 

	“Pete, what are we doing? We don’t talk for six years and suddenly we’re in bed together. We both have feelings for Rylee and…” 

	Pete scoots closer to me, erasing the gap between us. His forehead drops to mine and his passionate gaze steals my breath. My heart races and my dick hardens. This is how it’s always been with us—it’s as if no time has passed. 

	“We’re doing what we should have done six years ago, we’re communicating. We’re blocking out the rest of the world and enjoying our time together without overthinking what’s going to happen tomorrow. 

	“I also know Rylee says she’s going to come clean with her secret once she gets back from her vacation. I need to look further into a lead I found last night when I set up a remote connection to her laptop while she was sleeping, but I need you to get her out of the house so I can go through it when she’s not home.” 

	“Maybe we should let this go.” All of this is beginning to make me uneasy. “Going through her things, invading her privacy, it’s not right.”

	“I don’t plan on searching her history. I’m going to check into her credit cards and cross reference anything that stands out in her email. I won’t be reading anything, it will be a computerized scan. I’m worried about her.”

	Oh, hell. This must be bad. “Why? You didn’t seem worried yesterday.” 

	“This is between us, Nick. You can’t mention it to her or anyone else. I’m only telling you so we can be on the same page from now on. No more secrets, no more avoiding, and no more doing what we think is best for the other without talking it through.” Pete can tell I’m still apprehensive. “Hey,” his lips brush against mine briefly. “We’re in this together from now on okay? We deal with whatever happens together as a team.” 

	“Alright, that sounds good to me. What did she say that worried you?” 

	“Rylee said she plans to tell us about her past, but the only other person who knows about it is the therapist she’s been seeing for eight years.” 

	We were sophomores in college eight years ago, and Rylee had a steady boyfriend. We didn’t speak much because I couldn’t stand how they were always all over each other. I never understood what she saw in him. She showed up on my doorstep the day they broke up as if no time had passed. “How is it possible Rylee’s been seeing a therapist for eight years and none of us knew?” 

	“I’m not sure but whatever the reason, she seemed at peace with it. Besides, she didn’t seem like it was anything to worry about. More like… something she needs to get out in the open.” 

	“Yes, but…” Even if it’s something she is at peace with now, something had to have happened for her to go in the first place. Isn’t that why most people go to therapy? To deal with things they can’t tell anyone else? Guilt washes over me and I feel sick. Whatever happened to her… I should have been there for it. 

	“Nick, shut up and kiss me.” His words are commanding, almost as commanding as his tongue as it duels with mine for control. I relent, slowing down our kiss. I don’t need control, I just need him. 
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	Pete woke me with a brief kiss the next morning. Fully dressed with his bag at his feet, he says, “I’ve got to go, my flight leaves in two hours. I took the liberty of programming my number into your phone and vice versa. I’ll text you when I land. Go back to sleep.” 

	“See you later, Pete.” My voice is rough and I’m still groggy, but he smiles anyway. 

	“You can count on it.” 

	I wake up refreshed and energized a few hours later. Last night was just like old times; we spent the entire night talking and catching up on life. I fell asleep wrapped in his arms when the sun came up. He left shortly after and I feel bad he never got any sleep, but he didn’t seem to mind. 

	We shared a few kisses and a lot of conversation, filling in the blanks of our pasts. It’s almost scary how quickly we fell back into our friendship. We didn’t talk about Rylee, neither of us wanting to wreck the progress we were making. Deep down, I think both of us are hoping it can be like it was with Sue. No, better than it was with Sue because Rylee actually loves us and we both love her. Rylee’s biggest problem is her public persona. The fun, lovable girl I know and love disappears and her ultra-conservative, do-no-wrong doppelganger takes her place. 

	It’s not surprising, both Rylee and her brother are heirs to the Stafford Empire, which ensures she walks the straight and narrow to safeguard her public image. While Rylee has never kept a lid on her hot little temper, she is the perfect angel when she’s in a social setting. Thankfully, she is herself in the bedroom; Rylee has a sexual appetite unlike any woman I’ve ever seen. Ry knows exactly what she wants and she’s not afraid to ask for it. 

	The sound of the doorbell ringing pulls me from my thoughts. I’m still in my boxers, but whomever is at my door should have called first. I swing the door open and find Rylee standing on my doorstep, eying me head to toe. “Expecting someone?” she asks.

	“Nope.” 

	She stands on her tiptoes and looks around behind me with trepidation. “Is someone here?” 

	“Nope.” 

	Rylee’s relief is evident as she drops back down to the ground. She places her hands on her hips and nails me with an irritated glare. “You’re a man of few words today. Are you going to ask me inside or what?” 

	I love when Rylee gets fired up. She’s sexy as hell when she’s angry. “Come on in,” I reply, waving her inside and closing the door behind her. She takes in her surroundings slowly, eyes darting back and forth across the room. There are two glasses on the coffee table and a bottle of whiskey between them from when Pete and I were catching up last night. Rylee doesn’t miss it. 

	“Was someone here?” 

	“Why do you care, Rylee? You don’t even want to talk to me anymore.” 

	“That’s not true,” she answers softly as she sits on the couch.

	“It is true, Ry,” I say, sitting next to her. “You barely text me lately. I get it, you need space and I’m trying to give it to you.” 

	“Did you sleep with someone?” She’s suspicious… good. It’s not like we’re together. 

	“Yes.” 

	“Is it serious?” Her hands are clenched, but that’s the only indicator she isn’t happy.

	“Many years ago, but now it’s something to do to pass the time.” Not exactly a lie but not completely the truth. Pete will never be someone to pass the time with. Losing him again, even if I get Ry in return, will hurt just as much as it did before. 

	“That’s it?” 

	“Oh, come on, Ry! Why does it even matter? You fucked Pete yesterday so you’re obviously not holding back, why should I?” 

	“He told you?” I don’t care that she’s pissed.  

	“Of course he told me. Just because you’re acting like a petulant child doesn’t mean the rest of us are. Pete and I are trying to bury the hatchet and deal with this situation like men. Neither of us are under the impression our relationship with you is exclusive. I still have needs and apparently so do you since you’re still fucking Pete. I’m not going to stop having sex on the off chance you’ll pick me.” 

	“Don’t be a jerk. I didn’t ask you to swear off sex. I’m just… surprised is all.”

	“I’m not sure why. I told you I loved you and I would give you space. You don’t let me in, Rylee. Never all the way. I’m not going to hurt you and I’m definitely not going to hate you when you tell me your big secret. You have to know by now I respect you more than that.” She picks up my couch pillow in defense of my rant and begins squeezing it tightly all while biting her lips to keep herself from saying something she’ll regret. Part of me wants to pull her to me and kiss her but the other part of me, the curious part, wants to know what she’s going to say.

	“You’re wrong, okay? You’re wrong about everything!” Tears gather in the corners of her eyes. Something struck a nerve, but I’m just not sure what. Rylee isn’t what I would call “a crier”, so when she does cry I know it’s because she’s allowed a lot of emotion to build up. 

	Her first teardrop falls once I reach over and pull the pillow away from her. My arms wrap around her waist so I can pull her into my lap. She rests her head on my shoulder as she cries it all out. She’s in pain, and there’s nothing I can do to help except try to help her to talk it out. I do my best to try and comfort her by stroking her hair and rubbing her back. With every sob she sucks in, I try to convince her everything is going to be okay. And it will because beyond anything else, we’re best friends. There’s nothing that could ever change that. “Shhh, it’s okay, Rylee.” 

	“You’re still wrong, Nick,” she sputters out on a sob, trying to drive her point home. 

	I hide my smile in her hair. “Okay, I’ll take full responsibility. What am I wrong about?” 

	Rylee leans back, wipes her tears away, and speaks through her residual sobs. “How I feel about you. Jesus, Nick, I’m in love with you, too. Why do you think this is so hard?” 

	She loves me. I knew she did, but hearing her say it brings a whole new feeling with it. “Why is it hard, Ry? Am I not enough for you? Does he fuck you better than I do? What is it?” I’m trying to keep my emotions under control, but I’ve been waiting to hear these words from her for so long. However, because of this situation, they somehow feel tainted. 

	She pulls away from me and scoots back to the corner of the couch, reaching out for the pillow again. Finally, she lifts her eyes to mine and answers me. 

	“I love you, Nick Morris, and I’ve loved you for a long time. The problem is I never thought we would have an actual chance, so I opened myself up for something new. Admittedly, my timing sucked, but there’s nothing I can do about that now. I’ve got strong feelings for Pete, too. I might love him.”

	“Great,” I mutter, leaning back against the couch and breaking eye contact with her. She needs to know about Pete and the past I share with him, but it’s a conversation we should have with her together. 

	“For the record, he doesn’t fuck me better. Or worse,” she adds quickly. “It’s just different with him. He’s stoic, where you’re open. He’s honest, where you’re a bit more reserved. He’s open with his feelings, where you hide them.” 

	“I hid them because we were sneaking around. You don’t think I want to take you out? Put my arm around you and kiss you senseless for the whole world to see? Do you know how many times I’ve wanted to hold your hand while we’re hanging out with Zack and Cassidy? How many times I wanted to pull you into my arms and kiss you deeply so they could see how head over heels I am for you?” 

	“I’m sorry, Nick, I didn’t realize…” 

	“No, you didn’t, but you were so easily swayed by Pete. I get it, Ry. I’ve known him for years. He’s charming and good looking, women drool over him and his abs. His profession makes him sexy and dangerous, which is a huge turn-on. Trust me, I’ve heard it all before.” 

	She cocks her head at me, and I can see when the lightbulb flashes in her head. “His love triangle, the one that broke his heart, it was with you, wasn’t it? You guys fell for the same girl before.” 

	“Something like that.” I mean, come on, what else could I say? It’s as close to the truth I can give her without giving it all away. 

	“Did you end up with her? Is that who was here?” Her eyes dart around the room as if she’s going to find clues. 

	“No and no. You can look around all you want. The whiskey is from Pete and the fucking took place in my room. That’s all it was, Ry. Just letting off steam by getting laid. You still have my heart, for as much good as it does me.” 

	“This is awful. I had no idea the two of you had been through this before.” 

	“It’s okay, Rylee, we’re big boys. What happened before is in the past and there aren’t any more hard feelings over it, honestly. We worked a lot of stuff out this weekend. It’s all good.” 

	“This weekend? You saw him more than once?” 

	Screw it; I want as few lies out in this situation as possible. “Yes, he showed up here Friday night. We got drunk, had words, and he spent the weekend. Aside from when he was with you Saturday, anyway. A long time ago, Pete and I were good friends. It’s kind of nice to know we can be cordial with each other now. Who knows, maybe someday we’ll even be friends again.” 

	“That’s interesting…” She scoots closer to me and tosses the pillow to the floor. “You have no idea how much I’ve missed you. I’m sure it doesn’t seem like it to you, but it’s been really hard to stay away.” 

	“So why did you?” 

	With a sigh, she leans on my shoulder. “Because I knew if we talked, or if I saw you, I wouldn’t give Pete a chance. I needed to give him a chance, but now that I have, I’m more confused than ever.” 

	“My love for you isn’t going anywhere, Rylee, but you need to choose by the end of the summer. My heart is yours until then, but if you can’t decide by then, I have to move on. I’m not Zack. I can’t wait forever. I want a wife, a family, and if you don’t want me, I need to find someone who does.” 

	When she leans over and kisses me softly, a tear runs down her cheek. Without a second thought, I wipe it away with my finger and then kiss her face tenderly. “Don’t cry. We’ll be okay no matter what.” 

	Rylee nods and pulls me into an even deeper kiss and when she pulls away, she looks so vulnerable. “Make love to me, Nick… I need you.” 

	Rylee’s never asked me to make love to her before, and there’s no way I’d ever deny her that request. Especially now when it might be my only chance. I scoop her into my arms and head down the hall. That’s when I realize I haven’t changed my sheets yet. Instead of heading to my room, I take her into the guestroom. She shoots me a questioning glare but then answers her own question. 

	“You haven’t had time to change your sheets. You always were really bad at that.” She’s giggling, and I know she’s recalling the time in high school I got in trouble for having people over and not getting the sheets changed before our housekeeper got there. She outed me to my parents, and my mom made me suffer through a huge sex talk. The sheets were always changed after that. 

	“I’m better than I used to be,” I reply defensively as I set her down and begin peeling off her clothes. 

	“Mmhm, I can tell,” she murmurs as I lace kisses down her neck while I unfasten her bra. Her hands slide under the edge of my boxers and pull them down. 

	As I guide her to the bed, I realize I don’t have any condoms in here. “Lie down, I’ll be right back. I need a condom.” She nods slightly and smiles. As I reach my room and see the tousled bed sheets, I’m glad I decided not to bring her in here. My bed smells like Pete, and she’d be shocked to say the least. When I get back to the guest room, Ry’s legs are spread and she’s cupping her breast and teasing her clit. Rylee’s so sexually in tune with herself; it’s a major turn-on. 

	“I thought that was my job today,” I say, tossing the pack of condoms next to us on the bed. She eyes them up and smiles. 

	“Eager much?” she asks.  

	“I’m hopeful, always.” 

	With my words, she releases her breast and pulls my lips to hers. Her tongue meets mine tenderly, and I match her stroke for stroke. There’s no hurry here; we’ve got all the time in the world. Her hands explore every part of my body she can reach, and I slide my arms beneath her, pulling us as tightly together as possible. The heat of our bodies moving together feels incredible. I’m surprised when she breaks off our kiss. When our eyes meet, Ry’s biting her bottom lip. 

	“What’s wrong?” I ask, pulling her lip from her teeth. 

	She shakes her head softly and a small smile creeps across her lips. 

	God, she’s beautiful. 

	Her expression is soft, even loving, and her words are even better. “You’re sexy as hell, Nick, and I want to clarify something you said earlier. I don’t care if Pete is hot and has a tight ass. You’re just as hot and have amazing abs, so don’t compare yourself to him. And those things aren’t important, anyway. I love you for what’s here,” she points to my heart, “and for what’s here,” she points to my head. “The way you treat me, love me, inspire me, engage me, and protect me is worth far more than looks. But still…” Rylee says with a sigh, pulling me a breath away from her lips, “you’re gorgeous, Nick.” 

	Our lips meet again. Now that she’s set my soul on fire with her words, I can’t imagine my life without her in it. My body grinds against hers and she responds by arching her back and crying out in pleasure. My hands run the length of her body in soft caresses, my lips place kisses everywhere I can reach, and my tongue dances across her delectable skin. When her cries fall from her perfect lips—one on top of the other—and her pussy drips with need, my hand seeks the condoms next to us as my cock teases her entrance. 

	“Nick, please… I need you.” 

	I enter her slowly once I have the condom on. Ry’s hands reach out to try to pull me in deeper, but I hold back, sliding in inch by inch. Her cries are like an aphrodisiac—every time one falls from her mouth, my dick hardens a bit more. She feels, too good and I’ve missed her so much. 

	Rylee begins moving her hips, trying to outpace me, but it won’t work. She asked me to make love to her and that’s exactly what I’m going to do. Locking Rylee’s hands in mine, I raise them above her head and grind my pelvis against hers. 

	As I lower my mouth to her neck, I whisper in her ear, “I love you.” Rylee squeezes me tighter with my pledge, and I repeat it again as I circle her nipple with my tongue, “I love you.” My words are soft but she hears them. I feel how she craves them by the way she clenches and moves against me, the way she drenches me, the way she calls out my name. 

	I release Rylee’s hands and slide my hand between us, placing pressure against her clit, continuing to move slowly but arousing all of her senses as I do. Her body thrashes below mine, but I still her with my body. Her skin is flushed and beaded with sweat, our sweat, and proof of how much she’s truly enjoying this. 

	“Rylee.” Her name falls from my lips like a whispered prayer. 

	“Nick,” she answers breathlessly, and I increase the pressure on her clit, lightly speeding up my movements. I’m about to come and I want her to come with me. 

	“I love you, Ry. For all the days of my life.” With those words, she cries out loudly and begins pulsing around me. 

	“I love you, too, Nick. Forever and always.” Her words combined with the way she rides the waves of her orgasm as she clenches me tighter pushes me over with her. 

	“Yes.” It’s more of a grunt as the ripples of our coupled orgasm take hold of my soul. Nothing has ever felt this good between us before. 

	For a brief moment, I collapse on top of her and her hands immediately begin stroking my hair. Carefully, I roll off of her and remove the condom, tie it up, and toss it to the ground. Then I pull her back into my arms and we stay in a perfect silence while our heartrates calm and our minds catch up to what just happened. 

	Her fingers dance up and down my arms softly, then slowly move across my chest. Before I know it, her hands are cupping my face and she’s kissing me gently. “Thank you,” she whispers.

	“It was my pleasure,” I smile. She actually laughs, and it’s so much nicer seeing her laugh than cry. 

	“Can I share something with you? Between just us two… without worrying about anyone else finding out?” she says.

	“Of course, you can tell me anything your heart desires. I’m always here to listen and help however you need me to,” I tell her.

	“You just blew my fucking mind. That might have been the best sex I’ve ever had.” 

	I thought she was going to clue me in on her secret, but I guess this is still good. 

	“Hey… why do you look like I just killed your puppy?” 

	“Sorry, I’m glad you liked it. I was hoping you were finally going to tell me your deep, dark secret. The sex was great because we poured love into it, Ry. Neither of us held back. I guess it’s why I thought maybe…” 

	“I want you to know something. This is important, so pay attention. I’m in therapy, and I have been for eight years.” 

	“Why, Ry?” 

	“Shhh, don’t cut me off… It’s nothing bad. Well, not to me, but it’s something I’ve been coming to terms with for a long time. What I want you to know is… For the past three years, the entire focus of my therapy is for me to feel comfortable opening up and being able to talk to people, mainly you, about what’s going on. I’m not in therapy for anything serious, so don’t worry about that.” 

	“Well, I’d guess gay, but you’re so obviously anything but...” 

	She cracks a laugh. “Definitely not.” 

	“Why me? Why are you working on telling me?” 

	“Come on, Nick, you have to know. You’re my best friend. Me, you, Zack, and Cassidy are the four amigos. But you and me, we’ve always had something deeper, special on a different level. We talk to each other, we hang out, we have fun, and I respect you. I want you to be able to love and respect me. But I’m not sure you will. I’m not sure anyone will.” 

	Rylee’s nervous; her hands are actually trembling. Whatever secret she’s holding on to, she’s terrified of it becoming public knowledge. 

	“You could always marry me.” 

	She chokes. “Wait, I’m sorry, what did you just say?” 

	“We could get married, and then I’d have to keep your secret and stay by your side no matter what. Plus, I wouldn’t be able to testify against you in court.” 

	“You’re so dumb, sweet but dumb. First of all, we aren’t getting married. We still have to deal with my feelings for Pete. And secondly, I’m not doing, nor have I ever done anything illegal that you would need to cover for me. However, it’s food for thought if I ever do commit an illegal act, I know your hand in marriage is an option.” 

	“Even if you don’t get in trouble, Ry, it’s always an option. I want to be the man you give your heart to. The one you ditch your last name for, the one whose love has permanent space reserved on your ring finger so the whole world knows you belong to me. You’re my forever, Rylee. You always have been.” 

	“Have you always been so freaking romantic?” 

	“It’s my superpower, but I only show it to people I love.” 

	“That just might be the sweetest thing I’ve ever heard. Can I ask you something serious?”

	I love how open and vulnerable she is today. The more she talks, the longer she stays; she can ask me if the sky is blue for all I care. “Anytime, anywhere, ask away.” 

	Her hand traces down the side of my face and I pull it to my mouth and kiss it tenderly. 

	“How many times have you been in love? I mean really in love, with your whole heart.” 

	“Only twice.” 

	A small gasp falls from her lips “Really? So just me and the love triangle girl?” 

	No, the love triangle man… But I can’t tell her that. “Yes, what about you, Ry?” 

	“Just you and Pete. I’m so confused. I love him. Well, I’m pretty sure I do, but not like I love you, but not much different, either. Does that even make sense? I swear I’m going crazy.” 

	“You’re not crazy and believe it or not, it does make sense. You’re falling for him but you’ve loved me longer. It’s natural to love us differently and yet the same.” 

	“Why aren’t you mad? Isn’t this hard for you?” 

	“It is… but right now I’m being your friend on the outside. On the inside, I’m feeling a little more like a jealous boyfriend.” 

	“Is it wrong that the thought of you being a jealous boyfriend really turns me on?” 

	“Nope, not wrong at all. Too bad you’re not the jealous girlfriend type.” Her eyes narrow into slits and she rolls on top of me. 

	“Who says I’m not? If I would have walked in here and your fuck buddy from last night would have still been here with her tousled hair and smeared makeup—walking around in her underwear—you would have seen jealous girlfriend come out. I would have taken that bitch down.” 

	“Bitch? Isn’t that a bit harsh? I mean, you don’t even know her.” 

	Rylee grinds her pelvis against mine and it breathes life back into my dick. “I don’t want to know who is fucking you, Nick. You may not be mine yet, and I may not have a claim on you… for now at least, but I don’t ever want to see you with someone else.” 

	“Why?” I ask, pulling her close so her lips are practically touching mine. 

	“Because it would hurt too much,” she confesses softly, and my lips take hers in a slow, sensual kiss. 

	“I wouldn’t do that to you, Ry. Your happiness is my intent, never your pain.” 

	Rylee reaches for a condom and slides it over my erection like a pro. Then she positions herself on top of me and slides down. Her eyes flutter shut and her head falls back, her back arching and her beautiful breasts thrusting forward. It’s a breathtaking sight and as my hands slide up her body, each cupping a breast, she cries out. Rylee’s got full control and she’s riding me slowly. She places her hands on my shoulders and lowers her mouth to mine. It’s then I feel wetness on my cheek. When I look up, Ry’s crying again, silently, but she continues to make love to me and I’m not sure what to do. I gently wipe her tears away to acknowledge them while her body continues its erotic dance on top of me, and I meet her thrust for thrust. 

	“Nick, come with me. Now, please,” her voice climbs as she calls out with her release and as I follow her into a sweet euphoria, I pull her close and kiss her until I’m gasping for breath. She slides off and tucks herself into the nook of my arm. 

	“Why can’t loving you be enough for me?” Her words are pained with so many words left unsaid. This is Rylee, though, and reading between the lines only takes me to places I wish she’d consider. A place where Pete, her, and I could exist together instead of having to be one or the other. 

	“You’ll get there, Ry. One way or the other you’ll decide and whatever happens, I promise you we’ll be okay.” 

	She nods her head and dozes off, curled up into my side. I decide to nap with her and enjoy this as long as possible. 
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	I’m relieved to find the coffee shop nearly empty. I scan the room and find Dr. Shaw—Richard—at our normal table in the back corner, and he lifts two cups in the air to show me he’s got it covered already. We’ve become friends over the years, often meeting for dinner or drinks. Thankfully, he was fine turning our coffee date into an emergency freak out session. 

	He stands to give me a kiss on the cheek when I approach. “So would you like to tell me what happened in order for you to call me freaking out the way you were? You had me worried.” 

	I called Richard after I left Nick’s house, an emotional wreck. “I made love to Nick today.” 

	“You’ve had sex with Nick before, Rylee.” 

	“No, Richard, not like this. I mean we really made love. It was intense and emotional. And I cried.” 

	“This is quite the development, isn’t it? And now you’re feeling…?” 

	“Scared, happy, lovesick, awful…” 

	“Why awful?” He smiles in response to the glare I throw his way. This man never lets my temper get to him. 

	“You know why. I’m lying to him. Deceiving him. Both of them. They both have feelings for me and neither of them can ever have me. At least not all of me.” 

	“Rylee, you do know for a fact that you want to live your life in the kind of relationship you’re comfortable with, correct?” 

	“Yes.” 

	“And you’re not going to settle for less?” 

	“No, I’m not.” 

	“Good, then the only thing left to do is tell them. I don’t mean to be harsh, but the reality of the situation is you’re leading them on. You’re letting them get emotionally invested in a relationship that will never happen. You’re not an awful person, but you are being insensitive. I’m not quite sure it can wait until after your vacation anymore, Rylee. Not after today. I think you need to come clean, and the sooner the better.” 

	I nod in agreement but there’s still more I need to tell him. “That’s not all.” 

	“There’s more?” he asks. “Sweet girl, what in the world did you get up to in the last forty-eight hours since you left my office?” 

	“Pete was here. He came to see a client, then he made amends with Nick, and then he came over and fucked me senseless.” I groan, dropping my head onto the table.

	Richards’s laughter is deep, his cheeks turning a deep red. “The universe is trying to tell you something.” 

	I raise my head to look at him. “You think?” 

	“This isn’t a bad thing. Stop thinking of it that way and stigmatizing yourself. This is only an extension of who you are. Of what makes you, you. Some people might be judgmental, but do you spend your nights thinking about what other people are doing in their bedrooms? I know I don’t.” 

	“Well, what goes on in your bedroom is probably pretty damn steamy,” I reply with a laugh. 

	“Well, sometimes it is and sometimes it isn’t,” Richard admits, “but the point is we don’t spend our spare time thinking about what goes on in our friends’, families’, or colleagues’ bedrooms. We all have our own shit to worry about. The initial shock will wear off. Your friends will still be your friends. You may lose a few, it’s bound to happen, but you’ll gain so much more. The ones you do lose were never truly your friends in the first place, anyway.” He takes a bite from a scone before continuing.

	I’m clutching my coffee as if it’s going to get up and walk away. Everything he’s saying makes sense. 

	“And to be absolutely honest with you, I don’t think you will lose any friends. You come from a supportive family. I know you’re afraid of disappointing them, but they’re not going anywhere. As far as friends go, you keep to yourself. You have Cassidy, Nick, Zack, Pete, your assistant, Cara, and me. You never talk about anyone else, so who cares what they think?” 

	Staring into my coffee, I have to admit Richard is right. “Damn, why do you always have to make so much sense?” 

	“Because I’ve lived it and I’ve survived it,” he says, offering me the other half of his scone. I take it before he changes his mind. 

	“And now you have two amazing husbands.” 

	With a smile, he nods. “They are pretty incredible. And you can have that, too, Rylee. You just have to have courage.”

	“Thank you. You always know exactly what to say to me.” 

	“Well, I’m pretty incredible, you know,” he says.

	“I know, and I’m so lucky to have you in my life.” After coffee, Richard and I decide to take a walk around the harbor. It’s a beautiful night, and it’s nice to be able to hang out with a friend. When I walked into his office eight years ago, I would have never imagined our relationship would evolve into a wonderful friendship. 
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	I know it’s Cassidy without even looking at my phone when it rings. She calls every Sunday evening like clockwork. 

	“I miss you like crazy,” I tell her, hoping I don’t sound as needy as I feel. 

	“Well, hello to you, Ry. I miss you, too! When are you coming out here again?” Cassidy asks. She sounds so happy. It’s amazing how much happier she seems now that she and Zack are married. 

	“Not soon enough. I’m trying to speed it up. If I can get all my ducks in a row, I can move by mid-September and telecommute until November. I’d have to come back to start the holiday season, though.” 

	“You’re still going to help with the nursery, right?” 

	“Absolutely. When I come in September, we’ll get it started. We can start designing once you know what you’re having.” 

	“About that…” 

	“Shut up! You know what you’re having?” I’m sure my neighbors can hear me squealing, but I don’t care. 

	“We do!” Zack’s voice comes across the line and I picture his shit-eating grin. I miss him so much. 

	“Hey, big brother! Don’t be a jerk and keep me in suspense. Tell me if I’m having a niece or a nephew. Or both!” 

	“Just one,” Cassidy says with a laugh. 

	“Come on, you guys, stop. This is torture. Just tell me!”

	“Alright, Rylee… It’s a girl” they call out in unison. 

	“A girl?” My voice softens and I’m suddenly emotional. 

	“Bailey, Ry. That’s what we’re naming her, but don’t tell anyone. That’s our secret, okay, little sister?” 

	“Yeah sure, Zack, of course. I’m so happy for you both.” 

	“Hey, are you okay?” I can just picture them exchanging concerned looks. 

	“Yeah, I’m fine, honestly. I’m just swamped at work and I have an early meeting with a client. I can’t wait to come and help decorate her room. I need to go, but I’ll call you guys later this week. I love you!” 

	“Love you, too,” they reply in unison as I hang up. 

	My brother is having a baby girl. He married my best friend and they’re having a baby. 

	And I have nothing. 

	I didn’t realize how much I want that until they told me it was a girl. How much I want to be loved and have a family of my own. I want my kids to grow up with Zack’s, and that means I need to figure my shit out soon. 

	Enough stalling, Rylee, it’s time to come clean. 
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	“So, Pete,” Cassidy says as she hands me a beer, “did you get to see Rylee while you were in California?” 

	“I did.” Leave it to Cassidy to immediately ask what she wants to know. It’s one of the reasons I like her so much. 

	“Well, don’t leave me hanging. How did it go?” 

	“What do you want to know? If I made her scream?” Zack glares at me. He hates knowing anything about Rylee’s sex life. Can’t say I blame him, though I do enjoy seeing him fume for a minute. 

	“No, my wife doesn’t want to know if you made my sister scream.” Cassidy giggles as Zack helps her sit down. She’s barely starting to show, but he acts as if she’s about to deliver. 

	“There’s not much to tell, really. I worked, saw Nick and we made amends, and I saw Rylee for a few hours before I came home. Nothing has changed. We’re still taking things as they come.” 

	“You made up with Nick?” Cassidy asked, surprised. Hell, so was I. 

	“Why did you two stop talking, anyway?” Zack asked. “One day you were friends and the next you hated each other.” It’s not surprising Zack doesn’t know anything, but I would have thought Nick would have mentioned something about Sue to him. 

	“Oh, just stupid college shit. It was a fight over a girl and nothing special. We’re cool now. After seeing him at the wedding, I realized we’ll end up seeing each other more often. I figured it was best to move past our problems.” 

	“That’s sweet of you, Pete. I’m not so sure Nick would have done the same thing. He can be a little immature sometimes,” Cassidy confided.

	“At times? You mean how he didn’t tell me he had feelings for my sister for the last twelve years? Because that’s pretty fucking immature all of the time, if you ask me.” I know Zack gave Rylee his blessing to date whomever, but he still seems pretty ticked off at Nick. God help us when he finds out about me and Nick. 

	“Be nice, Zack,” Cassidy says as she places her hand over his on the tabletop. “So how did Rylee look? She’s been distant lately. I’m worried about her.” 

	“She’s fine, Cassidy, she’s just busy.” 

	“Yeah, I know, it’s party season.” Zack pulls her close and kisses her softly. 

	“She’ll be here soon. In the meantime, you get to spend all of your time with me. How can you be sad about that?” Cassidy’s smile could light up the darkest night and this time, when Zack kisses her, I clear my throat. Not that I mind watching; they’re both hot, but I’m trying to prove a point. 

	“Do you need something, Pete?” Zack asks with a cocky grin, and Cassidy laughs and shakes her head. 

	“Nope, just wanted to forewarn you, I’m going to kiss your sister in front of you at some point and you’re going to have to deal with it.” 

	“It’s not the same. Cassidy isn’t your sister.” 

	“True, but she’s my friend, and you’re mauling her at the dinner table.” 

	“Speaking of dinner…” Cassidy stands and heads back inside to check on the food while Zack leans back in his chair and eyes me suspiciously. 

	“Why are you looking at me like you’re about to cross examine me?” 

	“I don’t know… you seem different since you got back. Mellower. What gives?” 

	Your sister and your best friend. But it’s not like I can actually tell him that. 

	“Nothing gives. Work is good, and your sister has been communicating more, so maybe that makes me happy.” 

	“Maybe?” 

	“Okay, counselor, your sister does make me happy. Better?” 

	“Better. So did she give you any indication who she was going to choose? Nick’s been pretty tight-lipped.” 

	“Don’t you think you should ask her that question?” 

	“Maybe I already have, but I want to know what she told you.” 

	“Nothing you don’t already know. We’re both still in the friend zone and she’ll try to make a decision by the end of the summer.” 

	“And you say I’m bad. Stop cross-examining your friend, Zack, and help me bring dinner out,” Cassidy scolds.

	Zack laughs as he stands. “He knows I’m just messing with him.” 

	Once they disappear into the house, my gaze settles on the beautiful ocean view from their back yard. Rylee is set on moving up here, and I think I may have a lead on a house in the neighborhood she could buy. I thought about buying it myself as a tactic to sway her into moving in with me, but that wouldn’t be very nice. But then again, I’ve never really been known for being a nice guy. 

	My phone rings, and I’m surprised to see Nick’s name. We’ve talked every single night since I left California two weeks ago. Usually, he calls later in the evening after he talks to Rylee. He never calls this early; something must be up. I look around to see if Zack and Cassidy are around before I take the call. “Hey,” I answer, “have you talked to Ry today?” 

	“You coming back anytime soon?” he answers instead.

	That immediately raises my concern level. “Maybe. Why? What’s going on?”  

	“I think Ry is about to come clean with her secret. She’s going away for an out of town event this weekend, but she said it’s important we talk when she gets back. This isn’t her normal ‘I need to talk’ line. I think she’s seriously going to tell me what’s going on.” 

	“Interesting… I’m going to go through the downloads when I get home. I’ll call you when I’m done, unless you’re going to sleep early, then I can text you instead.” I finally had time to log into her computer and download all her credit card statements when she went out with Nick this morning. 

	“Nah, it’s cool. Give me a call. I’m taking tomorrow off to get with my real estate agent and take care of some things.” 

	By the time I return, the table is ready and Zack and Cassidy are engrossed in conversation. “Everything cool?” Zack asks as he passes the salad to me. It’s not unusual for me to get a work call at dinner.

	“Yeah, everything is good. I’ve just got some work to do tonight, so I need to leave right after dinner.” 

	“No problem. I’m sure we can find some Post-Its to occupy our time,” Zack answers with a cocky grin. 

	When Zack bought this house for them, he built Cassidy a library filled with all her favorite romance novels. I know this because Rylee kept going on about how romantic Zack was for doing it. Zack only had one condition attached to his ‘romantic’ gift. Every time Cassidy came across a sex scene that intrigued her or that she wanted to try, she had to mark it in the book with a Post-It and leave it out for Zack to read. I think it’s hilarious that Zack hates talking about sex, but he’s just as big of a freak as the rest of us are. 

	“You two are freaks,” I tell them, trying to suppress my laughter.  “I should have bought you Post-Its as a wedding gift.” Cassidy blushes furiously. She has no problem talking about sex as long as it’s not her sex life up for discussion. 

	“Maybe someday you’ll need your own stash. And no, I don’t want to know about it if you’re using them with my sister.” Cassidy and I both laugh while Zack starts eating. I have to admit things are a lot more fun now that they live here. I never realized how lonely I was before they got here until I started spending time with them. The last five years, my life has been all about work. Maybe it’s time I take a vacation of my own. 

	“Maybe your sister and Cassidy should have a Post-It competition. You know, see who uses more in a month.” 

	“You’re seriously going to make me lose my appetite,” Zack says, dropping his fork onto his plate. Then he points at poor Cassidy, “And you… don’t even think about going along with this if my sister brings it up.” 

	The twinkle in her eyes is priceless. “No problem. I’ll just be sure to bring it up first. Besides, the only thing worse than seeing Ry’s stash is finding out it’s bigger than ours.” 

	Zack glances between the two of us and I’m not sure if he’s going to laugh or yell, but laughter wins out in the end. “Have I mentioned lately how lucky I am to have you as my wife?” 

	“Maybe… but it’s always nice to hear it.” There’s nothing better than seeing the two of them happy. It was a long road for them to get there and it almost didn’t happen. Zack is a pure romantic at heart and one of the few people I know who believes in true love. 

	Cassidy hugs me close after dinner is over while saying our goodbyes and whispers in my ear, “Go on. I know you need to get home for Ry’s nightly phone call.” 

	“You know too much for your own good,” I reply with a soft kiss against her cheek. 

	“No, I don’t know nearly enough, but I’m trusting you to keep up with her. She’s so quiet lately, and she won’t talk to me. I’m worried.” 

	“Leave the worrying to me. You’ve got precious cargo on board and you don’t need to worry about anything but her.” 

	“I’ll try. Thanks, Pete.” 

	“Anytime.” Rylee is lucky to have good people on her side. Her family is close, her brother is her biggest supporter, and between Nick and Cassidy, she’s got the best of friends. I haven’t talked to anyone in my family for years. Like Cassidy, I had a shitty upbringing. Verbal insults and a heavy hand ruled our home. I’ve always assumed my mom got tired of her beatings since she took off when my brother and I were just kids. I’ve always struggled knowing she got out and had no problem leaving my brother Deacon and I to endure my dad’s abuse. My brother is four years older than me and took off after high school without ever looking back, something I never would have done. 

	I grab a beer out of the refrigerator once I get home and power up my computer to begin scanning Rylee’s files. Rylee calls just as I start scanning for any reoccurring charges 

	“Hey, Sexy,” she greets me.

	“Hmm… isn’t that supposed to be my line?” 

	Rylee’s soft laugh crosses the line, and I can picture her curled up on her couch. “Not tonight. Guess you’re going to have to think of something else.” 

	I smile. She’s in a good mood. “What are you wearing?” 

	This time, I’m met with full-on laughter. I love the sound of her laugh, especially when I’m the one who made her do it. “Nothing sexy, it’s laundry day. Sweats and a t-shirt, plus some old cotton panties.” 

	“I happen to be a fan of old cotton panties.” 

	Again, she laughs. I wish I was there to see her smile in person. “That is a fetish on a whole other level. Please tell me cotton panties aren’t your kink.” She’s suddenly quiet, as if regretting she brought up the subject. 

	“Nope, I’m happy to say my particular brand of kink does not involve cotton panties.” 

	She releases a soft sigh of relief. “Good.” 

	“Don’t you want to know what kind of kink I like?” I ask.

	“Not if you’re going to ask me what kind of kink I like,” she answers hurriedly.

	“Rylee, trust me when I say any kind of kink you like is going to turn me on. As long as it doesn’t involve children or animals, I’m game.” 

	“That’s disgusting. My kink isn’t that far out there. In fact, I don’t really have much kink in my life just… sexual preferences, I guess. Pretty much like the rest of the world.”

	“Ah, but that’s what’s so intriguing, isn’t it? The fact that we all have different sexual preferences? Think about it… some people get off on lingerie, seeing it, wearing it, male or female. Some like food, some like porn, some prefer BDSM, multiple partners, the choices are endless.” 

	“Sounds like you’ve thought a lot about it.” Her voice is soft, quieter than normal, and I know I’ve hit a sensitive topic. 

	“Sex interests the hell out of me. I love knowing what makes people tick, what they enjoy in their private lives. How someone so uptight on the outside could be the most submissive person you’ve ever met. How the high school English teacher could be a high-class escort because she enjoys the thrill of it. How the preacher at your local church could be a bisexual sex god. What’s on the outside isn’t nearly as interesting as what makes people tick on the inside.” 

	“Damn, you have thought a lot about it. Are you just intrigued or are you also judgmental?” 

	“There’s nothing to be judgmental about. We’re all seeking the same things: comfort, acceptance, and what makes us feel good and satisfies our carnal urges. Sexuality is an extremely fluid thing, and human beings are curious by nature. Honestly, I’m more surprised to find people are content with plain, vanilla sex. Life’s an adventure, so why settle for boring?” 

	“There’s nothing boring about you, Peter Rafferty. I’m beginning to think there’s so much more to you than meets the eye.”

	Her tone suddenly turns serious so I try and lighten up the conversation. “Rylee Stafford, did you pigeonhole me? I’m beginning to think I should be offended.” 

	“I wouldn’t say pigeonhole as much as never really gave this particular topic much thought. But this is the fun part of getting to know someone new, finding out all the interesting things that make them tick,” she says, clearing her throat.

	“True, but on this particular subject, I do enjoy finding out some of this information in a one-on-one situation, where clothes are optional.” 

	“I bet you do. I’m sure we can make that happen next time we’re in the same time zone.” 

	“A promise like that is worth taking some vacation time to make it come true.” 

	“I wish,” she replies sadly. “Even if you had vacation time, I’m swamped with work.” 

	“Yeah, but you’re taking a vacation in just under two weeks. What if I take one, too? I’ll come with you.” 

	“I’m sorry, what? You want to come on vacation with me?” 

	“Sure, why not?” 

	“Um, you… I mean… there’s no way… It’s just a wellness retreat, and it’s booked solid. I’m sorry,” Rylee hurriedly explains.

	It’s obvious she’s hiding something by the way she’s stumbling over her words, but what? “No problem, I understand. When do you leave?” 

	“Next Saturday.” 

	“Alright. I’m going to fly out next week. Will you at least see me Friday before you go?”

	“Sure, I’d love to see you.” 

	“Great. Look, I’ve got some work to take care of, but I’ll talk to you tomorrow, okay?”

	“Sure, have a good night.” 

	“You, too.” I check the preliminary scan on my computer after we hang up and see she has several monthly reoccurring charges but very few that are yearly. However, there is one consistent charge that sticks out: PYF Travel

	Pleasure Yourself First… shit.

	The amount varies each year, as it should. I know this company well; they’re my biggest clients. That’s why the number I saw on Rylee’s caller ID looked familiar… 

	Pepperhill Lodge. That’s Rylee’s secret, and now I’ve got no idea what to do next. I pick up the phone and call Nick. 

	“Hey!” Just one word and I already know he’s in a good mood. 

	“Hey, can you take some vacation time?” 

	“Actually, yeah…I’ve been slowly turning my clients over to other attorneys and my schedule is clear for the foreseeable future. Why? What’s going on?” 

	“I’ll explain when I get there. I’m on the next flight I can find.” 

	“Alright, I’ll see you when you get here then.” 

	Shit, I honestly don’t know what to do. It was bad enough I invaded Rylee’s privacy and went through her credit card statements. But now that I know she’s a member of Pepperhill Lodge, that’s a whole different level of prying. I could easily tell the lodge owner I have concerns about one of their members and I’d have full access to her file, but that’s the problem… Ry is going there for something sexual, and it’s something she either can’t do or admit to freely. 

	After grabbing my emergency bag out of the closet and my laptop, I lock up the house and drive to the airport. I’ll take whatever flight I can get and try to figure out what to do on my way to Nick’s. 
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	Pete’s phone call piqued my curiosity. I tried like hell to stay awake, but I must have fallen asleep watching T.V. on the couch.  The sound of Pete’s bags hitting the tile floor when he lets himself in jars me awake. The sun is barely creeping into the windows, so it must be early morning. 

	“Sorry. I didn’t mean to wake you,” he says, taking a seat on the couch next to me. 

	“You look rested. Did you sleep on the plane?” I ask.

	“A few hours,” he shrugs. “I spent most of the flight trying to politely dodge the flight attendant’s flirting.”

	“Was she cute?” 

	Pete flashes a small smile and slightly shakes his head. “She was pretty, but she was no Rylee. Speaking of… we need to talk. Do you want to shower while I make us some coffee?”

	“I’ll shower later. Right now I want to know what happened to make you drop everything and jump on the first plane you could get.” With a slight nod of the head, he stands and wordlessly leads the way into the kitchen. He’s too quiet, distracted. “Alright, something is obviously stressing you out. What the hell did you find out?”

	His focus locks onto me for the first time, and his features relax a bit. “How far do you want to dig into Rylee’s secret?” Pete asks, as he sets the coffee to brew.

	“I’m not sure, but from your tone I can tell you’ve discovered something, so out with it.”

	Releasing a sigh, he runs his hand through his hair. “Something came up on her credit card scan and now I feel conflicted. This isn’t any of our business, Nick. If and when Rylee wants to tell us her secret, she should be able to do it on her own terms. When she finds out we went through her history, she’s going to feel violated.” 

	 

	“Without a doubt, she’s going to be pissed, but how can we help her if she doesn’t talk to us?” What is going on with him today? 

	“I’m not sure she needs help.” He gets up to pour us both some coffee, setting the pot on the table nearby.

	“Why do you suddenly feel bad about this? Isn’t this your job?”

	“No, it’s not. Yes, I’ve used my authority to check up on people from my past and see how their lives are going, but I’ve never broken into a friend’s computer for purely selfish reasons before. I feel like shit, especially after what I found out.” Pete sets his mug down onto the table and again runs a hand through his already disheveled hair. 

	“Well, I’m equally responsible, so tell me what you know. We can figure out a solution together.” 

	Pete suddenly becomes even more serious. “What I’m about to tell you isn’t public knowledge. In fact, in order to not break the trust of my client, I can only tell you things you could find out from an authorized referrer. Have you ever heard of Pepperhill Lodge?” 

	“As a matter of fact, I have. Sort of. A woman hired me a few years ago to handle her divorce. She insisted her husband was a member of a sex club called Pepperhill Lodge, but we could never find any proof to substantiate her claim.” 

	“Alright, so you’ve heard of it. This is what I can tell you. First of all, it isn’t a club. It’s a resort which caters to wealthy clients who have alternative sexual orientations and desires that can’t be disclosed in their daily lives. Well, ‘can’t’ is a strong word. Some of them are known, but most of them prefer their sexual proclivities to remain private. Pepperhill also doubles as a dating site or matchmaking service to help people fulfill their needs with the utmost discretion.” 

	“What does all of this have to do with Rylee?” I ask, confused.

	“Like I said, they’re one of my largest clients, so I know the corporation name that shows up on a credit card statement.” 

	“Rylee is a member?” No way… Ry’s too… She’s a Stafford, she wouldn’t possibly…

	She wouldn’t have any other choice.

	“She is, and once I saw that the dates on her statements are the same time every year and they also correspond with her vacation next week, I shut down my search and hopped a plane.”

	“Rylee is hiding her sexual identity? How is that even possible? I’ve been in many a sexual situation with her and never felt like she wanted something more or different.”

	Pete leans back in his chair and smirks at me. “Aren’t we hiding our sexual identities? What she’s doing is her business, not ours. I’m not comfortable searching any further than we already have.” 

	“You’re right. We are hypocritical assholes. Here we are doing… whatever it is we’re doing… behind her back and she has no clue. It’s time, Pete. We have to come clean.” 

	Pete stands and walks around the table and takes the seat next to me. “I know,” he says, kissing me briefly. He pulls away, leaning back in his chair, and runs both hands through his hair. 

	“Dammit, Nick, why do I always lose all sense of reason when I’m around you? Why do I still want you so much?” 

	Because love doesn’t just disappear.

	His words are tortured and angry, but they’re also an impassioned plea and without giving me a chance to voice my thoughts out loud, his mouth crashes against mine again. This time he’s forceful, his kiss is deeper, and it lasts longer. The sensation of his unshaven face scratching against my skin turns me on. When I reach up to grip on to his hair, he pulls my hand away and holds it down with a tightly-held grip. 

	As he pulls away, his eyes drop down to my lap, noticing how hard my dick is against my shorts. “Do you know how damn sexy that is? Knowing I turn you on with just a kiss? In case you couldn’t already tell, I want you just as much as I wanted you six years ago. And…” A flicker of uncertainty crosses his face, “I want us to talk to Rylee together so we can find out if she wants to be in this with us.” 

	With us.

	This went from her with one of us to us with or without her. 

	“What if she doesn’t?” I toss back, my tone harsher than I meant it to be. 

	Pete’s hopeful blue eyes lock on to mine. “Then we have a few decisions to make. Unless things have changed with you, I know for a fact you’re never going to be happy in a relationship with one person, no matter how much you love them.” 

	“I can be happy,” I protest stubbornly. 

	“No, you’ll be content but not fulfilled, and there’s a big difference. Why do you think Rylee’s going to the lodge? Because whatever she’s missing in her life is so important she’s getting it somewhere else. You might love her… Hell, I’m pretty sure I love her, but let’s be real for a minute, Nick. She doesn’t have a dick, and both of us crave that as much as we crave a willing female to sink into.” 

	“Love is also about sacrifice.” 

	“Sure, it absolutely is, but why should you sacrifice what makes you happy? I’ll be honest with you, Nick… it’s not just about other men or other women. At least not for me.” 

	“What do you mean?” 

	“I mean from the moment you appeared in Zack’s kitchen, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about us. I knew you were coming for the wedding, and I tried to convince myself it wouldn’t matter if I saw you after all these years. I thought it wouldn’t bother me… that it wouldn’t get to me, but I was fooling myself.”

	His eyes are searching mine for an unsaid answer. He doesn’t have to wait long. I’m done with keeping my feelings inside, from him, and from Rylee. No matter how this ends up, at least the truth will be out. 

	“I was worried what you would say when you saw me. You were always so much more open about our relationship than I was. I had no way of knowing if you’d started dating men openly, or if you’d told Zack you swing both ways. I was so scared you would out what we had been, even though you were obviously smitten with Ry by the time I got there.” 

	“I wanted to. I wanted to out you in that kitchen so badly. I wanted to yell and fight, and then make you mine all over again. Seeing you again brought it all back. How in love we were, how right we were together. Love like ours doesn’t just disappear. As much as I hate to admit it, I think Cassidy is on to something. Souls do know each other. They recognize each other in whatever form they’re in. My soul, it knows you. It recognizes you. And it loves you. But it also knows Ry in all those same ways. Other men don’t do it for me the way you do. I don’t know if it’s because I gave you my heart and it never healed or if it’s because it’s always belonged to you.”  

	I owe Pete the same honesty he has just given me. Nobody has ever exposed his—or her—feelings to me in the way he just has. “Obviously, I’ve had my fair share of threesomes, but nothing has ever compared to what you and I have felt when we are together. And no one has ever compared to Ry. I love you both.” I frown, not sure how to express myself. “But while this might be easy for you to choose me over her, it’s not so easy for me. I’ve loved her my whole life. I first loved her as my friend, and then that love grew into something more. I don’t know what I’d do without her in my life. But to be fair, I’ve been in love with you since college, and I don’t think I could let you go now without fighting for you.”

	Pete smiles. “Then that settles it. We’re going to persuade Ry to be ours.” Pete’s lips find mine and he immediately parts my lips with his tongue. He pulls me into a tight embrace and my body relaxes against his. He reminds me of how deeply we once loved each other with each stroke of his tongue and how much I’ve missed having that with him. Pete’s proving a point, convincing me what we have isn’t only about sex. 

	“Besides,” he says, pulling away slowly and tugging my bottom lip with his teeth as he does, “as much as this is about you and me, we’ve always needed a third. Rylee is perfect for us. All we can hope is we’re perfect for her.” 

	“I can’t imagine Ry being okay with this, but when I try it’s the most erotic fantasy in my head. Say she does go for it. Aren’t you worried about Zack?” 

	He throws his head back, laughing, and stands up. “Come on. I need to sleep a few hours, then we’ll figure out a plan. But no, I’m not worried about Zack in the slightest. He won’t like it, but he wants his sister happy.” 
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	It’s been a week since I’ve arrived at Nick’s and it’s been interesting. This is the longest I’ve stayed with anyone since we lived together in college. Even though Nick is an easygoing guy, he shuts down whenever we talk about Rylee. 

	I get it. I don’t expect her to jump into this type of relationship without thinking it over. She may even run in the other direction, but I’m beginning to realize just how entwined they are in each other’s lives. 

	We’ve listened in on each other’s conversations with Rylee in order to better understand our relationships with her. Nick and I thought it would be a good way to learn how she interacts with each of us individually. It might be intrusive, but it’s still better than breaking into her personal file at Pepperhill.

	When I listen to her speak to Nick, I hear how deep-rooted their friendship is. They will talk and joke about the most random shit but when there is break in the banter, I can see how they’re in love with each other. Their relationship would be effortless if she’d drop whatever wall she’s holding up between them. I like that they’re in love. It’s what I’ve always wanted—to be in a relationship without jealousy. One that would actually thrive when I’m away on a job and still welcome me home when I return. I could easily have that with them if Rylee could open her heart and mind to the idea. I’ve got a feeling deep down inside she’ll be receptive to being with us both. 

	But I didn’t know what Nick thought when he listened to my conversations with Rylee, so one night when we were finally in bed and the room was dark, he eventually opened up. “When I hear Rylee talk to you… I hear all the excitement of something new. The way she squeals when she realizes you have something else in common, or the way she empathizes when she learns of something sad in your past… It makes me realize we don’t have that anymore. We’re past all the firsts. There’s a window of time in a relationship when you enjoy getting to know the person you’re falling for. When you sit on the edge of your seat and wait for every single word to fall from their lips. It doesn’t matter what it is… it’s just the newness of bringing someone else into your world. I take in everything about her, from the perfume she wears down to her nail polish when she and I are together. I’ve always absorbed every bit of her I could. Just like she’s absorbing every single bit of you.”

	I couldn’t see his expression but I knew he was sad, and I felt awful. “You and I have had an incredible week together, and we haven’t included anyone or anything from the outside world. We’re finding ourselves and our love all over again, and I wouldn’t trade it for anything. I know you’re sad because you think Rylee is more interested in me right now, but you don’t hear the other side, do you? It’s obvious she’s in love with you when she talks to you. Any fool could tell from a mile away what you feel isn’t one-sided, Nick, and I don’t think it ever has been.”

	“Really?” Hope is back in his voice and I’m glad. 

	“Really. We both met Sue and we all fell in love together, but you and I also fell in love separately. This, what we want with Rylee, is so different from that experience. The two of you are already in love, the two of us are already in love, and Rylee and I… we’re getting there. But no matter what happens, if this all works out, the three of us will still have to find our way. Once we do, if we do, we’ll all be a lot happier. And we’ll have new firsts, together.” 

	Nick moves closer to me, his thumb stroking my bottom lip softly. “Thank you,” he says as he pulls my bottom lip with his teeth. My cock springs to attention and he throws his leg over mine, pushing his cock against mine, letting me know I’m not the only one turned on. 

	“For what?” I ask, biting his lip in return. 

	“For coming here and reminding me what we had and why it was… no, why it is so important. We wasted years, let’s not waste another minute.” His answer wasn’t at all what I was expecting. It was so much better. 

	Nick flips us over so he’s on top of me and his tongue finds mine.  My cock is hard as steel but when I reach for his boxers, he grabs my wrists and holds them tightly above my head. His lips leave mine and travel against my skin until his mouth is pressed against my neck. “Tonight, you’re mine,” he growls into my ear and pre-cum drips from my cock. Nick can take possession of me any time he damn well pleases. 

	“It’s about fucking time.” 
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	I don’t think Nick has ever laid claim to me as he did last night. The way he took control and took exactly what he wanted, how he wanted, was the biggest turn-on. If he took control of me and Ry like that at the same time… Shit… I’d come as fast as a twelve-year-old kid. 

	My phone rings, and Nick walks in from the kitchen when he hears it. It’s Rylee, and that means it’s almost time to confess our sins and hope she confesses hers, too. 

	“Are you counting down the minutes?” Her answering laugh has me smiling like a fool. 

	“I’m excited to see you, yes. I know we’re supposed to meet at five, but Nick needs me to stop by his house for about an hour. Do you mind meeting at six instead?” 

	I pause intentionally, and Nick shakes his head at me and stifles a laugh. “Don’t let him touch you.” 

	“I’m sorry, what?” She’s flustered and that’s exactly how I want her. 

	“You heard me, Rylee. If you’re going to make me wait after I flew in to see you, that can’t be helped. But if you let him put his hands on you before I get my chance, I’m not going to be happy.” 

	“Feeling possessive?” she fires back. 

	“Of what’s mine, at least temporarily, hell yeah.” 

	“I’m yours from six on, Pete, I promise.” 

	“You’re mine from five on. Nick is borrowing an hour of my time. Remember that.” 

	“I thought you two made up?” She blows out a frustrated sigh and I want to laugh. 

	“We did, but I told you when we met I don’t do love triangles. I’ve made an exception for you because we’ve got something, Ry, but once you come back from vacation you’re supposed to have an answer for me. I want your pussy aching from my cock being all you think about while you’re away. My cock, Rylee, not his. See you at six, darlin’.” 

	“You are such a dick. I bet she practically came from your words alone.” 

	“If I have it my way, she’s going to come from more than just my words.” 

	“This is going to be the longest day ever.” 

	“Let’s go work out. By the time we get back and shower, she’ll be here.” 

	“Yeah, that sounds like a plan. I’m nervous as fuck, so sitting around isn’t an option.” 

	“Relax, Nick. After tonight, for better or worse, it will all be out in the open. No matter what happens now, we will all be able to move forward.” 

	“That’s what I’m afraid of.” 

	I’m not about to tell him that’s what I’m afraid of, too. 
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	I’ve been nervous all day. I had a session with Richard this morning and promised him I would come clean to either Nick or Pete, or both, today. I know he won’t hold me to it, but I need to do this so I can enjoy my trip. 

	I’m officially on vacation and have two gorgeous men lined up to make my every fantasy a reality. Same as every year. The only problem is that this year I’m almost dreading it. I’m paying to have my deepest wants and desires come true, but for some reason it isn’t as exciting for me this year. Normally, I walk around for days before with a smile on my face, but the only thing that made me smile today was Pete. 

	I turn my car into Nick’s driveway and release a deep breath. I don’t know what was so important that he had to see me today instead of tomorrow before I got on the plane. I hope he’s not going to drop down on one knee and propose. I groan. Which is why I need to stop hiding and tell him what’s holding me back. Once and for all. 

	After ringing the doorbell, I bounce back and forth on the balls of my feet. I wanted to wear heels but went with ballet flats instead. I opted for comfort—jeans and a t-shirt instead of a dress and stilettos. I figured if I do get the courage to actually come clean tonight, I may need to run. 

	Besides, my tits and ass look amazing and that’s all they’re going to care about, anyway. 

	He. Dammit. All he’s going to care about. 

	What the hell is taking Nick so long to get to the door? I begin to rummage through my purse, looking for my copy of Nick’s house key, when the door opens.

	“About time,” I grumble, dropping the key back into my purse. 

	“You’re on my time, darlin’. Is that any way to start off our night?” 

	Pete? What the hell is he doing here? I look up and can’t help the blush creeping across my face. He’s sexy as fuck and smiling just for me. “What are you doing here?” 

	“This is where I’m staying.” I push past him and drop my purse on the table by the door. 

	“We’re in the living room. Come on in.” Pete reaches for my hand and pulls gently until I follow him. My hands go immediately to my hips once he releases me. The two of them are grinning from ear to ear, and I know Nick well enough to recognize his ‘I’m in over my head’ smile. 

	“What did you do?” I ask Nick. My eyes dart between the two of them. They’re standing next to each other now, and I swear the temperature just climbed about ten degrees. They’re so damn good looking. 

	Especially while standing next to each other

	“Why do you automatically assume we did anything?” Nick asks as Pete pours whiskey for himself and Nick. Then he holds up whiskey and wine. “Which one do you want?” 

	Every nerve in my body is on high alert. I shouldn’t drink either of them because I’m a lightweight and have a feeling I’m going to need a clear head for this, but one shot won’t kill me. “Whiskey.” With a raised brow, Nick pours the shot and passes it to Pete while I take the chair across from the couch. I’m thinking some distance from them is a really good idea about now. Finally, I lift an eyebrow and ask, “Would one of you mind telling me why you tricked me into coming over here?” 

	“We wanted to talk to you,” Nick says with a shrug and takes a seat on the couch. 

	“Drink that and we’ll tell you,” Pete counters, hovering over me. 

	Fuck it.

	I pound the whiskey, a drink that is more for sipping I realize once the fire burns down my throat and back up again. Pete hands me a refill before taking a seat on the couch with Nick. 

	Good. Now, I’ve got them both in my line of sight. “Spill.” 

	“Why are you so paranoid?” Pete questions easily. Of course he does; it goes with his job, and my white-knuckling the tumbler of whiskey gives my nervousness away. 

	“Oh, let me list the reasons… Number one, you tricked me to get me here. Number two, you’re here at Nick’s house and from the looks of it, have been for more than a few hours. Number three…” I say pointing to Nick, “he’s wearing his ‘I’m in trouble smile’. I know that smile well because I’ve been the other half of his troublesome twosome before. Now, I don’t know what kind of game the two of you are playing, but if you don’t start talking, I’m going to get on a plane tonight and start my trip early.” 

	Pete throws Nick a look that says he’s deferring the conversation to him, and Nick leans forward and blows out a breath. “Rylee, can you tell me your secret?” 

	I almost laugh in his face. Nick is so nervous and that’s what he wants to ask me? “I could, but right now I think I’d rather hear yours.” 

	“Well, that’s not exactly fair. We’ve been waiting to hear yours longer,” Pete interjects with a smug smirk. 

	“I’m not disputing that, but the two of you look guilty as sin, and I’ve got a feeling whatever it is you have to say has to do with my secret, anyway.” 

	“If we tell you ours will you tell us yours?” Nick counters like the brilliant attorney he is. I bet he’s sexy as fuck in a courtroom. 

	This is a devil’s bargain and they know it. But I did come here to come clean… well, sort of. “Fine,” I say, downing the rest of my whiskey and pushing the glass across the table. The second shot never burns as much as the first, thank heavens. “I came here to try and do that, anyway.” 

	“You did?” 

	“Yes, Nick, I did.” 

	A silence falls across the room and neither of them seems to want to tell their secret, either. Finally, Nick begins hesitantly, “Ry, I know you’re going to be pissed…” 

	“Oh, hell, Nick, that’s not how you start telling a story,” Pete tells him with a shake of his head. Pete doesn’t have a single physical tell, but I swear to God when that man is emotional, his country accent seeps back in. It’s sexier than all get-out and when it comes out in the bedroom, it makes me ride him even harder. But why would it slip out while he’s addressing Nick? He continues, “Look, Rylee, we were worried about you. And Zack and Cassidy have been riding our asses about you and why you’re not talking to anyone.” 

	“I’ve been working.” Good God, these people are exasperating. 

	“You’ve been deflecting,” Pete states firmly. 

	“I can deflect if I want to,” I tell him.

	Nick finally springs to life. “We’re worried about you, and I can’t sit back and watch the woman I love self-destruct and push everyone away. You aren’t going to turn into your mother, Rylee, not if I have any say about it,” Nick fumes.

	“You’ve got some nerve comparing me to my mother, Nick Morris!” 

	“Hey now, both of you calm down. I think what Nick is trying to say is there are a lot of people worried about you, pretty lady. It’s only been a few months since we’ve met but even I’ve noticed a difference in you.” Pete finishes his drink.

	Nick’s voice softens, “Ry, you’re my best friend, and there’s nothing you could be hiding that would make a difference in how I feel about you. To help prove that to you, we’re going to tell you what is going on, what we’ve been hiding, and why we fell out of touch all those years ago.” 

	They’ve got my attention now. Pete refills all the glasses and against my better judgment, I pick mine back up for the third time. I rarely drink, and because I’m petite it doesn’t take much to get me drunk. 

	“When Pete was here a few weeks back, I told him how you called me drunk and crying about how I didn’t really know you. He said he’d had a similar conversation with you. I was, and still am, extremely worried. Especially after Zack and Cassidy laid into us trying to figure out if we were doing something to hurt you.” 

	“You guys, it’s not... They’re just my… Oh hell, I can’t right now, so keep going.” 

	“Anyway, after Pete came and we made amends, I asked him for help. I’m not proud of what I’m about to say because I crossed a line, Rylee, and I can never apologize enough.” 

	“We crossed a line,” Pete corrects firmly. 

	“What line did you cross?” I’m starting to get an awful feeling deep down inside. 

	“I searched your house to see if I could find something to help us figure out why you’ve been shutting everyone out.” Nick hangs his head in shame, and I’ve never been more thankful for the fact I don’t keep anything around that would out me to anyone. But still… 

	“You completely violated my privacy and my trust. Why?” My insides are waging a fight against each other between screaming and crying. 

	“Because I was scared. I know it’s not an excuse, but it’s the truth,” he confesses.

	“And that’s all you did?” 

	“Not exactly,” Pete replies, and I shoot my attention to him. 

	“What do you mean not exactly?” I demand. My anger has officially won out over my tears. 

	“After I couldn’t find anything in the house, I asked Pete if he could help me dig a little deeper.” Nick can’t even look me in the eye.

	“How much deeper?” I’ve officially moved into sarcastic bitch mode and I don’t give one single fuck. 

	Pete answers, “He asked me to check your computer.” 

	I’m on my feet so fast, the liquor rushes straight to my head. “And did you? Did you go through my computer, Pete?” 

	“God damn, your temper turns me on.”

	“Answer the question, Pete. Did you go through my computer? And if you think I’m angry now, you’re going to come in your pants when you see the wrath I will bring upon you if you answer this question wrong.” 

	Nick has the decency to look ashamed, but Pete seems to think this is a game. He’s not one bit affected by my words. 

	“Only partially.” 

	“What does ‘only partially’ mean?” My hands are trembling, and I wish I had more whiskey right now. I’m not sure I’ve ever been this angry. What the hell did they find? 

	“It means we weren’t trying to violate your privacy or your trust. It means we didn’t check your browser history or look at your porn. What we did do was download your credit card statements and then use a program to filter through them for repeating charges.” Pete still has the audacity to not look the least bit contrite.

	“So, in other words, you invaded my privacy and broke the damn law. I’m pretty sure I can have both your asses thrown in jail for this shit. I can have Nick disbarred and have your license revoked.” Nick pales with my words, but Pete just crosses his arms and looks down at me like I’m the most adorable thing he’s ever seen. 

	“Rylee, you need to calm down. Once I recognized the first match and realized how far out of bounds the two of us were, I shut it down. I hopped the next flight I could get and came here to talk it out with Nick.” 

	He found a match he recognized. Don’t freak… that could be just about anything. “And what did you recognize?” 

	This time, he actually breaks eye contact with me, but his resolution is still strong based on the tone of his voice. “Your charges to Pepperhill Lodge, or PYF Travel.” 

	“You son of a bitch!” My hands are pounding against his chest before I even realize I’ve lunged at him. I’ve never felt this kind of anger before. 

	This kind of humiliation. 

	Pete lets me hit him, but Nick pulls me away all the while pleading with me to stop and calm down. And then it hits me… If he knows what Pepperhill is, he must have been there. Unless they’re his clients. They are exactly the kind of business who needs a service like Pete’s. 

	It doesn’t matter anymore. I’m screwed. They know, and they took the choice of telling them when I was ready away from me. I have to tell them because they decided they have the right to know what goes on in my private life. Well, fuck this. I don’t have to tell them anything. But I do have questions for them. They’re going to tell me their story. That was the deal and it’s my right to know now. “How do you know anything about PYF Travel?” 

	“They’re one of his clients,” Nick says, answering for Pete. Of course. I couldn’t be lucky enough for him to have actually been a client himself. 

	“So what happened next? How far did the two of you dig? How long have you been here, Pete? How fucking long have you two been waiting to pounce on me with this? And who the hell do you think you are to even begin to think you have the right to know what I do in my private life? My life, not yours.” My words are venomous which is exactly what I intended. The downside is that Pete is trained to never show emotion, so I have no idea what’s going through his mind right now. Nick is an open book; he’s so nervous, I’m surprised he hasn’t pissed himself or at least dropped to his knees and beg my forgiveness. 

	“Remember the night we talked about me coming to visit on Friday?” 

	“Yeah, that was about a week and a half ago.” Pete doesn’t say anything, he just keeps his eyes on mine. A sick feeling settles in my stomach as the realization hits me. “So let me get this straight… You came here and the two of you have been waiting almost two weeks to come at me with this BS?” 

	Nick jumps in, “Pete was ready to talk to you immediately, but we decided to wait for reasons we’ll explain in a moment. We’re sorry, Ry. Once Pepperhill came up we realized how far over the line we’d crossed. I wanted to protect you or save you from whatever it was you were so terrified of. I never meant to pry into your intimate business. Neither of us did.” 

	“Sure as hell seems like prying to me” 

	“Well, yeah, now it does. But we can’t take it back, so all we can do is tell you the rest of our story and hope you’ll not hate us any more than you already do,” Nick says helplessly.

	If I have to listen to any more of this, I need another drink. I cross the room and fill my tumbler to the top. I’m pretty sure whatever was in my system before is gone now. Anger tends to kill a buzz faster than anything. “Alright, tell me your secrets.” 

	Pete nods to Nick and defers to him on this. He’s probably hoping my friendship will win out over my broken heart if Nick tells the story. “In college, Pete and I met at a party for bisexual students.” 

	What in the hell? This is so not where I thought this story was going. 

	“We clicked right away and started seeing each other. It was during the year you and I were trying to keep our distance.” 

	Senior year…

	“We kept dating and went to another party. Pete and I, uh… we like having a woman in our relationship.” 

	“Relationship?” The strangled word falls from my lips before I can stop it. 

	“Nick and I fell in love with a girl named Sue,” Pete interrupts. “We met her at the party, and the three of us moved in together for a few months. Looking back on it now, I’ve come to realize Nick and I spent more time together than we ever did with Sue, which is probably why he and I fell in love so easily.” 

	Fell in love? I’m trying so hard to follow but my head is spinning. Damn whiskey. Nick knows I love it, but it sneaks up on me at times. 

	“Then Sue left us. It’s a long story we’ll be happy to explain another time, but it essentially boils down to Nick taking the blame. All these years I thought he left me for you and that he really hadn’t loved me after all,” Pete finishes.

	“For me?” 

	“Oh hell, darlin’, can you finally admit to yourself that this man has loved you longer than either of you want to acknowledge? Even back then when I had his heart, I always shared it with you. I was okay with it because I figured one day, if Sue wasn’t the one for us, maybe you’d like me, too.” 

	“I’m so lost…” I look over at Nick for help.

	He sighs and says, “Look, Ry, Sue only wanted me, not me and Pete, so I let her tell Pete that I left them for you.” Nick looks over at Pete and then back at me. “I wasn’t ready to admit to myself how much I loved him when I was still stuck on you. By the time I realized my mistake, he wanted nothing to do with me because I’d broken his heart. I let it go, figured you and me were meant to be. Until Hawaii… until you started dating Pete. Until I saw him again.” 

	“After that, I came here to get shit out in the open and Nick and I made amends. We started up again.” 

	“The two of you are dating?” Uncontrollable laughter is coming from my mouth, but I don’t know why because I feel like crying. They exchange an ‘oh shit’ look which makes me laugh even harder. I’m not falling for their story. 

	“We are dating,” Nick says firmly, so firm for a minute I almost believe it. I really almost fall for it when the sparkle in Pete’s eyes grows brighter with his words. 

	“We want you to date us, Rylee. We want the three of us to be together.” Pete says it so matter-of-factly, my mouth pops open until the rage takes over and I jump to my feet, spilling the remainder of my whiskey all over the floor. 

	“You two-faced liars! I can’t believe I almost fell for what you’re selling. You don’t have the balls to admit you went through my files at Pepperhill, so instead you’re pretending to be a couple? That’s real mature. And to think… Oh my God… To think I wanted to bring you both into my confidence. Finally tell you guys what I’ve been trying to work up the courage for… for years… and all this time you knew and were mocking me behind my back!” 

	Both of them are looking at me in disbelief. Neither one of them seems to know what to say next. I can’t believe I fell in love with them. I can’t believe I let my heart fall for these two assholes. In rapid succession, they start talking over each other. 

	“Rylee, this isn’t a joke. I’d never do something like that to you,” Nick pleads with absolute sincerity. 

	“We didn’t look at your files, Rylee. Whatever you have going on has nothing to do with my feelings for Nick.” Uncertainty flashes in Pete’s gaze, and I don’t know what to think. They really do seem sincere. 

	But they’re liars. 

	“Prove it then,” I say to them, crossing my arms over my chest. “Prove your love to me if you’re not the lying bastards I think you are.”

	“Not like this, Ry…” Nick starts, but I cut him off. 

	“Prove it, dammit! Prove to me you’re not playing me for a fool!” 

	Pete nods at him and Nick averts his gaze from me as Pete sidles up closer to him. Pete’s hand grabs Nick’s hip forcefully and pulls him close. Then he raises one hand and brushes down Nick’s cheek. Nick’s eyes flutter shut, almost as if he’s in pain. But it’s not pain he’s feeling; it’s something else entirely. 

	As Pete lowers his mouth to Nick’s, the hand on his waist slides down to his ass and he pulls him closer. If they didn’t have clothes on, their cocks would be rubbing together. They had to have looked at my file; this is almost identical to one of the scenes I love acting out at the lodge. 

	But then something happens—a tear falls from Nick’s eye. When Pete swipes it away with his thumb and then kisses a trail from the tear to his mouth, I find myself lost in their passion. Pete kisses him softly, at first—barely grazing his lips—and when Nick opens to him and their tongues meet, the softest moan escapes from Nick’s mouth. I know that moan intimately, and it’s hard to fake. Pete’s got an incredible grip on Nick’s ass, but his other hand is still softly caressing Nick’s cheek as his fingers swipe the side of his hair. 

	Soon, they’re lost in the kiss, and even in all of my anger I’m completely turned on. This is all I’ve ever wanted. To be loved by two men who obviously love each other as much as these two do, and they had to fuck it up by betraying me. 

	My heartbeat is so loud, I’m beginning to think something is wrong. And when my own tears fall, and the dam within me breaks open, only then do they stop kissing and turn their attention to me. But I can’t handle it right now, instead taking off in a run to get my purse. 

	“Rylee, if you think I’m letting you drive out of here, darlin’, you’ve got another thing coming. You can be pissed, but you’re not driving drunk.” Pete’s long strides catch up to my run in seconds. 

	“You idiot. I’m not going to drive drunk, but what I am going to do is go into the guest room… the one I’m sure you’re not using… and call someone who cares to come get me. You can let me know when he arrives.” 

	“Rylee,” Nick calls after me, the pain in his voice so evident I want to hug him and cry it out, but I can’t trust him. 

	I’ve never needed Cassidy more than I do right now, and I don’t even have her to talk to. After slamming the door closed behind me and locking it, I drop down to the floor with my back against it. With trembling hands, I hit Richard’s speed dial number and pray he answers. 

	“What’s wrong?” he answers immediately on the first ring, and my tears begin to fall even faster. 

	“I need you to come to Nick’s and get me. My hands are too shaky to text you the address.” 

	“Doug, can you grab me a pen?” I hear him call to his husband. 

	“Okay, Rylee, take a deep breath and tell me are you okay?” 

	“No, and I don’t know if I ever will be again.” I’m being dramatic, but I’m allowed. 

	“Rylee, physically are you okay? Do you need medical help?” 

	“Not unless you know a doctor who can give me a new heart.” 

	With a sigh of relief, he answers, “That happens to be my specialty. What’s the address?” 

	After I rattle off the address and hang up the phone, there’s a gentle rap against the door. 

	“Rylee, talk to me. Please, Ry… I need my friend right now. I told you I would never judge you and right now I need you not to judge me.” 

	“What about all those threesomes, Nick?” I spit back at him through the door. 

	“All with men, Ry. Never two girls, always two guys.” 

	“And you didn’t think you could tell me?” My anguished tone isn’t really directed at him... just our situation in general. Hell, I’m angry as can be right now but if I’m honest with myself, he has every right to turn this question back onto me. Nick will be just as hurt when he finds out about me as I am right now. 

	“Can you please open the door so I can talk to you?” 

	“No, we’re talking just fine.” 

	“Rylee, I wanted to tell you. My mom told me again and again to be honest with you, but I was scared.” 

	“Your mom knows?” I’m screeching at him, but fucking hell, he told his mom? 

	“She knew before me, I think. She’s the one who showed me I don’t have to be afraid of losing them because they love me no matter who I love or what kind of relationship or sex I choose to have.” Nick’s mom is one of the best people I’ve ever met. She’s a therapist, and it only makes sense she would have picked up on what makes her own son tick. 

	“You really love him.” There’s a thump against the door, and I hear the squeal of his body sliding against it down to the floor. His body blocks the light filtering through and his head thumps back against the door hard enough to shake it. Then he does the unexpected; he slides his fingers under the door and latches on to mine. He needs me to be his friend right now, but my fingers are about all I can give him. 

	“Yes, I’m in love with him. But you listen to me, Rylee Stafford, I’m in love with you, too. You’ve got no idea what it’s like for two people to own equal space in your heart and know there’s not a damn thing you can do about it.”

	His words resonate deeper than he could possibly realize. “If I ask you something, will you promise to tell me the truth? I mean it, Nick. No more secrets and lies, or you’ll not only lose my love, you’ll lose my friendship as well.” 

	His fingers grip mine even tighter. “I promise, Ry.” The gesture coupled with the sincerity of his words brings even more tears to my eyes. 

	“Did you guys really stop at the credit card statements, or did you log into my account and read my history?” 

	“God’s honest truth, we stopped. When Pete got here and asked me if I’d heard of the place and told me he saw their corporation name on your statements, we never went any further. We realized with everything we were hiding about our sexual identities, we were the last people who should be digging into yours. Once we knew you weren’t in any kind of danger, it changed everything.” 

	“Did you tell Zack?” 

	“Hell no we didn’t tell Zack!” Pete’s voice booms through the door. 

	“Because you know he’ll kick both your asses,” I toss back at him sarcastically. 

	“No, darlin’, because it’s not our place to spread your business.” His matter-of-fact tone leaves no room for argument. I know, deep down inside, Pete wouldn’t betray my trust. Well, to anyone but Nick, that is. 

	The sound of the doorbell reverberates through the door, and I hear Pete’s footsteps stomp down the hall. I know they’re not Nick’s because his fingers are still wrapped around mine. 

	“Who the hell are you?” Now Pete’s showing his ass and I jump up, letting go of Nick’s fingers. 

	“Call off the dog, Nick, or I’ll leave.” 

	“Pete, let whoever it is in. We’ve done enough damage tonight.” Nick’s shadow disappears from under the door as a light knock raps against it. 

	“Rylee, it’s Richard, can you let me in please?” 

	As I swing open the door, I catch a glimpse of Nick and Pete both standing about five feet behind Richard with their arms crossed over their chests. If they weren’t such assholes, it’d be a heady sight. It’s also ridiculous because they’re acting like jealous boyfriends when Richard is old enough to be my father. 

	“Are you alright?” Richard asks, concern etching the small wrinkles around his eyes. I close the door and take a seat on the bed. 

	“I’m so far from alright it’s pathetic.” 

	“Hm, and perhaps a wee bit drunk?” he asks with a slight smile. 

	“That, too, although I think my emotions have almost wiped the effects of the whiskey away. I’ve had too much to drive no matter what.” 

	“Did you tell them?” he asks, covering my hand with his and giving a gentle squeeze. 

	“Not even close.” 

	“I didn’t think so because the big one… I’m guessing he’s Pete?” I answer with a nod. “He’s on watch dog duty out there. They both seem a bit jealous. If only I had it in me to date a gorgeous woman no matter what her age.” He winks at me, and I respond with a laugh. It feels so good to be laughing. 

	“You always know how to get me to relax. Now let me tell you about my night…” 

	“It’s not even dusk out yet,” he replies and pulls the chair out of the corner to the bedside and sits. “I’m here for as long as you need me.” The story doesn’t take long to tell, and he’s been abnormally quiet since I finished talking about five minutes ago. It’s starting to make me nervous. 

	“Over the years, the two of us have blurred the lines between friend and therapist at times. Tonight, I’m your friend, Rylee, but my advice would be the same regardless.” 

	I nod because I have a feeling whatever it is he’s going to say will be somewhat profound. 

	“You have a few choices here. You can leave and lick your wounds, continuing to be angry with them until you are ready to think about forgiveness.” 

	I don’t respond because I know that’s not his choice for me. 

	“Or you can walk out there with your head held high and tell them about you. What they did wasn’t smart but if you’re honest with yourself, it’s something you would have done if you were worried about Cassidy, or Zack, or Nick.” 

	“Yeah, but…” He holds up his hand to let me know he’s not finished speaking. 

	“Rylee, you are one of my favorite people. I want to see you happy. Put aside how angry you are right now and think for a moment. Everything you have ever wanted is sitting outside that door within arm’s reach. Two men just as in love with you as they are with each other. Two men who lost their path somewhere along the way, but they found love again because of you. One look at them and you can tell they’re in love with you… both of them. 

	“I’ll be quite honest, I’m not sure I’ve ever seen someone’s happily-ever-after come to them pre-packaged and ready to go. But that’s what you have here, Rylee. 

	“If I were you, I’d cancel my trip to the lodge and spend the next two weeks here because this is the only thing you’ve ever wanted and it’s staring you right in the face, waiting for you to grab on for the ride.” 

	“You suck,” I pout, but Richard laughs at my words. 

	“Yes, Rylee, I do, and quite well.” The mirth in his eyes pushes me over the edge, and this time—while I’m laughing—I let some of the pain go. 

	“I came here tonight to tell them, well, at least one of them, and I feel like they took that right from me. The right to tell my story when I was ready.”

	“You are ready and you’ve been ready for years. Your biggest fear has been a two-part issue. The first part, telling them and wondering how they’ll react is already answered for you. They’re going to be ecstatic.” I nod grudgingly because he’s right. 

	“The second part is something you all will have to decide and work on together. Your second largest fear has always actually been your first. You’re terrified to disappoint your family and sully the Stafford name. To the point where it’s paralyzing your life. Guess what, Rylee? The one thing we’re born with, aside from the inevitability of death, is free will. Even though it’s going to be hard at first, trust me when I tell you no matter how hard it is to tell people… with every person who knows… you will have a burden removed from you. Eventually, you’ll feel light as air and wonder why you did this to yourself for as long as you did. People will know and maybe some will distance themselves, or raise an eyebrow when you’re around, but you’ll learn whom you want in your life from those experiences. And in turn, you’ll surround yourself with happiness and freedom like you’ve never known.” 

	“I’m so sorry you had to go through all that you did when you were younger. But I’m so blessed to have you in my life to help me become strong like you. I’m not sure I’ll ever get there, but I want to try.” 

	Richard stands and pulls me into his embrace. He gives the best hugs. “I know you do, that’s why I’m here. Now I’ve got a hot date with my husbands and you’ve got some explaining to do, along with a few weeks of hot sex ahead of you if you don’t chicken out. I’ll stay if you want me to and help you through it.” 

	“What about your date?” 

	“Lucky for me, even if I miss the date, I still get to go home and curl up in bed with them both. That’s hotter than any date.” With a peck on the cheek, I back away slowly. 

	“I love you, and I love you for offering to stay and help me, but I think now that I know their story it will be a piece of cake telling them about me.” 

	“I agree.” 

	“I hate to admit it, but you’re right.” 

	“Well, I usually am, but what am I right about now?” he asks with a twinkle in his eye. 

	“I would have done the same thing if I had been worried about them and felt it was my only option.” 

	“You’ve always been a fair person who can easily admit her faults. It’s unique to find someone who’s able to accept her faults with grace and humility. Try and remember in order to feel the pleasure, sometimes you have to withstand the pain. I’ve got a feeling they’re going to love you the way you deserve to be loved. All you have to do is let them in.” 

	I stretch up on my tiptoes and kiss him on the cheek again. “Thank you for being here for me.” As I open the door to walk him out, Pete and Nick flank the living room arch with matching tumblers of whiskey in their hands. 

	“You’re welcome. Call me if you need me.” He nods his head in the direction of the guys, “Nice to meet you both. Maybe next time it will be under better circumstances.” 

	Nick raises his glass with a nod of his head and Pete continues to glare. Just to spite him, when we reach the front door I pull Richard in for one last hug and he squeezes me tight. Pete clears his throat and Richard whispers in my ear. “Alpha male, lucky girl.” 

	My laugh is choked by a snort. “In the bedroom, maybe. This? I don’t care for, too much.” 

	“You’ll get used to it.” 

	As I close the door behind him, I mutter, “Don’t count on it,” before turning around and facing the music. 

	My buzz is long gone, and a wave of exhaustion crashes over me while taking in the gorgeous faces staring at me and knowing what needs to come next. At least now I know they’re bisexual and like to share women. It does make everything else pretty perfect. Now to see if what they want and what I want can peacefully coincide. 

	“Whiskey,” I say to Nick, holding out my hand, and he passes me his and leads the way back into the living room. This time, I’m sandwiched between the two of them and when I move to take a seat on the chair, Pete’s hand lands on my hip and he doesn’t let go until I’m sitting between them on the couch. 

	I’ve pictured this scene in my dreams many times. It’s one of my favorite fantasies. Only it’s sexy and erotic in my dreams. It’s uncomfortable here and now, especially with my underlying anger at the two of them. Once again, I pound a tumbler full of whiskey, pop off my shoes, and push myself back up on the couch, tucking my legs underneath me. 

	“Who was that guy?” Pete’s fiery gaze meets my own. I don’t want to answer him just because of his tone, but I’m done playing games. 

	“That was Richard, he’s a good friend of mine.” 

	“I’ve never seen him before,” Nick adds quickly. 

	“He’s also my therapist.” 

	“He wears two rings.” They say in unison. 

	“Observant. Jesus, you two are being ridiculous. Richard, Dr. Shaw, is a sex therapist. He’s also married to two amazing men, hence… two rings.” 

	“You lead an interesting life, Rylee,” Pete says with a touch of awe in his voice. 

	Did he really just say that? “Excuse me, but who are you to be talking about my life? You’ve been having sex behind my back with Nick for months!” 

	“Well, we would have rather had sex right in front of you and had we thought it might be okay, we would have. Somehow, most men don’t think letting the woman they’re seeing know they’re fucking the man she loves behind her back will go over well.” 

	“Yeah, well, it still didn’t,” I grumble.

	“You can say that again,” Nick mutters and takes a sip from his glass. My eyes dart back and forth between the two of them. They’re putting up a good front, but they’re just as nervous as I am. 

	“Alright, you told me your truth and now I need to tell you mine.” I take a deep breath and release it quickly. “I’ve known since I was a teenager I’m not a one-man kind of girl. My visits to Pepperhill were always for the same fantasy: to cohabitate with two men, for two weeks, as husbands and wife. I needed the illusion of love and stability from those men.” Before they can interrupt with questions, I hurry with the rest of it.

	“Dr. Shaw nailed my sexual orientation in the first visit, but it took a while for me to admit it to myself. It’s not only about two men for me. It’s about finding the two right men who want a life with me. Marriage, kids… love. But not just with me… with each other, too. It’s easy enough to find guys who want to fuck and have a threesome; it worked for me in college. Only that got old really quick. The first few times it was exciting. I felt loved and attended to. The feeling is indescribable. It’s the greatest high and it’s also the worst way to come down. When it’s over and the endorphins and adrenaline have subsided, those men leave and we go our separate ways. That’s not what I want. I want the life which makes me feel whole and the only time I feel that way is what limited time I have at the lodge.” Soundless tears trickle down my cheeks. Nick wraps his arms around me and pulls me close. A smile tugs at the corner of Pete’s mouth as he watches the man he loves take care of the woman he loves. The woman who has finally come clean with them. 

	“We can give you that, Ry. We can be those men for you. It’s everything we want, too.” Nick’s lips graze over mine softly; he tastes of whiskey and smells like home. Pete’s hand rests on my thigh and he squeezes softly, subtly letting me know he’s with us. 

	Before I allow myself to get too wrapped up in their fantasy, I pull away from them both. “You can’t… I won’t lead you on if I don’t know what I’m going to do or let you think there’s a role you two can fill in my life. I’m happy you guys found each other again. I’ll admit it was a shock. I’d have never once thought either of you were bisexual.”

	“You’re not the only one who knows how to keep a secret. Tell us what the problem is and we’ll figure out how to fix it together.” 

	“My life is public. Even more so lately with Zack and Cassidy’s almost non-wedding. My family has been built on the Stafford legacy for generations. I can’t be the black sheep, the one who tarnishes our name and causes us to lose clients hand over fist because everyone thinks I’m a whore.” 

	Pete flips me around so fast and has me straddling his lap before I can expel a breath. My heart races, and Nick leans back and takes in the scene before him with a neutral expression. 

	“So what if your life is public? Who cares? Our generation is pioneering a forward-thinking world. Sure, there are assholes everywhere, but people our age typically don’t give a shit about who is sleeping with whom. If anything, it will make you more intriguing to them, not less. But I never want to hear you call yourself a whore, Rylee. Not ever again.” 

	“You are the furthest thing from a whore there is,” Nick echoes his sentiments and shakes his head. 

	“I couldn’t blindside my parents and Zack and Cassidy like that.” 

	“Then don’t. I’m sure my mom would come with us to talk to them. I spent years pushing aside my feelings for Pete and hooking up with random people, hoping to find something that compared to what we had. But I never did, and I was too afraid to admit to myself he was the one for me. I was the one afraid to be seen with him when we were younger, not the other way around, and I regret it more than you know.” 

	“We all come to a point where we choose to live our lives in the way that makes us happy or we’re content to wither away and die a small death inside each day, never truly living at all. I’d experimented with both sexes from junior high. My dad would have whooped me within an inch of my life if I’d ever been caught with a man, but I left all that fear behind me the day I left home. I live each day for me and I’m done hiding. This is your choice to make and I’ll support you, but I won’t hide from love. Not ever again.” Poor Pete; his dad sounds as bad as Cassidy’s, but now isn’t the time to dwell on sad thoughts.

	“So what do you suggest?” Again, they exchange looks, and I’m getting pretty sick and tired of them having so many secrets I’m not a part of. 

	“Cancel your trip. Spend the next two weeks with us here instead.”

	“But your company…” 

	“Is going to be fine. It runs like a well-oiled machine with or without me.” When I turn to Nick to ask about his clients, he answers preemptively. 

	“Already reassigned and handled. I’m pretty much completely phased out of my firm and ready to move, Ry. I’ve only been hanging around here so you wouldn’t be alone.” 

	“Seriously? What about your house? Selling it and finding a new one?” 

	“I actually decided to keep it for now. It will be nice to come stay here when I visit my parents.” 

	“I just bought a new house on Sunset Beach. Nick is moving in with me.” 

	“How in the hell did you manage that?” His laugh vibrates through us, and I lean back and give him a frosty glare. 

	“I’m a local and have my ways. You’re welcome to live there, too. The house is as big as Zack’s. You could just be a roommate or you could be more. The choice is yours.” The sincerity in Pete’s tone is overwhelming. 

	“I don’t think I could ever be just a roommate if my life depended on it.” I answer softly, trying to keep myself from getting choked up. 

	“Then don’t be. Be with us, Ry, and let’s give a relationship between the three of us a chance. I can’t think of anything I want more.” Nick’s eyes radiate sincerity as he scoots closer to Pete and myself. He pulls me back into his lap and now my ass is on Nick, but my legs are sprawled across Pete. Both of them are holding on to me, waiting for my answer. 

	“I’ll cancel my trip and spend my vacation with you guys. I’ll reassess my feelings on the last day and make an informed decision about my next step then. Does that work for you both?” Two weeks with them and I’ll likely never come back from the state of euphoria I’ll be in, but that’s what this is all about, right? Making life your bitch? 

	“You’re so damn sexy when you’re negotiating, even if the terms suck.” 

	“I’m not so sure, Nick. Two weeks to make her want us as much as we want her. It sounds like an attainable goal. After all, we only had her for a few hours today and look how it’s turning out already. Challenge accepted.” 

	“Challenge? Oh, hell no, this was not intended to be a challenge.”

	“Well, it is now, so fasten in, darlin’, and enjoy the ride.”  
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	Rylee’s mouth drops, her shock apparent. Who would have ever thought while growing up together that Rylee and Nick would ever be in this situation? Nick’s dick hardens instantly when Pete pulls her onto his lap and lowers his mouth to hers, kissing her softly, and he moves in closer to have a front row view of every touch between them. Nick wants to hear every pleasure-filled moan, no matter how slight. Pete’s hand wraps behind his head to push him closer to Ry’s lips and he almost comes in his pants. Rarely do his fantasies ever come true. 

	Pete pulls back slowly, his lips brushing against Nick’s before his mouth covers Rylee’s and tells him, “Kiss her breathless and make her ours.” Pete’s voice rumbles low, resonating in Nick’s ear, and Rylee greets his tongue stroke for stroke. They find their rhythm easily, comfortably, after years of practice. She still straddles Pete while he slides one hand under her shirt and cups her breast, his other hand still holding the back of Nick’s head. 

	Rylee is the first to pull away—her heart pounding, face flushed—with beautiful, swollen lips. She cries out, and her body writhes against Pete in agonizing pleasure. His fingers squeeze her nipple again and she cries out louder. 

	“Arms, Ry,” Nick commands. She immediately complies, and he proceeds to pull off her shirt. Her bra is sexy as fuck and it barely covers her tits. The red lace caresses her skin just past her nipples with the top of her tits on full display. They’re perfect… she’s beyond perfect. Pete reaches back to flick open her bra, slowly removing it from her, strap by strap, while Nick reaches over to the table for his tumbler of whiskey and dips his finger into it. With whiskey-coated fingers, he teases her nipple, coating one, then the other. 

	Pete lowers his head immediately and suckles one, then the other into his mouth. Nick leans back on the couch and sips his whiskey slowly, watching the erotic scene unfold before his eyes. He’s hell-bent on committing this night to memory. The first time the two people he loves most make love in the way he’s always fantasized about is something he never wants to forget. When he’s old and his memories begin to fail, this moment is what he wants to remember: the feeling that comes when his soul is finally at ease, what it feels like when his heart is complete. 

	Pete stands, taking Rylee with him, and carefully sets her on the floor. His fingers trace her skin until he reaches the button of her pants. He places kisses against her stomach as he slowly unzips her jeans and continues kissing her, moving down inch by inch as he lowers her jeans. Pete opens his mouth when he reaches her pussy and tongues her through her panties. She’s writhing with a desperate need, holding his head in place, her fingers laced through his hair as she tries unsuccessfully to kick off her pants. 

	“A little help here, Nick,” Rylee cries out, but he shakes his head with a laugh. 

	“Sorry, babe, the view is way too good. He’ll help you when he’s ready,” Pete chuckles against her clit while sliding a finger into her panties. When she moans in pleasure and grips him harder, it’s obvious his finger is inside of her. 

	“You suck,” she bites out, throwing a lust-filled glare at Nick. 

	“Hell yeah, he does,” Pete adds, pulling away from her. Turning around, he slides his finger into Nick’s mouth, the same one that was just buried in Ry’s pussy. They both watch Nick suck Pete’s finger in and out of his mouth, wide eyed and turned on. 

	“I want to see,” Rylee says softly. Pete stands, removing his own pants. Pre-cum leaks from the tip of Nick’s cock at the sight of Pete’s hard-on. Ry pulls Pete’s shirt off as Nick kneels on the floor before him. 

	Nick opens his mouth and circles the head of Pete’s dick with his tongue, and Rylee gasps, clenching Pete’s arm tightly. Nick’s mouth sinks lower, his tongue sliding up against Pete’s shaft, and he pushes Nick’s head down further. Nick opens his mouth wider, bobbing his head with the movements of Pete’s hand. 

	“He’s so damn sexy when he’s sucking my cock, isn’t he?” Pete asks Rylee.

	“God, yes,” she says, exhaling. 

	“Do you want to help him?” Pete asks her. Rylee instantly drops to her knees next to Nick, cupping his chin in her hand, and pulls him back. She licks her lips and then licks his, her tongue darting quickly into his mouth, and Nick kisses her hard enough so she can taste Pete on his tongue. 

	With a passionate cry, she pulls back and sucks Pete into her mouth, pulling her perfect mouth away just long enough to command, “Take your clothes off, Nick, now,” and sinks back down onto Pete’s dick. 

	Pete sucks in a breath and exhales through his mouth, enjoying every sensation. He pulls Nick by the shirt and says, “You heard the sexy lady, get naked.” Ry’s gaze climbs upward as her head bobs up and down on Pete’s dick. 

	“Feel good?” Nick asks him while pulling his shirt up over his head. 

	“You know it does,” Pete replies through clenched teeth. His eyes travel down to Ry, and he pushes harder on her head. She cries out around his cock, loving every second. His eyes move slowly up Nick’s body. “Come here, you sexy bastard,” Pete tells him, pulling Nick close with his free hand. His lips crash against Nick’s, his tongue seeking control. Pete wraps his arms around Nick’s neck and gives him no choice but to surrender while Ry sucks him off. 

	“Oh, good God, that’s better than any fantasy,” she whispers from below them, her hot little mouth wrapping around Nick’s cock this time. Pete swallows Nick’s cries with his kiss. Their cocks rub against each other with her tongue licking around them both. Pete pulls away and they look down at her as she takes turns with them, rotating between each cock, crying out in absolute pleasure while she loves on them both. 

	Never in a million years would either man have thought he could have this with her, that they could all have this together. Nick, in particular, is determined Rylee chooses them and this life at the end of her vacation because now that he knows they can have this, he won’t ever give it up. 

	Pete says, “I think we should move this into the bedroom, but we’re stashing condoms and lube in every room in this house tomorrow because the bedroom isn’t the only room where we should fuck.” Rylee giggles and follows Pete to the bedroom. Nick follows behind her, watching her hips sway and her ass move as she goes. He is one lucky man to have them both in his life. 

	Nick just hopes they feel the same way. 
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	Rylee feels a little lightheaded as she follows Pete into the bedroom, wishing she wouldn’t have taken so many whiskey shots tonight. Everything considered, she’s surprised she’s still standing. She rarely drinks and when she does, it’s even more rare that she drinks hard alcohol. 

	Pete turns to her and wraps her into his arms while Nick comes up behind her, brushing her hair to the side, and trails kisses across her neck. “Tell us your fantasy, Rylee. Your wish is our pleasure.” Nick flicks his tongue against her ear in the way he knows turns her on the most, and her knees get weak. 

	Nick whispers in Rylee’s ear, “I bet if Pete slides his fingers into your pussy right now, you’re even wetter than you were a few minutes ago.” The two of them together will be the death of her. 

	Pete slides his finger across her clit and into her entrance. A smug smile spreads across his face as he looks at Nick. “Oh yeah, she’s practically dripping. Want a taste?” Pete pulls his finger out and slides it into Nick’s mouth. Watching the two of them makes her wetter, and the way Nick’s mouth wraps around Pete’s finger—his eyes fluttering closed as he sucks Rylee’s essence from it—is beyond erotic. Pete teases, “Come on, Rylee, you have to tell us what you want. Otherwise, we’re going to have fun guessing.” 

	Rylee’s wound so tight, she’s not sure she could take a guessing game with them tonight. “I want one of you inside of me. You decide who, because whoever isn’t inside of me needs to be getting fucked at the same time.” 

	A silent agreement passes between the two of them, and Pete turns and opens the bedside drawer to get condoms and lube as Nick pulls her to the bed. “Lie down, Rylee,” he commands, and she eagerly complies. Nick spreads her legs and climbs between them while Pete hovers over her and lowers his mouth to her breast. He sucks her nipple into his mouth at the same moment Nick’s tongue swipes across her pussy. The sensations are overwhelming for Rylee. 

	Her body arches up and she tries to climb up the bed, but Pete holds her down. “Enjoy the pleasure, Ry, don’t fight it.” His tongue enters her mouth as soon as Nick’s enters her pussy, and Pete’s masterful tongue swallows her pleasure-filled sobs. His fingers pinch her nipples between them as Nick’s fingers flick her clit. It’s as if they’ve orchestrated a musical and she’s their shared instrument. 

	Rylee’s never felt this before. She’s on a blissful sexual high unlike any other. Nick brings her even higher when he pinches her clit while continuing to fuck her with his tongue. Her orgasm comes hard and fast, her body shaking and shivering with each pulsating beat. Pete softly kisses a path back down to her nipples, but his eyes are on Nick as her cries fill the air. 

	Nick hasn’t let up; he’s wringing this orgasm out of her drop by drop. Rylee’s body shakes, and Pete places a strong hand against her abdomen. When Nick lifts his head, his mouth is covered in her release. 

	“So incredibly sexy,” Pete says, pulling Nick’s mouth to his. Watching Pete suck and lick her essence from Nick fuels a fire inside of Rylee she never knew could exist. 

	Pete reaches over to the table, breaking their kiss, and grabs the condoms. Their movements are so fluid—they know each other so intimately—and it fills her with love. How could Nick have hidden this beautiful part of himself from her for so long? The same way Rylee hid herself from him… but no more. She wants this with them, and she has to figure out how to keep it. 

	When they sheathe each other in condoms and Pete covers his in lube, she knows she’s having sex with Nick. Rylee’s not really surprised Nick is the bottom, but it would have really turned her on to see Nick fuck Pete. 

	Nick climbs on top of her and whispers in her ear, “I love you, Rylee. Thank you for giving this to me.” His words almost bring her to tears. She’s the one who should be thanking him, them; she should be thanking them both. 

	Rylee bends her knees and plants her feet wider than normal, and Nick drops his mouth to hers and kisses her. Pete is behind him watching, stroking himself, and enjoying the view in front of him. Pete moves to the side and takes Nick’s cock in his hand, sliding it inside of Rylee inch by delicious inch. He holds his thumb against her clit and bends over to kiss them both before taking his place behind Nick. 

	Nick buries himself deep, and Rylee wraps her arms around his shoulders. She can’t see Pete but she hears the lube squishing on his fingers and a few seconds later, Nick stills on top of her. 

	“Are you okay?” Pete asks, concerned. 

	“Hell yeah, keep going,” Nick assures him. The ecstasy filling his features is beautiful.

	“Are you ready?” Pete asks, and Nick takes Rylee’s hand in his and raises it up above her head. 

	“God, yes, fuck me.” Nick’s words are almost Rylee’s complete undoing, and once Pete is inside of Nick, he laces the fingers of his free hand through hers. They’re all connected through this, and their movements are completely in sync. She can’t even begin to describe how good it feels when Pete enters Nick again and again. There’s so much pleasure and love in this room, and their cries are all mingled together in a beautiful symphony. 

	All too quickly, the sensations overwhelm Rylee and she comes hard and fast, each of them still holding one of her hands. It’s a domino effect; Nick comes next. 

	“Yes, Rylee, oh God, yes, Pete, fuck me.” Nick shakes hard and collapses on top of her. She doesn’t mind, though, because it brings Pete closer. His muscles are tense, and it’s obvious he’s holding back. He bends down and bites Nick’s neck then sucks it, leaving a deep mark as he comes inside of him. 

	Rylee’s lost; she’s so tired and can’t keep her eyes open. The only thought going through her head is how happy she is in this moment with her men.
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	The room is dark and Rylee wakes up thirsty. She has no idea what time it is. When she turns over, she realizes she’s between Nick and Pete, and in order to get up she’ll have to climb over one of them. Maybe she can just slide out the bottom of the bed. Pete’s arm clamps down on her when she starts to move.

	“Don’t even think about leaving,” he mumbles. The man must sleep with one eye open as part of the job. 

	“I need to pee and I’m thirsty,” she whispers to him. 

	“Okay,” he says and leans over, kissing her on the forehead. “You go to the bathroom and I’ll get you some water.” 

	Rylee’s eyes have adjusted to the darkness of the room and she admires the outline of his incredible physique when he stands. She wouldn’t want to be on the other side of a fight with him. Pete’s sitting on the side of the bed drinking his own water when she comes out of the bathroom, and he hands her the glass he got for her. “Thank you,” Rylee whispers, taking it from him. 

	He chuckles lightly and shakes his head. “When did he become such a sound sleeper?”

	“I’m not, I was just waiting to see how long it would take for you to talk about me and ask if maybe I wanted some water, too,” Nick says.

	“You’ve got two legs, you can get your own,” Pete jokes with him, but Rylee slaps his shoulder lightly. 

	“That’s not very nice. Here, Nick, you can have the rest of mine.” 

	“Thank you. At least one of you two cares about me.” Typical Nick to lay it on a little thick. Pete sits next to him and pulls his water away, placing it on the nightstand. 

	“You don’t think I care, huh? Maybe I should show you.” Pete’s voice is low and sexy and makes Rylee tingle all over. 

	“Maybe you should,” Nick whispers breathlessly. Even though there’s only a sliver of moonlight seeping into the room, Rylee can see Nick’s breathing hasten in anticipation; she knows hers has. 

	“Rylee, want to play?” Pete asks, and she shakes her head. 

	“I want to watch,” she tells them as she climbs up onto the bed and makes herself comfortable. 

	“Well, then, let’s give her a show,” Pete says as his mouth covers Nick’s. Rylee’s still in awe that they’re together like this. All the tension from the wedding and the time afterward makes so much more sense now. 

	Their bodies move together so gracefully. The sounds they make together—the cries, the moans, the grunts—all come together like a beautifully orchestrated song. 

	Rylee’s hands move to her breasts as she watches them kiss and turn each other on. Their cocks slide against each other, and when Pete flips them over and says, “Your turn,” to Nick, she loses a breath. 

	“About fucking time,” Nick mumbles as he fumbles in the dark to open the condom. Rylee watches them, entranced, and the realization that they’re versatile hits her hard. Pete is now on his back, knees tented on the bed, and Nick is standing between Pete’s legs, ready to please him. This is her dream scenario, and she uses her free hand to turn herself on, her finger circling her clit as her other fingers pinch her nipples. 

	“Come closer, Ry,” Pete commands, and she complies. Nick’s fingers slide in and out of Pete’s ass, and it’s mesmerizing. When Nick removes his fingers and works his dick into Pete’s ass, Rylee’s pussy floods with wetness. 

	“God, this feels incredible,” Nick says as he slowly slides in and out of Pete. Hearing Pete’s cries of ecstasy pushes Rylee to finger herself. Nick’s eyes follow her fingers and Pete’s mouth latches on to her breast. He lightly bites and flicks her nipple as she tries to fuck herself harder. 

	Nick somehow moves closer, burying himself deeper inside of Pete. The way Pete cries out shows how much he’s enjoying it. His hand squeezes Rylee’s breast tightly—his teeth latching on to her nipple, biting down hard—and she releases a painful cry. But it’s the best kind of pain and he knows it. With his free hand, he slides his fingers into her. 

	“Oh, God! Yes!” She can’t help but whimper as Nick hits her G-spot with his fingers while she circles her clit. Rylee begins to ride out one of the longest orgasms of her life. She might have said she wanted to watch, but now she wants to play. 

	“Give me a condom,” she tells Pete. He releases her nipple and reaches across the bed, fumbling before getting one in his hand. He passes it to her and she opens it, getting on her knees. After rolling the condom onto Pete, Rylee climbs on top of him in a reverse cowgirl position and slowly works his cock into her. His hands immediately grab on to her ass while she and Nick synchronize their movements to give Pete maximum pleasure. 

	Nick leans forward, and Pete’s voice travels from behind her, “Kiss her until she comes.” That might not be very long because she’s already building up to another explosive orgasm. 

	Nick’s lips brush softly against Rylee’s. His tongue licks across her lips, and she parts for him. It’s a slow dance when their tongues meet, one that makes her whimper and grip on to Pete tighter. Nick continues to kiss Rylee, and she swears it’s the best kiss they’ve ever had. All three of them moan in pleasure, and she comes first. Nick’s mouth swallows her cries, his kiss becoming more aggressive as he fucks Pete harder. 

	“God damn, Rylee, Nick… fuck!” Pete cries out as he comes on the heels of her orgasm. She rolls off of Pete and he pulls her closer. 

	“Kiss her until I come,” Nick orders him and Pete complies. His kiss is hard, aggressive, much like the way Nick is fucking him. Rylee swallows his cries and it’s an indescribable feeling. Finally, Nick comes hard and loud. She’s not sure he’s ever been that loud with her before and she’s finally seeing all of Nick, all of Pete, and they’re seeing all of her. 

	They toss away their condoms and Nick goes to the bathroom, bringing back a warm washcloth and a dry towel. Nick gently cleans Rylee off and Pete dries her when he’s finished. They’re like a perfectly well-mannered duo and she ends up spooned by Nick and hugged by Pete, the two of them falling asleep with their hands intertwined. 

	The last thing Rylee thinks before she closes her eyes is how she’s never before been this happy. 
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	It’s been a week since the three of them spilled their deep, dark secrets to each other. Besides Rylee going back home to retrieve the suitcases she’d packed for her vacation, they haven’t left Nick’s house once. They’ve tried to take her out on a date ever since but she’s not ready for that, not even if they rotate nights. Rylee’s too afraid she’ll be seen or photographed, and since she’s supposed to be on vacation, she doesn’t want to have to explain to anyone why she’s not away. Pete understands her fears, but he told Nick he thinks there’s more to it because the girl he knows would tell everyone to fuck off and stay out of her business. Rylee is a sweetheart but she doesn’t mince words. She’ll tell anyone exactly how things are, and if someone doesn’t like it that’s just too damn bad. This will be a process for her, and they’re willing to give her time. 

	Pete especially wants this with Nick and Rylee more than he’s ever wanted anything in his life and as long as Rylee is still scared, they’re never going to move forward. They’re all dancing around the subject because it’s only been a week, but they only have a week left to enjoy and he needs to know where her head is. 

	“Am I interrupting?” Rylee asks, taking a seat next to Pete at the patio table with her coffee. 

	Pete looks up at her and smiles. “There’s no one out here but me.” 

	“Yeah, but you looked so deep in thought.” She bites down on her lower lip and eyes him suspiciously. 

	“Darlin’, I was just thinking about you,” he tells her honestly.

	Rylee giggles and looks up at him thoughtfully. “What do you call Nick?”

	Pete looks at her like she’s lost her mind, “What do you mean, ‘call him’?”

	“You know… you call me darlin’ when you get reflective or passionate, so what do you call him?” 

	Pete thinks about it for a moment as Nick takes a seat. “Morning… Darlin’…?” he says to him, immediately regretting the words at they leave his mouth. 

	Nick spits out his coffee and points to himself, “Are you talking to me?” he chokes out.

	“Yup,” Pete answers hesitantly. 

	“Dude, I’m your boyfriend, not your fucking bitch… no offense, Ry. Just call me Nick.” He shakes his head and leans back in his chair. 

	Rylee tries to explain, but her laughter gets in the way. Finally, she says, “It’s my fault, Nick, sorry. I just thought you guys should have names for each other.”

	“We do,” Nick states firmly. “Nick and Pete. God or Jesus, if it’s really good,” he answers with a snicker. 

	She shakes her head. “I don’t like it. You call me babe or baby, and he calls me darlin’. You need something for each other.” 

	“Is this really important to you?” Pete’s curious because he’s noticed she tends to call them babe or stud lately. 

	She shrugs. “I don’t know… Maybe? I guess it’s between the two of you. I don’t really have a say. I just thought it would be endearing.” 

	Without hesitation, Pete pulls his chair next to Nick’s. “Good morning,” he tells him, brushing his lips against Nick’s. 

	Nick kisses him back harder and then responds in kind, “Good morning.”

	Pete brushes his thumb over Nick’s bottom lip and tells him exactly how he feels, “I love you.” 

	The corner of Nick’s mouth pulls into a small smile and he nods. “I know, and I love you, too.” 

	Rylee watches them, her eyes glimmering with tears, and Pete does what he realizes he should have done in the first place, which is pull her chair over to them. “This is endearing,” he tells her, and she nods in agreement. 

	“You’re right, it is. Love is all you need.” 

	“Rylee?” he asks.

	“Yes, Pete?” 

	“I am so in love with you,” he tells her. 

	Those twinkling eyes let some of that beautiful shimmer fall out onto her cheek. “I love you, too,” she whispers softly, and Pete pulls her close so he can wipe away those tears. He kisses her softly before releasing her. Rylee turns her attention to Nick, and Pete’s glad. He needs this; he needs to know for certain her heart is just as much Nick’s as it is his. 

	She takes Nick’s hand and pulls it to her heart. “I love you, Nick Morris. I have loved you a long time. But I’ve never told you how deeply in love with you I am. And for that, I’m sorry, because I am so in love with you.” 

	Nick pulls her into his lap and kisses her senseless. When he finally releases her from his kiss, he holds her tightly. “Thank you for telling me. I’ve told you before but I will tell you until I take my dying breath. I am so in love with you, Rylee Stafford. Thank you for loving me, too.” 

	Their moment together is interrupted by Rylee’s cell phone and she squeals, “It’s Cassidy!” Nick and Pete laugh, knowing Rylee will be on the phone for a while. But when Pete overhears Rylee talking to Zack and Cassidy on the phone, he has a brilliant idea he can’t believe he didn’t think of sooner. After scrolling through his contacts forever, he finally finds Jack’s number. 

	Jack answers after the first ring, “Pete, my man! What’s going on? Are you in town?”

	“Hey, Jack. Things are good and I am in town, which is why I’m calling. Do you still have alternative night at The Scene?” The Scene is a semi-sex club owned by Jack and his friend Marc. Pete manages their security systems and supplies their guards in exchange for a slight discount on the club’s bill and free admission whenever Pete and his team want to attend. 

	“We do. It’s tonight, actually. You want me to put you on the list?” 

	Pete smiles. “Yeah, me plus two others.” 

	“Anything serious?” Jack sounds intrigued, and Pete can’t blame him; it’s been a long time since he’s been at the club. 

	“Yes, it is. We’re not looking for play, just looking to have a good time.” 

	Jack laughs and Pete can hear him typing. “Alright, you’re set for a party of three in VIP. Do you need a room?” 

	Pete hesitates, considering Jack’s question. Rylee might be up for staying the night, but then she may be too overwhelmed with just the idea of being out of the house. “That’s a good question. I’m not sure. Are you booked up tonight?” 

	“Close, but I always keep a few extra rooms for friends. I’ll put you in one of those and if you don’t use it, no biggie.” Pete hears more typing. Jack reminds him, “Drinks are on the house as long as you make time to have one with me.” 

	“Of course… Hey, Jack, I know this goes without saying, but I have to be an overprotective boyfriend for a moment. Everyone on the list tonight… can you double-check their NDA’s are up to date?”

	“Already done. This one is pretty special, then, isn’t she? Or is it a he?” Jack asks politely.

	“Both, and yes, very special.” 

	“I’m happy for you. It’s about time you loosen up and forget about Nick for good.” 

	“About that…” 

	“Oh, shit. No kidding? You guys are making a go of it after all this time?” There’s no doubt he’s shocked. Jack and Pete met at a party for bisexuals. They hit it off and went out a few times, but there was no chemistry, and they ended up becoming good friends. Jack’s friendship filled part of the gap in Pete’s life when he and Nick broke up.

	“Man, it’s a long story but I’ll fill you in tonight if I have time.” 

	“Sounds good, I can’t wait to hear it. I’ll see you guys tonight.” 

	The sound of Rylee’s foot tapping against the floor catches Pete’s attention. “Who are you going to see tonight? I thought this was our time, Pete.” 

	“Woman, it is our time. We’re going out tonight,” he says with triumph.

	She backs up as he moves closer. “I already told you no, Pete. I’m not ready.” 

	He swings his arm around her waist and pulls her close. “Do you love me?” he asks, and even though her eyes are wide, she nods.

	“Do you trust me to protect you, in all aspects, at all costs?” Without hesitation, Rylee nods and Pete exhales. He would never admit it, but he was holding his breath on that one. 

	“Then come out on a date with us tonight. I promise you have nothing to worry about.” 

	Rylee’s biting the inside of her lip; it’s a nervous habit of hers. “Okay, but I’m trusting you, Pete.” 

	“I’d never let you get hurt on my watch, Ry.” 

	She kisses him softly and then pulls him into a hug. “I know… So how do I need to dress?” 

	“Like you’re going to a club, a really sexy-ass club.” 

	She nods and smiles. “I’ve got just the dress. What time do we leave?” 

	“Not until eight, you’ve got a few hours.” 

	“Hours until what?” Nick asks, trying to peel his soaking wet shirt off. Ry laughs at him but kindly helps him out. 

	“What happened to you?” she squeals adorably. 

	He groans and shakes his head. “Let’s just say I got in a fight with the sprinkler.” 

	“And the sprinkler won?” she replies. 

	“Hell no. What kind of man do you take me for? I took care of that sprinkler like a boss.” 

	“Shut it off at the valve?” Pete asks.

	Nick laughs at Pete’s words, “Yeah, I’ve got no idea how that complex sprinkler system works. I’ll have to have the gardener fix it.” 

	“Or I could just show you how to fix it,” Pete tells him.

	Rylee flashes a smile and nods her head as if she’s excited for them to have a chance to bond. 

	“Both of you, come on. Since Nick is keeping the house, we should all learn how to fix it.” Nick and Rylee follow dutifully behind Pete, but he can tell it’s the last thing either of them would rather be doing right now. 
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	Her hair is flawless. The dress is tight. Her makeup is on point, and her Louboutins are sexy as hell. But Rylee’s nerves are all over the place right now. She knows Pete wouldn’t do anything to risk people finding out she’s in town, or that they’re together, but she’s absolutely terrified she’ll bump into someone she knows—or who knows her family—and she’ll be completely screwed. And not in a good way. 

	Nick walks in the bathroom, and his reflection in the mirror is incredible. Rylee has always found him sexy, but he’s looked even sexier this past week. Maybe it’s the extra sparkle in his eyes or the fact that his smile barely leaves his face anymore. 

	“You look beautiful,” he says as he wraps his arms around Rylee from behind, staring at their reflection in the mirror. He reaches down and unclasps the death grip her fingers have against the counter, allowing the blood to flow back into them. She didn’t even realize she was gripping on for dear life. 

	“Relax, Rylee, tonight is going to be fun for all of us.” She turns around in his arms with a sigh and wraps her arms around his neck. Nick bends his forehead and rests it against hers. He smells like fresh laundry and sunshine. He smells like home. He tilts her chin up and softly kisses her lips. 

	“Have you given any thought to what comes next?” His whispered words drive an arrow straight through Rylee’s heart. Try as she might, she doesn’t know what to do. 

	“All I know is I don’t want to give this up. I don’t want to leave our paradise. But I’m scared, Nick. I don’t know how to tell people. Once I do I can’t take it back. It will be out there for the world to know my intimate secrets.” 

	“Are you ashamed of me?” he asks.

	“What? No!” she cries.

	“Are you ashamed of Pete?” he presses.

	“Never! Why would you even think that?” 

	“Well, what’s the problem, then, Ry?” 

	“I’m ashamed of myself… I think,” she answers honestly.

	“Oh, hell no. Darlin’, you don’t get to be ashamed of who you are. Of what God made you. Made us. People may not understand it, but that’s their burden to bear, not ours.” Rylee looks over to see Pete leaning up against the wall with his arms crossed, wearing a scowl on his gorgeous face. 

	She looks down. “I don’t know how… I just don’t know how to tell people, you guys.” 

	“We can do it together… in a big group or one at a time. We don’t need to give them details. All they need to know is we’re in love, all three of us, and are in a relationship together.” Pete says it as if it’s the simplest thing in the world. It’s not; it’s the hardest thing she’ll ever do. 

	“It’s okay. We can talk about it later, Ry, but think about it. Your decision doesn’t only affect you, it affects all of us.” Nick is always so calm, but he’s right. Whether Rylee comes out or not, they want to. If she doesn’t come out with them, she’ll lose them both for good. 

	“Come on, you two, our chariot awaits,” Pete says.

	Rylee looks at Nick, worried. “He’s mad.” 

	Nick’s hand squeezes hers softly. “He’s not, he’s scared of losing you.” 

	A black stretch limousine meets them outside, and Pete is inside already texting away furiously. He puts his phone in his pocket and holds out his hand to help Rylee get in. Rylee hopes he’s upset about work and not angry with her. 

	“You are absolutely stunning,” he says as she scoots in next to him. 

	“Thank you,” she answers softly as he laces their hands together. Nick slides in next to her and takes her free hand in his. “You’re not angry, Pete, are you?” 

	“No, Rylee, I’m not. A bit frustrated maybe, but never angry. Let’s just have a good time tonight and leave the worry for next week.” He squeezes her hand and smiles.

	“Sounds good to me.” Rylee flashes him a smile, and Pete leans over and kisses her deeply. If she didn’t know better, she’d think he was trying to suck all the negative energy out of her body with this kiss. Better yet, it’s working. 

	When Pete releases her and tucks her into his arm, Nick is smiling at them. She’s still overwhelmed by all of this. They get it. They get her. There’s no jealousy, no fighting, no hurt feelings. They love her and each other fully, completely, and unselfishly. 

	Rylee’s not sure why she never realized it before now; maybe she’s able to feel it because she’s in such a small and enclosed space with them. She’s not giving this up. Not ever. She doesn’t care who knows these men are hers. She just needs to find the right time to tell her family, and that will most likely be when they’re all together over the Thanksgiving holiday. Until then, Pete and Nick just need to be patient with her. 

	All too soon, they pull into an underground parking lot. The limo parks directly in front of an elevator and when the doors slide open, a man who could double for Secret Service is waiting. Nick takes Rylee’s hand and helps her out of the limo and walks with her. Pete follows, and the man nods to him. 

	“Hey, boss, everything’s ready for you inside.” 

	“Thanks, Dan,” Pete replies, and Dan steps out of the elevator. Sometimes, Rylee forgets how much of a businessman Pete is and it fills her heart with happiness that he was willing to take time off to be with Nick and her at the drop of a hat. 

	“So can you tell me where we are now?” she asks as he pushes the button for the lobby. Nick snickers, and Pete finally cracks a smile. 

	“We’re at a members-only club called The Scene. You have to sign an NDA to be a member. The club is just a normal club and all couples have the option to rent a fantasy room upstairs. Except for one night a week, which happens to be tonight.” 

	“What’s tonight?” Rylee asks, anxiously gripping Nick’s hand tightly. 

	“Tonight is alternative night, and anything goes. The club usually breaks up into two parts. One side where people are looking to play and another side where people are looking to watch.” The look on her face is horrific because he cups her chin and kisses her softly. “Don’t worry, we’re on the voyeuristic side. Tonight will be fun and even if you recognize someone, Ry, they’re not going to say anything because they’ve got something they want to hide as well.” 

	Even the thought of voyeurism turns her on, although it makes her feel like she’s still a freak, but knowing there are rules and memberships makes her feel better. The doors slide open in front of them, and a gorgeous woman carrying a tablet greets them, leading them to a door with a man waiting inside. He’s attractive, with a killer smile, and rises from the couch when he sees Pete. “Long time no see. It’s about time you show your face around here.” 

	Pete pulls him in for a guy hug and pats his back a few times. “It’s good to see you, too, Jack,” Pete says, releasing him. “This is my girlfriend, Rylee, and…” 

	“And the infamous Nick,” he replies, cutting Pete off. Jack looks Nick over from head to toe and nods with approval. He extends his hand to Nick and Nick shakes it. “Nice to finally meet you, Nick.” He turns to Rylee and shakes her hand as well. “You, too, Rylee. I look forward to getting to know you both.” 

	“So, Jack, what’s up with the mirrored room?” Pete asks. Jack flashes a sly grin while a team of waitresses brings in champagne on ice, appetizers, and a bottle of scotch. 

	Once they exit, he turns his attention back to them. “Just thought maybe you’d want to have some fun tonight, and I know you were concerned about the NDAs, so I gave you the mirrored room. You’re welcome to explore if you want to, but if not, this beauty is yours for the night.” 

	“Thanks. This is great.” 

	“No problem. Also, here’s the key to room 510. It’s yours for the night if you decide to use it. If not, no biggie. Just leave the key here when you leave and I’ll get it later.” 

	While Jack and Pete catch up, Rylee takes her glass of champagne and walks over to one of the windows. Two of the room’s four walls are made of one-way mirrors. She can see everything going on out in the club on her left side and a clear view of the hallway directly in front of them, which she finds odd unless people in the room want to be able to see if someone wants to get inside. 

	The club begins to fill up and it’s nice to see so many couples. There are a variety of relationships out there, though there are mostly gay and lesbian couplings. However, there are a few polys in the crowd. 

	“Okay, I’m going to leave you all to your night. Enjoy yourselves. Pete, I hope this means I’ll be seeing more of you. Let me know if you have time to get a bite to eat before you leave. It was great to meet you both.” 

	“Likewise,” Nick and Rylee echo each other as Jack leaves the room, and the door closes, locking behind him. 

	“See anything interesting yet?” Pete asks as he comes up behind Rylee and wraps his arms around her waist. 

	Nick refills her champagne and laughs at the look she gives him when he does. “Champagne makes you horny. You can’t get mad at me for wanting to have some fun,” he says, backing away and pouring himself a drink. 

	Rylee ignores him and says, “I don’t understand the layout of this room.” 

	Pete chuckles in Rylee’s ear and squeezes her tighter. “You will.” She backs away from him and takes a seat, making sure to cross her legs as seductively as possible. 

	“Damn, I want those shoes wrapped around my neck,” he says to Nick.

	“You and me both,” Nick replies, taking the empty spot to her right. 

	“Maybe you’ll get your wish if you tell me about this room,” she says dismissively before sipping her champagne.

	“Sometimes, you take all the fun out of things. Basically, this room doesn’t exist. A few members know about it, but in order to get access, you need to have checked voyeurism on your application when you first apply. Then you need to have been a member in good standing for over three years. You have to have set up voyeuristic scenes in your rooms over that time. Once you have met the terms, you’re offered this room. You can use it only once a year, and the fee is twenty thousand for the night. That’s on top of your yearly membership.” 

	“Wow,” Nick whistles low, and Rylee nods in agreement. 

	“Wait, so you paid for this? Just to get me out of the house?” 

	“I’d love to say yes but the truth is, I get a membership because I run security. I was just surprised as you were Jack put us in here.” 

	“Speaking of Jack, what does he know about us?” Nick asks with a hard stare. 

	“I met Jack not too long after you left me. We went out a few times, but the chemistry wasn’t right between us. We became friends, and aside from Zack and Ben, he’s probably my best friend.” 

	Nick frowns. “He must think I’m a complete dick.” 

	“Actually, I think he gets it. Jack has his own complicated past.” 

	“So how come there isn’t a bed in here?” Rylee asks. The room has every amenity possible—flat TV, plush couches and chairs that sit on a circular spinning floor to rotate views, all accessed with the push of a button. There’s VIP service for food and drinks. The sound from the club is piped in through speakers that can easily be turned off. 

	“If there were a bed, it could be classified as a sex club if they ever got raided. Right now, they are classified as a hotel. Due to city ordinances, the hotel rooms have to be above club level. It’s one thing to fall asleep on a couch in your office. It’s another to have a bed in a mirrored room in the club,” Pete explains.

	Rylee nods. “That makes complete sense.” 

	“Do you guys want to go see the club, maybe dance a bit? Or would you rather stay here?” Pete asks. They both look at Rylee expectantly, but she feels safe here and she also likes this room. Before she has a chance to respond, two men lean up against the wall in the hallway, right on the other side of the one-way mirror. 

	“I want to stay here and watch them,” she says, pointing to the men. Pete pushes the button, and they silently turn and face the two. “Too bad there’s no sound…” Rylee would love to listen in. She knows it’s a violation of their privacy, but hell, it’s a public club. Suddenly, the music cuts out and their conversation comes over the speaker instead. 

	Rylee looks at Pete incredulously and he shrugs. “What? A good security guy always thinks of these things.” 

	One of the men has a beard and is quite large; he looks like he could be a lineman on an NFL team. The other man looks familiar, but Rylee doesn’t know from where; he’s attractive with his short red hair, chiseled jaw, and strong runner’s legs wrapped around the big guy. Both of them are wearing wedding bands. They’re having a conversation in between their kisses, “I should have married you. This is becoming extremely complicated,” the redhead says.

	They both have their dicks out, and the larger man is able to jerk both of them off. “Fuck, this feels good. You’re my husband, Luke. In my heart, my vows were to you… not her. But my contract, my public life, and your wife’s public life… Jesus, you feel amazing. You know this was the only way.” He captures Luke’s mouth in his and kisses him passionately. Rylee starts to feel bad about listening to something so intimate. It’s obvious they’re in love. 

	“Curt, I don’t care anymore. I’m tired of pretending.” 

	Curt kisses Luke, and they break away for a moment, seemingly catching their breath. They kiss again, swallowing each other’s cries as they come from jerking each other off at the same time. Rylee’s heart races from the eroticism of it. Curt pulls handkerchiefs out of his pocket and wipes them off after they pull away. Never once did they break eye contact or look worried someone would catch them. They must know about this room or just don’t care. 

	“Two more years, babe. I retire in two years. After that, I’ll divorce her and marry you. By then, your wife needs to either leave you or come out of the closet,” Curt says.

	Luke nods at him. “I agree, and I can’t wait to be your husband. It was pretty lucky finding a lesbian couple to marry. If only Angie and Mary would decide to be together, they could be happy, too. But you know, I don’t think Angie will ever come out. She’s far too concerned with public opinion, always has been.” 

	“Turn it off,” Rylee tells Pete. Their conversation is hitting too close to home for her right now. There’s an uncomfortable silence between the three of them, and she knows they’re thinking the same thing she is. “I made a decision on the way here. I don’t want to be without you guys, either of you. My heart is filled with so much love it could burst. But I’m not willing to tell anyone until the holidays. Thanksgiving time at Zack and Cassidy’s. That’s the best I can do. I have to get through work and the move. Will you be willing to wait that long?” “You’re really in?” Nick asks, and she nods. “Hell yeah, I’m in. Pete?” “On one condition,” Pete says firmly. 

	Rylee’s stomach is uneasy, but it’s from her fear of rejection. “What’s that?” 

	“You both move into my new house on Sunset Beach. Once you do, there’s no going back. You’re both mine.” 

	Rylee laughs. “I’m pretty sure I can manage that, Pete. As long as you get a custom-made bed. Both of you are bed hogs… we need more space.” 

	“Done.” 

	Richard was right. Finally making a decision has freed a huge weight from Rylee’s shoulders. She tries to imagine how good it will feel to come out and be accepted.
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	Pete watches as Nick pours Rylee another glass of champagne to celebrate her announcement, then pours them both a new tumbler of scotch. Nick leaves their drinks on the table and turns to Pete, wrapping an arm around the back of his head to pull his lips in for a kiss. 

	“She said yes,” Nick whispers, and Pete catches the words on an inhale, letting them fill him with happiness. For a fleeting moment, he wonders how it would feel to hear Nick say yes to more than just moving in together. 

	Nick’s lips drop to Pete’s and they kiss softly, slowly, while Nick backs Pete up against the glass. Ry sits back down and watches them with a smile on her face. Nick raises his arms above Pete’s head and grinds their cocks against each other. They’re both hard, and Nick’s kiss becomes more aggressive the harder he moves against Pete. 

	Pete’s heart pounds with anticipation and when his lips are released, he looks over his shoulder. “Any requests, Rylee?” She watches them with rapt attention. 

	“Take your clothes off, both of you,” she commands, reaching into her purse for condoms and lubricant. Rylee stands and crosses the room. They look to her for instruction once they’re naked, and she passes a condom and lube to Nick. 

	“Put this on,” she tells him. “And you…” she says, pointing to Pete, “get down on all fours and let Nick take you from behind while you lick my pussy and let me come all over your face.” Her words are an erotic dream come true. Pete hears Nick groan with the same appreciation behind Pete, and they both comply. Once Pete’s down on all fours, Nick slides his finger into Pete’s ass.

	“Fuck, that feels good.” Pete’s breath catches as Nick slides in a second finger. Sometimes, this is the best part: the anticipation of what’s to come as Nick’s being soft and gentle, working Pete up to the orgasm he knows will tear him apart. 

	Ry stands above Pete and spreads her legs. Those fucking heels… He still wants them wrapped around his neck later, but right now they make her too tall to reach from down here. When Pete looks up, the first thing he notices is she isn’t wearing any panties. 

	“Ry, where are your underwear?” 

	“At home, where they belong,” she says smugly. 

	Pete feels Nick’s fingers hit his prostate, and Rylee watches his eyes roll up in the back of his head. When he looks back at her, a small smile plays across her features. “I think he’s ready, Nick,” she states matter-of-factly, and Pete groans in agreement. “Take off my shoes, Pete.” She lifts one foot and then the next as he removes them. Without them, she’s about four or five inches shorter, and he can reach that pretty pussy with his tongue. 

	Rylee’s dress is skintight, but Pete knows she’s got a bit of wiggle room and he doesn’t want her to take it off. “Flip your skirt up, Ry. I want to taste you.” She scoots it up until it’s above her pussy and she can spread her legs easier. The smell of her sex makes Pete’s cock even harder and when Nick enters his ass, Pete’s tongue enters her, relishing her sweet essence on his tongue. 

	“Holy shit,” Rylee cries out, bracing her arm against the window. Pete’s tongue travels up her slit, circling her clit until she’s grinding her pussy against his face. Nick rides his ass harder. If people outside could hear what was going on in here, they’d be dying to get in. 

	Pete lifts his arm and slides two fingers into Rylee as she rides his tongue. He pulls away for a moment. “Harder, Nick. Fuck me harder!” His cries fuel theirs to become even louder. Pete’s tongue replaces his fingers in Rylee’s pussy, and he uses his thumb to rub her clit. The feel of her riding Pete’s face as if she was riding his cock is incredible, and he is energized when she begins to shake and quiver around him while calling out their names. 

	Nick continues to thrust forcefully, but Pete pushes back against him, needing more; he can’t get enough of him. Ry doesn’t even take a second to recover; instead, she slides under Pete’s body and sucks his cock into her mouth. 

	“Fuck!” he hisses. It’s euphoric between all three of them and Pete leverages himself with a hand on the window and sits up on his knees. Nick is practically flush against his back, and Ry drops to her knees, giving her better access to his cock. 

	“Holy shit, that’s a sexy sight,” Nick says into Pete’s ear, kissing his neck. He sucks the skin between his teeth and bites down. His bite is Pete’s complete undoing, and he comes in Ry’s mouth without warning her. From the looks of it, she couldn’t care less because she sucks down every last drop. 

	It’s apparent Nick is going for a record because he’s still buried inside of Pete, thrusting in and out as he kisses the back of Pete’s neck. From Pete’s expression, it’s possibly the best sex of his life. Ry leans up further and pulls Nick’s mouth to hers, kissing him over Pete’s shoulder and crying out into his mouth. He comes hard while they’re kissing, and he’s so loud her kisses can’t even begin to drown out his release. Pete has never felt closer to anyone than he does to the two of them right now. 

	The three of them collapse onto each other on the floor and lay there for a while. Eventually, Ry excuses herself to the restroom while Nick and Pete get dressed. They order some water while they wait for Ry and snack on some of the appetizers Jack had delivered earlier. Pete notices Nick is abnormally quiet and asks, “What gives? Why are you so quiet?”

	“Just thinking… I’m supposed to start working with Zack on his non-profit. I’m wondering if I should start sending out resumes or consider opening my own firm instead.” He frowns, looking worried.

	“Shit, I didn’t even think about that. Do you really think it will come to that?” 

	“You’ve met Zack, right? He’s overly protective of Cassidy and Rylee. I’ve seen him fight Ry’s boyfriends for lesser offenses.” 

	“True, but the difference is those guys didn’t love her. We do,” Pete points out.

	“Actually, I think the difference is she didn’t love them. Even if Rylee pleads our case to Zack, he’s going to want to beat our asses.” Nick puts his plate back on the table. “I know I would if it was my sister.”

	Pete doesn’t look worried. “Maybe, but if that’s what needs to happen for him to get over it and accept us, I’ll take the ass whipping from Zack. There’s no way he’s going to cut her out of his life. I’m surprised he doesn’t sense anything going on since they have that twin thing.” 

	“Oh my God, take that back. I don’t want to sense Zack’s orgasms any more than I want him to sense mine!” Rylee scolds, coming out of the bathroom. Nick laughs as she makes her way to the couch. “Ew, you just gave me the chills even thinking about that. I love Zack and Cassidy and I know they have an amazing sex life. But let’s be honest, mine is so much better.” She picks up a bottle of water and pulls it to her mouth. 

	Nick and Pete order more champagne for Ry a little while later. They’re enjoying being out of the house and doing something fun. Rylee is completely relaxed and enjoying the club. After Ry’s third glass of champagne, another couple ends up against the glass. She’s buzzed and for the first time since the two guys earlier this evening, she wants the sound back on. “Got a thing for lesbians, Rylee?” Nick teases her. 

	“Shhhh, no, but doesn’t the blonde look familiar?” she asks him.

	Nick looks closer at the women. “How can you tell when all you can see is her backside?” 

	“I don’t know, there’s just something about her.” Ry turns her attention back to the women against the window. The brunette is running her fingers through the blonde’s hair, and the blonde softly sighs against her. When their lips meet, it’s soft at first, then their passion explodes. The blonde pulls down the front of the other girl’s dress and pops her breast out of her bra. Her hard nipple is on display for everyone to see. Pete reaches over and squeezes Ry’s nipple between his fingers, and she sighs in pleasure as he mimics the actions of the women outside of the window. 

	“God, Angie, you get me so wet, baby. I love you.” The brunette’s voice is husky with a bit of a British accent. Angie pulls the brunette’s head to her mouth and kisses her again. She pulls away, breathless, her chest heaving against the glass. 

	“I love you, too,” she whispers back, and Ry stills next to Pete.

	“I know that voice,” she stammers, and Nick takes pause. 

	“Actually, I think I do, too,” he replies, turning his rapt attention to the window. Then, as their passion ignites, Angie lifts the brunette’s skirt up and they slam sideways into the window. They both finger each other at the same time, their faces covered by their long, flowing hair. The women fuck each other loudly, as if no one in the world is around and it’s just the two of them alone in their bedroom. 

	Ry watches, intrigued, but Pete can tell she’s more interested in knowing who is being fucked than the actual sex going on in front of them. Once they both come, they kiss softly, passionately, and the brunette pushes the blonde’s hair out of the way. 

	“Oh my God!” Ry exclaims loudly. “It’s the bitch!” 

	“Angelica Martin… no fucking way. She’s a lesbian?” Nick’s shocked tone rivals Rylee’s. 

	“Didn’t she get married right after Zack? My mom said her mother insisted it was a rebound thing because she was so brokenhearted Zack actually married Cassidy,” Rylee asks him. 

	“I heard that, too, Ry. There was always something off about her and the way she was always so fixated on Zack,” Nick responds. 

	“Uh, guys, maybe she wasn’t fixated. Maybe she knew Zack was never an option, so he was safe,” Pete points out. 

	“Maybe,” Ry answers with a shrug. “But I still don’t like her. Although, maybe I understand her a bit more now.” 

	Pete sees the two men approaching out of the corner of his eye—the same men who were here earlier tonight. “Hey, babe,” Angie says to the one with the glasses, Luke. 

	“Hey, we’re going to head up to our room. You guys going to stay down here a bit longer or go up?” 

	“We’re going up now,” the brunette tells him. “Since Curt and I have to fly out in the morning, I want as much time with my love as I can get. I’m sure you both do as well. One weekend a month is never enough,” she says with a sad sigh. They all leave and walk toward the bank of elevators. 

	“Wow,” Nick says softly. “Who would have ever thought Angelica was such a bitch because she was protecting herself?” 

	“Seriously. I’ve never been like that. She could have found other ways. I actually kind of feel sorry for her. I mean, in a way, I know exactly how she feels,” Rylee adds.

	“We know you do, Rylee, but you don’t have to feel like that any longer. You’re going to be with us and we’re going to have a beautiful life together. All three of us.” Nick refills her champagne and she nods. 

	“Now, more than ever, I’m happy. I’ve decided it’s time to tell people. Seeing her sadness amidst the love she had was a bittersweet reminder of how messed up it is to keep such an important part of yourself locked inside,” Rylee says.

	Pete notices a determination in her expression that wasn’t there earlier. It’s not that he didn’t believe her before, but he certainly doesn’t doubt her now. This is what she really wants. His mouth is on hers before he can even think. Nick squeezes Pete’s hand as he kisses her. She pulls back and Nick leans forward, taking her spot, and his tongue chases Pete’s like he’s drinking her taste from his mouth. 

	Rylee loves seeing them kiss but she’s suddenly exhausted. She releases a loud yawn, accidentally interrupting their passionate kiss, and then laughs. “I’m sorry, I’m just so tired. Can we go home now?” 

	The elevators open across the hall when they walk out of the room and they see Angie and her girlfriend come out hand in hand. Angie immediately drops the other woman’s hand when she sees Ry, her mouth dropping open. With a shrug, Ry holds up both her hands, laced in each man’s, and winks. Pete and Nick look at each other, not sure if it’s courage or liquid courage, but they’re so proud of their girl. 

	“Good for you, Rylee,” Pete tells her in the elevator, and she turns to him and smiles. 

	“I honestly don’t think I care anymore. November can’t come soon enough.” 

	Nick laughs. “Yeah, I’ll be sure to remind you of this conversation when your mother is going all demon bitch on you.” 

	“Thanks,” she replies dryly as the doors open. The trio exits the elevator and get back into the limo. With a yawn, Ry snuggles against Nick and closes her eyes. 
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	The expansive sky is stretched out above Pete as he watches the meteor shower. He’s always loved looking up at the stars in the night sky, wondering what else is up there and who else they share this universe with. People only have this small glimpse into the massive galaxy; they’d be fools to think they’re the only ones around. 

	The sound of the screen door sliding shut behind him tells Pete he’s no longer alone. 

	“Why are you lying down in the backyard?” Nick questions as he walks closer.

	Pete sees Nick’s bare feet first and holds up his drink, the ice clinking in the glass. “There’s a meteor shower.” 

	“You came outside to watch the stars?” he says, taking Pete’s glass of whiskey and bringing it to his lips. He downs the rest and holds it out for more. Pete obliges. 

	“Nah, I couldn’t sleep, but I remembered the shower when I came out here and decided to watch and take my mind off things.” Nick lies down next to Pete on the grass and Pete lowers his mouth to Nick’s, letting his fingers comb through Nick’s hair as he gazes into his beautiful eyes. 

	“What things are you trying to take your mind off of?” Nick asks as he wraps his arms around Pete’s waist. 

	“I don’t remember now that you’ve distracted me,” Pete tells him, trying to rein in his alcohol-induced emotions. It wasn’t true, of course. Pete remembers everything that had been on his mind before Nick came looking for him. His mind has been racing since they returned home from the club earlier, and Pete has been trying to sort out what it means when he thinks about Nick and Rylee and forever. Especially when he wants them both as his, but Nick as his husband.  

	Nick runs his thumb across Pete’s lips and meets his eyes with a determined glare. “Don’t do this, Pete. There’s something going on with you and I want to know what it is. No more moving backward, remember?” 

	“Yeah I remember,” Pete answers Nick softly and places a tender kiss against his lips. “What do you want out of life Nick?” Nick smiles “A husband and a wife who love me unconditionally. A few kids, good job, the ability to help people less fortunate than myself.” Nick pulls Pete closer and places open mouthed kisses along his neck, working his way up to Pete’s mouth. After sharing a deep kiss under the stars, Nick turns the tables on Pete. 

	“What do you want, Pete? Right now, what’s the first thought in your mind?” Pete feels Nick’s erection growing underneath him and slides down his body, pulling his boxers off, then quickly kicks off his own. When Pete slides back up Nick’s body and their cocks rub together, he groans in a combination of pleasure and frustration. 

	“Fucking hell, Nick… all I’ve been thinking about since we left the club is how much I want to marry you.” The seconds tick by and Nick hasn’t said a word; he’s just staring at Pete, speechless. Pete hasn’t ever been so scared to admit his feelings in all his life, and he really needs to feel close to Nick right now. There’s no lube or any condoms outside but they’re already extremely wet between the two of them. It will have to do. “I need you Nick, I got tested three months ago and I haven’t been with anyone else, I promise. You’re safe.” 

	Nick opens his legs wide for Pete and allows him access. Once Pete is inside him, he releases a pleasure-filled moan and pulls his legs up higher so Pete is able to go deeper inside. Nick laces their hands together as Pete slides in and out, squeezing his hand. It’s reassuring. He’s never been with anyone before, male or female, without a condom. The feeling is indescribable. “You really want to marry me?” Nick whispers softly as they move together under the starlight. 

	“God, yes, more than anything,” Pete tells him.

	“What about Ry?” Nick asks, gripping Pete’s cock.

	Pete confesses, “You can marry her also, or we can all marry each other. I don’t ever want to know what it would be like to lose the two of you from my life. You two are my heart… it doesn’t work right when your love isn’t pumping through it. Without the two of you, it’s just an organ. You guys are my pulse.” 

	“Holy fuck,” Nick whispers, expelling his release all over Pete’s stomach. Their tongues meet, and for the first time ever, Pete comes barrier-free inside of him. It’s the most incredible thing Pete has ever felt. 

	Words won’t come to either of them for a moment, their bodies shaking after such an incredible, full body orgasm. 

	The screen slides open again and Ry sits down at their feet, seemingly not caring that Pete is still buried inside of Nick; just another reason why Pete loves her. “Answer him, Nick” she says softly, running her hands up and down their legs. Nick’s frozen, scared she might be upset with them. Pete slides his tongue into Nick’s mouth and reminds him everything is okay. He meets Pete, stroke for stroke, finally relaxing. 

	“Will you marry me, Nick?” Pete asks again. He can’t see Ry’s face, but Nick can and it makes him smile. 

	“Yes,” he says softly, and then louder, “Fuck yes!” 

	 “This is okay with you?” Pete asks, suddenly serious, and Rylee nods. 

	Ry climbs up next to Nick and wraps her arms around him. “Of course. Any fool can see how in love the two of you are. It’s my favorite thing about you both.” 

	“But what about you, Rylee?” Nick asks her, and she looks at them both thoughtfully, reaching for Pete’s hand as well. 

	“Honestly, I like the idea of you two getting legally married. Stomping out all those assholes who think it’s wrong and immoral. I’m happy to be one or both of your wives in a ceremony where we symbolically bind our hearts and lives,” she tells them.

	“Really? What about kids?” Nick asks in amazement, and she really laughs this time. 

	“Our kids, be they yours and mine, or mine and Pete’s, are going to have far more issues to deal with than the legality of our marriage. I can call myself Rafferty or Morris or Morris-Rafferty… it doesn’t matter. Our kids can have hyphenated names, too. That way all of us are a part of them.” 

	“You’re so Zen about all of this,” Pete tells her, and she shrugs. 

	“I’m not ready for marriage. That’s the truth. All of this is new to me and I’m still getting used to it. We all know from our previous talks we want a life together based on an ethical and consensual love. None of us are looking for any other partners. The three of us are in this for life. We complete each other and right now that’s enough for me, but I do love you both and one day I’d like to be your official, un-official wife. But I think the two of you need this more right now.” 

	Pete looks puzzled. “How so?” 

	“Well… I’ve never doubted Nick loves me, but I’ve also never lost him from my life. You both have lost each other and missed the hell out of each other. The two of you are perfect together, it’s a shame you lost all of those years because of misplaced pride. You’re a lot like Zack and Cassidy in a way. You’re yin and yang. And after being apart for so long, you fell right back into step with each other. That’s nearly impossible for people to do. Who cares if you’ve only been back together less than two months? If you’d never lost those six years, I bet my ass you’d already be married.” She’s completely right. And while Pete’s mind tries to come to terms with the reality that he just asked Nick to marry him in a drunken haze, his heart is full because he said yes. And one day Rylee will, too, when she’s ready. 

	Rylee releases a yawn then bends over and kisses each of them goodnight. Nick pulls her down so she’s snuggled between them and they all fall asleep under the stars. 
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	Rylee’s vacation officially ended yesterday and tonight, Pete and Nick leave for Hawaii to pack up Pete’s house and move him into the new one on Sunset Beach. Next week, Nick will fly back so they can pack up both his and Rylee’s houses. 

	Nick will need to be in Hawaii more often now that he’s already accepted a job with Zack. Zack and Cassidy were ecstatic when they found out Nick was moving to Hawaii, too, albeit a bit surprised to hear he was going to be Pete’s roommate until he found his own place. Fortunately, Rylee’s assistant, Cara, can handle most of the scheduled events now that the season is winding down. In fact, she’s been on the phone all morning making calls before she meets with Cara. 

	It’s quiet when Rylee opens her office door, which is not surprising for a Saturday. She stands in the doorway of her office and looks around. Framed photos of events she’s planned cover the walls. Her clientele is exclusive and the prices are high, but Rylee has always had a soft spot for love and happiness. About twenty percent of all her work is done for people who can’t afford her events. She pulls favors from venues and caterers to make things happen for people. It’s her favorite part of it all: giving something unique to a couple who will appreciate it more than anything. 

	And that feeling Rylee has when she helps people is why she decided to meet with Cara today. Helping Zack with his new non-profit is going to fulfill a need deep inside her to do something good with her life. 

	“Rylee! Is it really you?” Cara calls out from behind her, and Rylee turns toward her, returning her warm welcoming hug. 

	“It’s me,” Rylee answers with a smile.

	Cara steps back, looking her friend over. “As always, vacation has agreed with you.” 

	The glow on Rylee’s face is unmistakable. “Thank you, but it’s not just vacation this time. It’s love.” 

	“Congratulations! That’s something to celebrate. Do I know him?” 

	The pang in Rylee’s heart is something she’s not used to. She’s never had to deny loving someone, even inadvertently, before. It’s not a feeling she likes at all. “No, he’s a friend of my brother’s, which is actually why I wanted to talk to you. You’ve worked for me for the last five years and I couldn’t survive without you.” 

	“Oh no… there’s a but coming,” Cara says playfully.

	“Relax, Cara,” Rylee says with a smile. “It’s good. I spent a lot of time thinking about the company while I was away and I realized that although I love what I do, I don’t have a passion for it anymore.” 

	“Oh, but I thought you were going to open a satellite office in Hawaii?” 

	“I was, and then I decided I’d rather sell the business to you.” 

	As the information processes in Cara’s mind, her eyes light up with delight. “Seriously? Rylee, I could never afford to buy you out.” 

	“How much money do you have in your purse right now?” Rylee asks her. Cara looks at her like she’s crazy but opens her wallet and holds up sixty dollars. “Sold. I’ll have the paperwork drawn up as soon as possible,” Rylee tells her.

	“You’re joking. You can’t sell me your business for sixty dollars,” she stammers.

	“Sure I can, Cara. As far as I’m concerned, you became a silent partner years ago. Honestly, I don’t need the money and I’ve already got plans to help my brother with his new non-profit working with homeless LGBTQ teens to help them find homes and acquire job skills. I’m going to love it, and you’re going to love owning your own business.” 

	“I don’t know what to say…” Cara stammers.

	“Say yes, Cara. You deserve this.” 

	“Oh my God, yes, Rylee. Yes!” she exclaims and hugs Rylee hard. She suddenly looks panicked. “When are you leaving?” 

	Rylee quickly switches to businesswoman mode, “I’d like to transition out in the next few weeks. I want to be in Hawaii full-time by the first of November if you think you can handle it and hire help by then. I don’t want to leave you in a lurch.” 

	Cara pulls out a legal pad with a list of information neatly printed on it. “Actually, I wanted to talk to you about two of the people I interviewed last week while you were away. I know we only had space for one but I think each would be an asset to the company. They excel in different ways but together they’d be incredible.” 

	“It’s your call, Boss. In the meantime, unless you have a different idea, I think Norma has earned a promotion. She should easily be able to take over your position since you’re now the new me,” Rylee suggests.

	“Yeah, of course, but you know how some of the clients are, Rylee. What if they freak out?” Cara asks.

	“They won’t. I’ll comp part of their bill if they do, and no one is going to turn down a huge discount just because I won’t be there,” she waves off the concern.

	“Okay, let’s do it,” Cara says and hugs her again before she goes to her own office. “Thank you, Rylee. For everything.” 

	Rylee smiles at her friend and says with confidence, “You’re welcome, Cara. You’re going to do wonderfully.” 
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	After Rylee speaks to her attorney and asks her to draw up legal documents for the business transfer, she emails all the clients who have parties booked after the beginning of November, offering them a ten percent discount. Only one complained after the initial email, but once Rylee increased the discount to twenty-five percent, she wished Rylee well in her future endeavors and kept the party scheduled.

	Rylee’s looking forward to her appointment with Richard to tell him all that’s happened. It’s been an eye-opening two weeks. 

	“Rylee,” he greets her with a smile. 

	“Hello, Richard,” she says as she takes a seat in the chair across from him. 

	Her friend and therapist quickly assesses her. “You look so much better than the last time I saw you. I take it vacation went well?”

	For the next forty-five minutes of her session, Rylee catches him up on everything that’s transpired since he left Nick’s house a few weeks ago. Starting with the business, including the club, and ending with the surprising news. “Pete and Nick are now engaged.” 

	The look of shock on his face is priceless. “What about you, Rylee? Where do you stand in all of this?” 

	“I’m happy for them. I want this for them and truthfully, I’m not ready for marriage, but I think they need this. Losing each other the first time around was so hard for them. I’m not going anywhere, and I don’t need a piece of paper to know their hearts are bound to mine as much as mine is to theirs.” 

	“Even Nick’s?” he asks.

	“Especially Nick’s. Our love has existed since we were kids. It’s not going anywhere and it never will. I still want to wear their rings and be their wife, someday… but you should know better than anyone a legality doesn’t make a marriage.” 

	With a huge smile, Richard makes a note in his book. “Rylee, after eight years, I think you are finished with therapy. Barring any issues with coming out to your family and friends, our work is done.” 

	My therapy is done, Rylee thought to herself. 

	The words made Rylee feel sad. Richard picks up on her suddenly sullen mood and smiles broadly. “Hey, you’re not getting rid of me. I’m always going to be your friend. And you can bet your ass we will be coming and staying at your home for visits as often as you’ll have us.”

	“This is the best part, you know,” she tells him.

	“What is?” he asks, perplexed. 

	“Having your friendship. It means the world to me, and you guys are welcome whenever you can all coordinate your schedules.” It’s a long-standing joke between them that Richard and his husbands can never get more than a few days’ vacation because their schedules can’t coordinate at the same time: a therapist, a doctor, and a firefighter. They definitely never thought about fun when they got married. 

	Richard pulls her into a big hug. “I’m proud of you Rylee, and this is only the beginning of your happiness, just wait and see.” 
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	Rylee was on cloud nine when she left Richard’s office, until she pulled into the driveway at Nick’s and realized this would be the last night she would see both of them together for the next few weeks. She shakes it off and reminds herself she has tons to do in those weeks and they’ll fly by before she knows it. She joins Nick and Pete in the backyard while they grill steaks for dinner and pours herself a well-deserved glass of wine, noticing how happy they are together. Rylee wants to see them this happy every day for the rest of their lives. “Hey, babe,” Nick says as he pulls her into his arms. 

	“Did you miss me?” she asks, teasing him. 

	“I always miss you, Rylee. Every second we’re not together, I’m picturing you naked in my mind,” Nick says.

	“Gee, thanks?” 

	“Way to win her heart, Casanova,” Pete says, taking her wine and placing it on the table. Then he picks Rylee up, spinning her around, and lets her slide down the front of his body. His abs aren’t the only thing that’s hard. 

	“Well, hello, stud,” she says with an exaggerated husk in her voice.

	“Hello co-love of my life, future mother of my many children, and non-legal wife. How was your day?” 

	Rylee laughs. “Gee, that was a mouthful. Can you say it three times fast? My day was perfect, but I’d like to know what the two of you are smoking today and where is it because I might want some.” 

	Pete leans down and sweetly kisses the top of her head. “We’re not smoking anything, Ry.” 

	“We’ve spent all day making plans. Only three months until the end of the year, when we can all be together,” Nick answers with a smile. 

	“About that… I think it’s going to be more like two to three weeks,” Rylee says coyly, sipping her drink.

	Pete continues to flip the steaks but both of their eyes are on her. As he removes them from the grill and brings them to the table, Nick serves the salad. “Well, don’t keep us in suspense. What the hell happened when you left the house today?” 

	Rylee explains everything over dinner to them: her ideas about the business, her visit with Cara, and the appointment with Richard. She doesn’t leave out any details. She pulls out her test results from Pepperhill from her purse and gives them each a copy. 

	“What are these?” Pete asks.

	“Holy shit, Ry, you want to give up condoms?” Nick exclaims, reading them before Pete gets a chance. 

	“No, not yet. These are the tests I had done for my trip. I know, for some people, sex without a condom isn’t a big deal. The two of you sealed your engagement by trusting in each other enough to let that go. It was an important step for you as partners.” They nod, captivated by where she’s going with this. “For me, I want this to be our freedom from my past. For better or worse, after we come out to my family at the holidays, I want this to be something that helps bind us together as a devoted triad.”

	Pete looks at Nick. “We’re already devoted, Rylee. Both of us.” 

	“Yes, but…” Releasing a sigh, she tries to think of how to word this without it sounding stupid. “We’re not a typical couple. We don’t have promise rings, we can’t all be married, and I’m not ready to be married yet, anyway. I’m not a virgin anymore and you weren’t my first experience with polyamory.” She’s beginning to get emotional and needs to pause for a moment. Both of them sense her mood and reach across the table, offering her a hand for support. Rylee takes them both with a smile and has the courage to continue. 

	“I don’t let people into my life easily. I’ve never trusted people who haven’t proven they deserve my trust. This is something I want with the two of you forever, something I can give you both which no one else has ever had. It’s just sex without a condom to some people, but it’s a lifeline to forever for me,” she finishes.

	“Thank you for trusting us with your heart, Ry,” Nick says, squeezing her hand. 

	“We won’t let you down, darlin’,” Pete promises.

	God, she’s going to miss them. 
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	It’s the week of Thanksgiving and Rylee’s been a nervous wreck since she got to the island six weeks ago. On the plus side, she’s decorated their house from top to bottom. Everything is perfect and she even got the big-ass bed she wanted. Which is a plus since she’s afraid to leave the house. They all thought two weeks at Nick’s house was bad. Hell, that was paradise compared to the here and now. She’s dying to see Cassidy and Zack, but she’s terrified for them to know she’s moved here already. 

	Rylee is going over to Cassidy’s today to decorate the nursery with all the shit she’s been stockpiling and dying to take over there, ‘pretending’ like she just flew in. She’s been internet shopping like crazy and having everything shipped here as a surprise. 

	Rylee’s had everything figured out, except she hasn’t decided yet how she is going to tell Zack and Cassidy the news. She might break and tell Cassidy while they’re decorating today, or she may drop the bomb over Thanksgiving dinner. Pete and Nick have loved having Rylee with them, but they’re ready for the week to be over with. Having this ominous cloud hanging over their heads is putting a damper on their lives.

	“Guess what today is?” Rylee exclaims as she plops her pretty ass right into Pete’s lap. 

	“The day you put us all out of our misery and tell Cassidy and Zack?” Pete asks.

	“Maybe,” she says with a shrug and a shit-eating grin. 

	“What do you mean ‘maybe’, darlin’? Is this really something you’re considering?” She turns toward him and pulls his lips to hers. Her kisses are so soft, so sweet, and so different from Nick’s. Pete hears the screen door close and a hand lands on his shoulder. 

	When Rylee pulls away, Nick kisses her, then turns and kisses Pete. Between the two of them these days, Pete walks around with a constant hard on.

	“Good morning, my loves,” Nick greets them, and Rylee grins even wider. It’s as close to an endearment as she’s getting from the two of them.

	“Come on, Rylee, finish what you were going to say about your plan for today,” Pete prods.

	“I’m not sure I do have a plan per se. I woke up in a great mood because I finally get to see my best friend. Then it dawned on me how much I want to talk to her about my life and everything in it. If I do that, I have to talk to her about the two of you. I don’t want to hide who I am anymore, especially not to her. So we’ll see. I also don’t want to throw her into an early labor. You guys know Bailey is due in two months.” 

	“Haha… we’re well aware. I think you’ve drilled her arrival into our brains many times. Not that we’re not happy for them, but I’d be more excited if it was my baby we were having a countdown for.” Pete gently pokes her in the belly.

	Rylee blushes, which isn’t a normal occurrence for her. “You really do want kids, don’t you?” she asks, finally looking Pete in the eyes. 

	“Of course I do, we both do,” he replies, nodding toward Nick. 

	“Me, too,” she says softly. “Someday, not anytime soon,” she adds with a laugh. “Okay, I’m going to shower and then we can get going.” Rylee stands and gives Pete and Nick a quick kiss before going inside. 

	“Alright, I should get going, too. Zack and I are supposed to be working today. Hopefully, I can pull this off. I’m not a good actor and I’m supposed to be pining away for Ry, waiting for her to choose. How am I supposed to act when she walks in with you?” Nick asks.

	Pete thinks a moment. “Act normal. As far as they know, we’re all just friends right now. They’ve already seen how you and I have reconciled our friendship. Just be cool. Neither of us can put Rylee on the spot. She has to do this in her own way. In her own time.” 

	“Yeah, you’re right.” 

	“Are you okay, Nick?” Pete asks. 

	Nick is unable to hide the conflict in his eyes when he turns to Pete. “I’m fine, but Rylee isn’t the only one who’s worried. Zack and Cassidy have been my best friends for a long time. I know you and Zack are close, but he’s practically my brother. If they don’t condone our relationship… Rylee won’t be the only one hurting.” 

	“I’m sorry, I know this will be hard on you as well. I really don’t think things will change. Zack and Cassidy aren’t like that. Her mother…” Pete’s voice trails off.

	“Ugh… Priscilla…” Nick groans.

	“Yeah, she’s a different story. Even so, I saw how much she changed over the course of the wedding. Eventually, even she will come around. Especially if their dad has anything to say about it.” 

	Nick nods. “True. Paul Stafford is a stand-up guy, and he’s one hundred percent wrapped around Ry’s little finger.”

	Pete hugs him goodbye. “Exactly, I don’t think we have anything to worry about.” 

	Uncertainty still flickers in Nick’s eyes but he seems to shake it off. “I hope you’re right.” 

	“I usually am,” Pete says, puffing out his chest.

	“Cocky fuck.” 

	Pulling Nick’s mouth to his, Pete kisses him slow and deep. “Maybe so, but I’m your cocky fuck,” he replies as they break apart. 

	“Damn straight,” Nick says, and waves as he leaves for work. 
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	 “Is that everything?” Rylee questions for the tenth time since Pete started the car. They haven’t even pulled out of the driveway yet. 

	“Yes, but even if it’s not, we live less than five minutes away. I can come home and get anything I may have forgotten,” he assures her.

	“I know, I know. I’m just excited to finally see them. And so nervous about what the day, and this week, will bring.” Her green eyes are sparkling with excitement. 

	It’s ridiculous how fast they get to Zack’s house. It’s not even a mile away, so they could have easily walked there if they didn’t have all of the baby stuff. “Come on, let’s go!” Rylee exclaims and jumps from the car. Pete can’t help but laugh at her enthusiasm as he follows behind her to the front door.
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	Rylee is literally bouncing up and down with excitement, waiting for someone to come and open the door. She does her best to ignore the sound of Pete chuckling behind her as she waits impatiently. 

	“Well, it’s about time you get your ass here!” Zack exclaims as he throws open the door and pulls her into an enormous hug. 

	“I’ve missed you, too, big brother. So much.” 

	Rylee can go from excited to emotional in less than sixty seconds and once she catches Cassidy waddling toward them, she tears herself away from Zack and runs straight to her, pulling her into a hug. “I’ve missed you so much,” Rylee sobs, wiping away the stupid tears streaming down her face. 

	She drops to her knees and rubs Cassidy’s belly. “My God, Cassidy, she’s so big.” Rylee’s in awe over the sight of her pregnant belly. 

	Cassidy laughs, “You mean I’m so big.” 

	“Stop. No, I mean she is. You’re just her incubator. Bailey,” Rylee sings out, “it’s Auntie Rylee. Get used to my voice, kiddo, because I’m about to become your favorite person.” 

	“Impossible. I’m already her favorite person,” Zack quips 

	“Shut up. You’re her dad, it doesn’t count. I’m her favorite non-parent person.” Bailey kicks against Rylee’s hand and she squeals. Cassidy’s laughter at her reaction is priceless. Rylee loves seeing her so incredibly happy. If anyone in this world deserves happiness, it’s her. “See? She already knows and that’s why she kicked me.” 

	“Whatever you say, Ry,” Zack responds with a smirk. 

	“Zack, you want to help me get all this stuff out of my car?” Pete asks.

	Zack tosses a dirty look Rylee’s way. “I thought you were shipping your stuff?” 

	She glares back at her brother. “I did, asshat. My luggage is already at Pete’s. The stuff in the car is for Bailey so we can decorate the nursery like I promised. I’m sorry my visit is so overdue, but I’m here to stay, so get used to it.” 

	“Nursery stuff? Really?” Cassidy asks excitedly as the men head out to the car. 

	Rylee nods in confirmation and pulls her in for another hug. “I’m so glad I’m finally here. I can’t believe I’ve missed so much of your pregnancy already.” 

	Cassidy waives her off.  “You’ve missed morning sickness and odd food cravings. Last night, Zack drove all over to find me French fries smothered in avocado sauce and by the time he got home, I wanted fried rice instead.” 

	“Let me guess… he kissed you and went back out for fried rice?” 

	Cassidy nods with an adorable giggle. “And he brought me a dozen assorted cupcakes. Just in case I wanted them.” 

	Rylee’s eyes grow large. “Are there any left?” 

	“Only two, but in my defense, Zack ate four and Nick ate two when he got here this morning,” Cassidy smiles.

	“Girl, you don’t need any defense. I’d have eaten them all. Baby or not. Come on, show me where the nursery is. We’ve got some decorating to do.” Rylee follows closely behind Cassidy up the stairs. 

	“Relax, Ry. I’m not going to fall. God, it really must be a twin thing. Zack does the same thing when we walk up the stairs. I’m pregnant not frail.” 

	“You just seem a little… unbalanced,” Rylee tells her.

	“Just wait until you have a baby one day and then you can talk to me about unbalanced.” Cassidy opens a door two down from the master bedroom. 

	“I’m surprised you’re using this one,” Rylee tells her. She shakes her head and sits down on a loveseat in the room. 

	“Your brother’s choice. He thinks we’ll keep her up when we have sex if we put her next to our room.” 

	 “Well, you are the King and Queen of Post-Its,” she points out to Cassidy. “He kind of has a valid point.”

	“Yeah, he does. It’s fine. We have video baby monitors, so I’ll still be able to see and hear her. For the first month or so she’ll be in a bassinette in our room, anyway.” 

	“You’re so calm about it all. I can’t believe you’re about to become a mom. A real live human is going to come out of your hoo-ha, Cassidy! Holy shit!” Rylee stares at her in amazement.

	“Did you really just say hoo-ha? Oh my God, that’s classic. I don’t think I’ve heard you say that since we were kids.” Cassidy is laughing hysterically now. 

	“Well, I don’t think saying a baby is going to come out of your pussy sounds nice. It’s kind of crass, even if it is the truth.” 

	“She’s got a point,” Pete says, dropping off a load of baby stuff onto the floor. 

	“Vagina,” Zack says proudly. 

	“What?” Rylee asks him, now joining in with Cassidy’s laughter. 

	“You are such a kid sometimes, Rylee. Vagina is the correct medical term to use when you are talking about birthing a baby. Not pussy, and not hoo-ha,” Zack says with conviction.

	“When did you become so knowledgeable about the female sex organs?” she asks her brother. 

	Zack blushes, and it’s obvious he’s wishing he never popped into this conversation with them. He has never been comfortable talking about sex with Rylee. “When I went to Lamaze and was told by the instructor that ‘sweet little pussy’ wasn’t an appropriate term to use in class.” 

	They all can’t help it and begin to crack up at this point, including Nick, who just walked in and dropped off a load of stuff from the car. Zack roped him in when he saw how much stuff was there.

	“Is that everything?” Rylee asks sweetly.

	“God, I hope so,” Zack mutters. 

	“Yes, it’s everything,” Nick replies, looking at the massive ocean of baby products on the floor in front of him. 

	“Good, get out. All of you. We’ll call you when we need something. Close the door behind you,” Rylee instructs.

	“Has she always been this bossy?” Pete wonders aloud. 

	“Yeah, I think she’s still pissed I made it out of the womb first,” Zack says with a smile as he closes the door halfway. He pops his head back in before closing it all the way. “I love you, little sister. I’m glad you’re finally home.” His words bring tears to Rylee’s eyes and she wonders if she’s been selfish this whole time hiding from them. She’s missed them more than she ever thought possible and can’t imagine having to miss them for the rest of her life. 

	Cassidy’s hand covers Rylee’s, sensing her melancholy mood. “Rylee, are you okay? Is it Pete and Nick? Are they pressuring you?” 

	Rylee pastes a smile on her face and shakes her head. “I’m fine. We’ll talk about them later. Right now I really want to spend the day decorating Bailey’s room with you.” 

	“You can talk to me, Ry, about anything…” Cassidy begins, but Rylee cuts her off.

	“I know, and we will. Later.” 
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	Five hours later, they find themselves lying on Cassidy’s bed. “I’m exhausted,” she exclaims rubbing her hands over her belly. 

	“Me, too,” Rylee says as she stretches. “But Bailey’s room is perfect and ready for her to grace us with her presence.” 

	“Thanks, Ry. I needed you today. And the room, everything you did, bought, planned… it’s perfect. I’ll admit when the painters showed up last week with no notice, I was concerned, but the playground mural on her wall is perfect. Those kids all look like us. You reinvented our childhood for Bailey. It’s beautiful.” 

	“Anything for my niece.” 

	“Speaking of…” Cassidy lifts up her shirt and her belly begins to move. 

	“Wow, she’s dancing.” It looks like a lake in the summertime—easy ripples move across Cassidy’s stomach as Bailey twists and turns inside of her. Rylee sits and stares in amazement.

	“I think she’s happy you’re here.” Rylee nods in agreement, absolutely speechless and afraid she’ll cry if she tries to talk. “Can I be honest with you?” Cassidy asks her.

	“I wouldn’t expect anything less from you,” she tells her truthfully. 

	“We’re worried about you, Rylee. Terrified, actually. I thought seeing you would make me feel better, but it’s making it worse.” Cassidy looks at her with her brows furrowed.

	“What do you mean?” 

	“You’ve been distant. We’ve never gone this long without a visit or catching up on gossip, but your life has become radio silence. Ever since the wedding, it’s like you decided to step out of our lives.” Cassidy suddenly looks anxious. “Is it something I did? Are you upset we got married after all? I’m not sure what I can do to fix this distance between us, but I want to try.” 

	“No, it’s not you guys. I promise.” 

	“Then what is it? Why have you shut us out of your life, Rylee? What did we do?” Tears are falling down her face now and Rylee tries to wipe them away, but Cassidy pushes her hands aside. 

	Rylee doesn’t know what to do. “I’m in love, Cassidy,” she finally blurts out.

	“What?” Cassidy asks. “Did you choose between them or is it someone else? Is that why you’ve been so evasive?’

	 “I need to tell you a story.” 

	Cassidy looks confused. “Okay…” 

	“But before I do, I want you to remember that what I’m about to tell you doesn’t change who I am, and no matter what, I will always be your sister, even if you don’t want me anymore.” Rylee looks into Cassidy’s eyes, seeking validation.

	“Rylee,” Cassidy gasps, pulling Rylee into her warm embrace. “There’s nothing you could ever tell me that would take me out of your life. Not ever. You are my family. You guys are the only true family I’ve ever had. And when my own family did horrific things to me, it never changed how you felt about me. My love for you will never change.” Tears are streaming down Rylee’s cheeks and Cassidy hugs her tighter. “I hate that whatever is going on with you has made you feel like you can’t talk to me, but you’re here now and you’re not getting out of this room without telling me what in the world is going on.” 

	“Cassidy, I’m in love with Nick.” Cassidy nods, and Rylee continues, “And I’m in love with Pete.” 

	Cassidy sits back and holds Rylee’s hand. “Now we’re getting somewhere, but this is kind of where we were last time we talked.” 

	“No, you don’t get it. I’m in love with them, and they’re in love with me and each other. We’re polyamorous, Cassidy.” Rylee pauses, waiting for Cassidy’s reaction.

	The seconds tick by, and Rylee watches how Cassidy processes what she just said and her mouth makes an ‘O’ shape when she finally understands. 

	Cassidy says slowly, “So you and them… are a couple? A throuple?” 

	Rylee releases a tension-breaking laugh, and it feels good. “More of a triad, but I’ll get to that.” 

	“So you’re with them both…?” 

	“Yes.” 

	“At the same time?” 

	“Usually.” 

	“Are they… with each other?” 

	“Most definitely.” 

	“Really?” Now Cassidy is smiling. 

	“Yes, really,” Rylee confirms.

	“Hmm…” Rylee waits for her to continue because she appears to be thinking. “So what’s the problem?” Cassidy asks.

	Rylee chokes. “What?” 

	“What’s the problem, Rylee? If anything, it sounds pretty hot to me,” she says.

	“I’m sorry… what?” she repeats, stunned. Cassidy is acting like this isn’t a big deal at all. Rylee doesn’t understand. 

	“Ry, I’m not a prude. And you know how much I love my romance books. Everyone knows it.” Cassidy looks at her friend and realizes Rylee is waiting for rejection. “I’m not sure why you didn’t want to tell me this, but all I really want to know is that you’re happy.” 

	Rylee confesses, “I’m not even sure I knew this kind of happiness could exist.” 

	Cassidy’s eyes are filled with happiness. “Good. I know some of these relationships work differently, so tell me about yours.” 

	For the next hour or so, Rylee fills Cassidy in on everything and doesn’t leave out a single detail, not even the club. Halfway through, Cassidy pulls out a bag of candy from her bedside and snacks while listening, enraptured by her story. 

	“So Nick and Pete used to date… This makes so much sense now. Zack swore he saw them holding hands a few weeks ago but figured he must have imagined it.” Cassidy begins to giggle.

	“They were so worried,” Rylee tells her. “Not about getting caught but about me getting caught in the crossfire and having to come clean before I was ready.” 

	Cassidy suddenly grows serious. “And are you? Ready to come clean?” 

	“I’m scared, but I’m tired of wondering when we’re going to get caught, and I’m so tired of hiding. But there’s more to tell you.” 

	“Like what?” 

	Rylee feels hesitant again. “Well, for starters, I’ve actually been living on the island for about six weeks now. In Pete’s new house.” 

	“Pete bought a new house?” 

	“Yeah, it’s less than a mile up the road. We’re all living there.” 

	“And you just hid out there? You really must have been afraid. Why, Rylee? This isn’t like you.” Cassidy holds her hand again.

	“Because it’s different. People are going to judge us and look at us funny.” 

	Cassidy waves her hand. “Fuck people. Life is too short to deal with assholes.” 

	“Oh, come on. How do you think Zack, who can’t even talk to me about sex, is going to take this? His two best friends fucking his sister and each other? Or my mom? Can you imagine the lengths Priscilla Stafford would go to in order keep this gem hidden? My dad will never be able to look me in the eye again.” 

	“Rylee,” Cassidy’s voice is firm, “your family loves you and they want what makes you happy. Even if they don’t know it yet, they’ll come around. Zack might surprise you, or he might be pissed, but one thing is for sure… he’ll get over it. The only person he loves in this world as much as me is you.” 

	“Maybe…” 

	“No maybes about it. Your brother doesn’t care about people’s sexual orientation as long as they’re happy.”

	“Nick thinks Zack is going to beat their asses.” 

	“Well… he is your brother and that is a distinct possibility. But they’ll all get over it. They already know him well enough to know it’s a possibility. Nick barely escaped his wrath at the wedding when he found out you guys had been seeing each other off and on for years.” 

	“True.” They sat in silence for a moment.

	“So what is the plan? Are you guys eventually having some kind of wedding? Will you stay single? I know it’s early, so maybe you haven’t thought ahead that far.” 

	“Um, actually…” Rylee’s hesitant to tell her, but she also doesn’t want to hold anything back. “Nick and Pete are getting married.” 

	“No way! Really?” Cassidy’s excitement is obvious. Rylee nods and she smiles. “That is so sweet. But don’t you want to?” 

	Rylee shrugs and answers the best way she can. “Sure, in a way, but maybe you have to see them together to understand. They remind me of you guys. They’re meant to be. We’re all meant to be, but I think it’s important for them to have that bond together. After Sue, they had some trust issues to overcome.” 

	“Yeah, but… I don’t know… I just thought it would be you,” Cassidy says.

	“They’re ready for this now. I’m not,” Rylee insists. “I like the idea, actually. My husbands will be married. I don’t need a piece of paper to make me their wife. We’ll eventually have a non-legal ceremony to symbolically bind our hearts together, and someday, when we have kids, we’ll put together some legal paperwork to protect us and them.” 

	“Kids… I didn’t really think of that. I know you’ve always wanted some.” 

	“I still do. It will take some planning. Eventually, I’d like for each of them to have one child.” 

	“You know twins run in your family. You might have four!” 

	“I’d be okay with that,” Rylee admits. “I’m worried about how they’ll be treated in the world, but I guess it’s a bridge we’ll cross when we come to it.” 

	Finally, Cassidy tells her, “I’m so proud of you, Rylee. I wish you would have told me about this years ago when you figured it out, but I understand why you didn’t.” 

	“Thank you. Seeing how you reacted, I wish I had, too.” 

	“Rylee, I’m not going to tell Zack, but I think you should as soon as possible. Tonight over dinner would be great.” 

	“Tonight?” 

	Cassidy nods and then shrugs. “I won’t tell him. Cross my heart. But you know he can tell when we’re keeping something from him. He’s not going to let it go until you tell him, so you might as well get it out of the way.” 

	Rylee picks up her phone and texts Nick and Pete in a group message: 

	I told Cassidy. It went better than I could have imagined. She wants us to tell Zack tonight at dinner. What do you think?

	Their responses are practically instant. 

	Nick: It’s your call

	Pete: Yes. It’s time to move on with our lives. 

	Rylee leans over and shows Cassidy her phone. 

	“I agree with Pete. It’s time. Start really living your life and stop hiding in the shadows. Trust me, Zack will understand.” 

	There’s a knock at the door, and Zack peeks his head in. “Dinner is ready. Are you guys hungry?” 

	“Starving,” they reply at the same time. Rylee didn’t realize how hungry she was until he asked. Nick is in the kitchen when she and Cassidy get downstairs, and her heart swells. They’re right; it’s time.

	Rylee wraps her arms around Nick and he leans down, kissing her gently but thoroughly. “Ready?” she whispers, pulling back just a smidge. 

	“As long as I have you,” he whispers back and kisses her on the forehead before releasing her. Zack clears his throat and shoots them a dirty look. After he walks back outside, Rylee decides to have some fun at her brother’s expense. 

	“Stay here for five minutes. I’m going to go outside and kiss the hell out of Pete. If we’re going to tell Zack tonight, we might as well have some fun with it first,” she says mischievously. Nick shakes his head, but the smirk plastered across his face is all she needs to see to know he’s in. 

	It’s dark outside, and Zack has the tiki torches lit. The fire pit is burning and there are chairs pulled around it instead of the table. Pete is sitting, sipping on a beer, when Rylee walks up and plops down in his lap. 

	She pulls his face to hers, his lips meeting hers eagerly. Pete tastes like beer and by the way he tugs Rylee’s hair and kisses her roughly, she’s sure it’s not his first one tonight. He kisses her breathless, which is his favorite thing to do, and Zack throws a nasty look her way as Nick walks outside. 

	“Rylee, a word, please,” Zack demands in his lawyerly voice. With a smile, she stands up and Pete squeezes her hand for luck. Zack storms into the house and Rylee follows in his wake. “What are you doing?” he asks her. “You’re toying with them right in front of each other!” 

	“And?” she asks him.

	“And? You act like it’s not a big deal,” he tells her.

	“It’s not, Zack. They know.” 

	“They know you’re messing with them both?” 

	“Yup,” Rylee says, popping a cherry tomato into her mouth and walking right back outside. 

	A few minutes later, Zack comes back outside with a bottle of tequila and a tray of shot glasses and limes. “I miss tequila,” Cassidy says sadly. 

	“If you’re good, I’ll let you kiss it off my lips,” Rylee tells her with a smile. 

	“I’m pretty sure that was supposed to be my line,” Zack responds, irritation lacing his tone. 

	“Maybe I’ll kiss you both,” Cassidy says with a wink as she passes out plates of food. 

	The conversation is light while everyone eats, even while Zack passes out the first two or three tequila shots. But when Rylee reaches over and squeezes Nick’s hand only to release it and then squeeze Pete’s, Zack loses his cool. 

	“Rylee, stop! Why are the two of you letting her play you both like this?” This is exactly the kind of response she was hoping for. If he’s defending his friends now, he’ll have a hard time blaming them in a minute. She hopes. 

	“She’s not playing us,” Pete states calmly. 

	Rylee shrugs. “I told you, Zack, they know about each other.” 

	“That doesn’t make it right. You can’t toy with their emotions like this, Ry. It’s not fair. Not knowing how they feel about you.” 

	“I feel the same for them,” she tells him. Zack releases a frustrated sigh and runs his hands through his hair. Rylee figures he’s had about all he can take; it’s time to rip off the bandage. “Zack, don’t you think it’s weird I’ve never been in love?” 

	“No, I mean, maybe a little. But then you said you were in love with them and I figured you waited so long you fell twice as hard.” He looks uncomfortable with how the conversation is going.

	“Tell him, Rylee,” Cassidy encourages. 

	She takes a deep breath. “I’ve been in therapy for eight years, Zack.” 

	“What? No, I would know.” He shakes his head adamantly. 

	“No one knew. It was something I had to work out on my own. Now I’m trying to put what I learned in therapy to use in my life.” Rylee smiles at him.

	“Are you okay, Ry?” he asks, pulling his chair closer to his sister’s. His concern isn’t surprising; he went to therapy himself for a year after Cassidy’s father attacked both him and Cassidy. 

	Rylee’s heart fills with love for her brother. “I am now, and if you still love me when I tell you why, I’ll be even better.” 

	Zack stands and pulls Rylee into a hug, just like Cassidy did. “There will never be a day when I don’t love you. You’re part of me. We shared a womb for nine months. You’re stuck with me for life.” 

	“Remember you said that,” she tells him.

	“Always.” 

	“The reason why I never let myself fall in love before is because I was afraid to hope for something I could never have. Until recently. Zack, I’m a polyamorist.” She pauses for his reaction.

	He snorts. “That’s funny, Ry.” 

	“It’s not a joke,” Cassidy tells him softly. 

	“Wait, you’re serious?” Rylee nods and tries pulling away from him, but he pulls her back. “Shit, Ry, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make fun of you.” 

	Rylee feels the sincerity in her brother’s words and hug. “It’s okay. I probably would have thought it was a joke coming from you, too.” 

	Finally, Zack releases her and they sit back down. “So you’re dating both of them? And you guys are okay with it?” 

	“It’s more complicated than that, Zack,” Nick begins, and Pete reaches out for his hand. Zack doesn’t miss the gesture. 

	Zack lowers his head to his hands and looks up, seemingly lost. “Can someone please explain what is going on here?” 

	Pete laughs a little and continues, “It’s like this. Nick and I are in love with your sister. And she is in love with us. But Nick and I are also in love with each other. Back in college, we used to be together before a misunderstanding tore us apart.” 

	“So you two are gay? No, bisexual?” Zack clarifies.

	“Yes.” 

	“And Rylee is bisexual?” 

	“I’m not sure,” she says casually. “I’ve been with a girl before, but it wasn’t really my thing. It wasn’t awful or anything, but I like the D.” 

	“Oh God, I need more tequila,” Zack mutters, refilling his shot glass. 

	“Look, Zack,” Nick says, turning to face him. “I’m sorry we didn’t tell you and come to you first this time. Once we found out Rylee had been in therapy and all she’d gone through to even be able to admit her sexuality to us, we couldn’t violate her trust.” 

	Zack looks at Nick long and hard, then says, “I should kick both of your asses but this time, I actually do think you both did the right thing by my sister.” Nick sags back into his chair with relief. He was just as worried as Rylee was about Zack. “Eight years, though, Ry? Even though I don’t like hearing about your sex life, you should have come to me. How could you not know I wouldn’t judge you? It’s my job as your brother to make sure you know I’ve always got your back, no matter what.” 

	“I did know that,” Rylee admits. “I was scared, yes, but this was more about my insecurities and me. I was so afraid of accepting myself, there was no way I could even fathom other people would accept me, too.” 

	“This doesn’t change anything, Ry. I still love you with all my heart. And I still don’t want to see you doing sexual things with these two.” Turning to Nick and Pete, he continues, “And I don’t want to hear you two talk about sex, either. Not ever again with me,” Zack tells them.

	“You can talk to me about sex. Especially if it’s between the two of you,” Cassidy tells Nick and Pete. Zack looks at her like she’s crazy but she just shrugs. “What? You know I love reading romance books. You enjoy the fruits of my Post-It labor. Ménages and gay sex are hot.”

	“My wife, ladies and gentlemen,” Zack replies with a laugh. 

	“There’s something else you should know, Zack,” Pete mentions before he loses his attention. 

	“I’m not sure there’s anything else you could say tonight that would surprise me.” 

	“Nick and I are getting married.” 

	“Except that,” Zack says, taking another shot. His gaze settles over the three of them and he leans back into his chair. He steeples his fingers and taps his index fingers to his chin, much like Richard does. “What about my sister?” 

	Rylee tells him, “I want this for them.” 

	“It doesn’t hurt your feelings?” he asks, nailing his gaze on her. 

	“No, it makes me extremely happy for them. I’m not really sold on marriage and all the legalities that come with it. I’ve never believed I needed a piece of paper to declare me someone’s wife. They can buy me a ring, I can even legally change my name, all without that piece of paper. We can draw up legal contracts regarding assets and children all without being married. The only thing that matters is what is in my heart and no legally binding ceremony is going to change how I feel.” Rylee smiles at Nick and Pete.

	“You’ve always been a bit unconventional,” Zack tells his sister. “As long as you’re happy, Rylee, that’s all that matters.” Zack pours shots for everyone except Cassidy and holds them up in a toast. 

	“Congratulations, Nick and Pete. May your marriage be happy and strong. And congratulations to you, Rylee, for finding what you want and holding on to it no matter the cost. I love you, little sister.” 

	“Cheers!” they call out in unison. 

	“So when are you telling Mom?” Zack asks with a laugh. 

	“I was thinking Thanksgiving,” she says.

	“Good choice. A day where she’s supposed to appreciate her blessings. She’s better now but if she gives you hell, I’ll kick her out. After what she pulled at my wedding, it’s the least she deserves.” 

	“Zack, you don’t have to get into the middle. Mom really is sorry for what happened at the wedding, and it all turned out for the better, anyway.” 

	“Dad will have your back, Ry, don’t worry about Mom.” 

	Rylee hopes he’s right. She thinks he is; the only person she’s never really been too worried about is her dad. 

	Rylee can’t wait to talk to Richard; so far everything is turning out great. She can’t believe she ever doubted their love for her. 
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	Nick walks outside the next morning with a cup of coffee, thinking about how last night went better than any of them could have imagined. Granted, Zack was a bit drunk, but he took it all in stride. And it didn’t matter if he was drunk; Nick knows how much he loves his sister.

	They were all too drunk to drive home, so they spent the night. Pete and Rylee were still sleeping and Nick woke early, happy to have time to relax while taking in the amazing ocean view. He didn’t have the view to himself for long, however. Zack joins him soon after. 

	“Morning,” he grumbles 

	“Morning,” Nick replies. Zack’s always a grump until he gets caffeine. They sit in silence for a little longer before Zack goes back inside and returns with the pot of coffee. He lifts it up and Nick nods, so he fills up both cups before taking the pot back inside. 

	He’s perked up a bit since the first cup, so conversation is probably safe now, but Nick is suddenly unsure of what to say to his childhood friend. Apparently, Zack doesn’t have the same problem. “Do you really love my sister?” 

	Nick looks him in the eye and answers, “With my whole heart.” 

	“But you love Pete with your whole heart. Isn’t that why you’re marrying him?” Zack asks.

	“I don’t know how to explain it, Zack. I love them both the same. They own equal parts of my heart, but I don’t love either of them more or less than the other.” 

	“I always thought it would be you and Rylee getting married.” This surprised Nick, since Zack was so angry they’d kept things from him for so long. 

	Nick grew thoughtful before he replied, “To be fair, so did I. I’ve loved Rylee a long time, but there was always something missing from us. I used to blame it on timing or how it would affect our friendship. Then I met Pete and we fell in love. We had a girlfriend, and it was a disaster. She’s the reason we first broke up. I was drifting without him, but my feelings for Ry were still there, so I thought I’d eventually get over him.” 

	Zack seems to accept that. “So what happened to bring it all together for you?” 

	Nick smiles. “You want to know my ‘moment’?” 

	“Yeah, I guess I do.” Zack puts down his coffee cup. “I’m not trying to be a dick. I truly want to understand.” 

	“I know you do.” 

	Nick brings his coffee to his lips, thinking about the moment it all hit him with such clarity. “It was sort of a culmination of moments. I was jealous when I saw Pete and Rylee together here at your wedding. But I didn’t know who I was jealous of…  Pete or Rylee. I struggled with that until Pete came and talked to me at my house after the wedding. We talked about what would happen if Rylee didn’t want us as a package deal. At that time, we didn’t know her history. I couldn’t give him an answer, Zack, because in that moment I knew I was meant to be with them both. I just didn’t know how it would be possible. Love didn’t seem like it was going to be enough.” 

	Zack nods and then turns to Nick. “The two of you are going to treat her like a queen. Two men in her life means twice the chance of a broken heart. I understand why you couldn’t tell me, but if either of you hurts her, I will make you wish you’d never been born.” 

	There’s the overprotective best friend; Nick was waiting for him to show up. “Never, Zack, she’s the one,” he says solemnly.

	Pete strolls out and leans down to give Nick a kiss. When he takes a seat, Zack points his finger between the two of them. “No sex in my house. It’s my house, my sex zone, not yours. You remember the rules, right?” 

	“Lighten up, Stafford, it was a kiss. I wasn’t fucking him over your breakfast table.” 

	“Still, you put those mouths on my sister and…” he shudders. “Just no, okay? Every time I see the two of you, I’ll automatically think of her, and she’s my baby sister.” 

	“By less than ten minutes, Zack, chill out,” Rylee calls out from inside the house. When she slides open the screen door, she’s still in a pair of Cassidy’s pajamas and her hair is tousled from sleep. 

	She kisses Pete first and then Nick before taking a seat. Zack grumbles about it and she laughs. “You know, big brother, maybe you should widen your sexual horizons once the baby comes. We can take her for a weekend and you can take Cassidy to a sex club or something. A little spice would be good for you. Maybe you’d stop being such a prude. It’s just sex.” 

	“How do you know I haven’t already taken her to a sex club?” 

	Ry’s mouth drops open and Cassidy walks outside laughing. “I love when you guys are around. Our conversations are never dull.” 

	“Has he?” Ry coughs out the words, practically choking on them. 

	“Maybe,” Cassidy answers with a wicked gleam in her eye. Nick knows for a fact he has and is shocked Cassidy never told Rylee about it. 

	Rylee’s eyes grow even larger. “Oh my God, he did! And you never told me?” 

	“You’re not the only one who can keep a good secret, Rylee,” she adds with a wink. 

	“I’m so getting you drunk after you have that baby,” Rylee exclaims.

	“I think it’s going to be hilarious when Bailey starts having sex,” Pete quips. 

	Zack looks like his head might explode. “My daughter is never having sex.” 

	“Keep telling yourself that, buddy,” Pete says.

	Zack jumps up out of his chair but when he faces everyone, he’s laughing. “You guys are incorrigible. The three of you deserve each other.” 

	That’s the best compliment he could have ever given them and Rylee knows it, too, because she jumps up and hugs him. “Thanks, big brother.” 

	“You’re welcome, but you’re still on your own telling Mom. I’ll help if she freaks. They’ll be here tonight so she can help me and Cassidy cook Thanksgiving dinner tomorrow.” 

	 “Mom is cooking?” Ry asks, incredulous. 

	Zack nods. “Yup. We’re going to keep her on salad duty.” 

	“Thank God. I can only imagine how bad stuff would turn out otherwise. I can help prep stuff today to make it easier on you guys tomorrow, just tell me what you need.” 

	“Thanks, Ry. If you could help me with the sweet potatoes today, that would be great,” Cassidy replies with a sigh of relief. 

	“Your homemade sweet potatoes?” Ry clarifies, and Cassidy nods. “Absolutely, those are my favorite. We better make a triple batch, especially in case you get a craving.” 

	Zack laughs hysterically and Cassidy shakes her head at him. “That’s what I told her. This isn’t something I can run out and get her when she decides she wants them. I may send a bowl home for your freezer just in case.” 

	While they banter back and forth for a while, Nick begins to feel bad about ditching his parents for the holiday. Unlike a lot of his friends, he actually likes his parents. They’ll have to be sure to go see them at Christmas time. His mom was happy when he called to tell her about the three of them, and then she cried when they visited and announced his engagement with Pete. Nick snorts to himself. He’s sure when they tell Priscilla tomorrow she’ll cry, too, but they won’t be happy tears at all. 

	“Sound good, Nick?” Zack asks, and Nick has no clue what was just said. 

	“Sorry, I was thinking about something else. Does what sound good?” 

	“The guys going out to finish the shopping for groceries and alcohol,” Rylee answers, a concerned look on her face. 

	“Oh yeah, that’s fine. Whatever you guys need,” Nick says.

	“Alright, we’ll run home and change and be back as soon as we’re ready.” Rylee jumps up and claps her hands together. “Chop, chop. We’ve got things to do and food to prep. And we need to do it all before my parents get here. Let’s go.” 

	Later, after showering and dressing, Nick is once again enjoying the view of the ocean from the floor-to-ceiling windows. He wishes he’d moved here ages ago; it’s so tranquil. Rylee’s arms wrap around him from behind and she squeezes hard. “Are you okay? You seem so distracted today.” 

	“I’m fine. A little sad to miss the holiday with my family. It’s the first time, and since I’m their only child, I guess I’m letting it get to me.” 

	She releases Nick and pushes his shoulder. “Why didn’t you say anything earlier?” she yells. 

	He shrugs. “I really didn’t think much about it until this morning.” 

	“Men,” Rylee cries, exasperated, and stalks across the room to dig her phone out of her bag. She holds it to her ear. “Dad, what time does your plane take off?” She pauses and listens. “Do you think the Morrises could come with you guys? Nick didn’t think it would be okay to invite them and he’s feeling bad now. I know… Yeah, that would be perfect. Thanks, Dad, I’ll see you later. Love you, too.”

	“I didn’t think it would be okay?” Nick repeats.

	Rylee flashes a beaming smile at him. “I needed to guilt him a bit. My dad is going over there now to ask them if they want to come. They won’t say anything about us to them, right?” she asks, suddenly nervous. 

	“No, I told my parents I would tell them when your parents know, so until they hear it from me, they’ll keep it quiet. Thank you for doing this.” Nick pulls her close and kisses her forehead. 

	“I’d do anything to make you happy, Nick. This was nothing.” 

	“You already make me happy.” Rylee stretches on her tiptoes and kisses him. When their tongues meet, Nick reaches around and lifts her up, carrying her to the sofa. He sits, letting her straddle him so they never have to break their kiss. They kiss slowly, each of them enjoying the other and this moment. He loves when the three of them are together, but sometimes stolen moments away with just two of them seem extra special. 

	“You make me happy, too,” she whispers softly as they break away. 

	“Rylee, I know you want me to marry Pete, but I want you to promise me when you’re ready to make that commitment you’ll marry me, too. I know it won’t be legal…” 

	She cuts him off by placing her index finger against his lips. “Shh, before you ruin it. You’ve had my heart for as long as I can remember, Nick. When I’m ready, there’s nothing I’d like more than to bind it with yours in a ceremony celebrating our love.” 

	Rylee leans forward and covers his mouth with hers. Her kiss ignites a fire between them and in a few short minutes, she’s removed her skirt and panties and has his dick free. She climbs back on top of him, rubbing his length against her core. When she starts to push him inside of her, he pulls back. “Rylee, condom.” 

	“I don’t care, Nick, I want you. I don’t want to wait anymore. I want to feel you.” 

	“But you said after the holidays, after your family.” 

	“It’s the holidays now, and I’ve told most of my family. Give me this, Nick, please. I want you.” 

	There’s no way he can hold back after her impassioned plea. And honestly, he doesn’t want to. Nick lets go of her and Rylee drops down on top of him. Her arms go around the back of his neck and her tongue seeks his as her pussy clenches his dick. 

	The feeling is exceptional. Nick’s never realized before how much of a barrier a condom is, but fuck… he feels everything—her softness, her wetness, the way her muscles clench against him. He’s never fought so hard not to come before. It’s the sweetest sensation overload he’s ever felt. 

	Rylee pulls away slightly and exhales against his lips. “Nick, this is so amazing.” She pauses between each whispered word, and his hands grip her ass, pulling her deeper against him. He doesn’t know where she ends and he begins anymore; they’re just one and it’s never been better. 

	She clenches him tightly and a flush of wetness covers his dick. Her cries begin to come faster; she’s almost there. “Kiss me while you come, Ry. Let me swallow your pleasure.”

	Nick’s mouth covers hers, and within seconds, she’s pulling his hair and screaming in his mouth. He comes with her, matching her cries with his own. After they both calm a bit, he turns his eyes toward hers. “I love you, baby. Thank you.” He’s not sure if those words begin to cover what he’s feeling right now, but they’re a good start. 

	“That was erotic as hell,” Pete’s voice booms from behind Nick, and Ry smiles wide. For a brief second, Nick feels badly about having her first without a condom, but this was right and he knows Pete won’t mind. Jealousy isn’t a part of this relationship. They all give each other freely to one another. 

	“It was really hot. I love you,” Rylee whispers against his lips before standing. “I’m going to go take another quick shower,” she says as she collects her clothes and leaves the room. 

	After she walks away, Pete looks down at Nick’s lap and laughs. “No condom, lucky bastard.” He leans over Nick and runs his tongue across his lips and then kisses him. Hard and fast. 

	“She’s really ours, Pete,” Nick tells him as he pulls away. 

	“You’re just finally figuring that out?” Pete teases.

	“No, I’m just finally believing it’s true. Zack and Cassidy know. It’s real.” He’s beaming.

	“What about her parents?” Pete asks.

	“They’re bringing mine for Thanksgiving dinner.” 

	“This will be interesting. At least there will be alcohol.” 

	Nick snorts. “With Priscilla around, we’re going to need as much of it as we can get.” 

	Pete groans and pulls away. “Go clean up. We’re already late, and Cassidy doesn’t need to be trying to do it all herself.” 
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	Preparations were finished and Rylee, along with Nick and Pete, were long gone by the time Nick’s parents and the Staffords arrived. Rylee was thankful to have one more night of peace and anonymity. Though, unfortunately, she’d promised Cassidy they would be there early to help prepare brunch for everyone. This means even more time spent with Rylee’s mother drilling her. 

	Thankfully, Rylee has the two best men in her life, and they got up early this morning and picked up a full brunch for twelve from a local restaurant. They even got fresh juices and a few to-go carafes of coffee. Now, all she needs to do is tell her parents she’s in love with two men. 

	Easy peasy. 

	“Ready?” Pete asks when they pull into the driveway. 

	Rylee gulps. “Not really, but what the hell. Let’s make it a holiday to remember.” 

	“That’s the spirit. If anything, my mom will make this interesting,” Nick mumbles. Nick and Rylee’s mothers aren’t exactly the best of friends. Nick’s mom is a little too liberal in thought for Rylee’s mom, but their dads get along great. 

	With their arms loaded down, they march to the front door like an army. Zack opens the door with a frustrated look on his face. 

	“Already?” Rylee asks, already knowing the answer. 

	“Let’s just say you’ll be glad we picked up Irish Cream for the coffee yesterday,” he tells her.

	“Good morning, everyone,” Rylee calls out as she walks into the kitchen and unloads her arms. 

	Cassidy pulls her into a big hug and whispers into her ear, “If you never decide to tell your mother, I will cover for you until the day I die. She’s in rare form today.” 

	“You’re late,” Priscilla snaps at Rylee as she begins to open the containers of food they brought for breakfast. 

	Ignoring her, Rylee turns to Cassidy. “Can you get juice glasses and coffee mugs out?” Then she walks to the table and gives her dad a kiss and greets everyone again. 

	“Good morning, Mom, Dad, Dale, Julia.” Julia stands and pulls her into a big hug, leaving Rylee’s mother sitting down and pursing her lips. 

	“Everyone, grab some breakfast and then you can all spend the day relaxing while I help Cassidy and Zack with dinner. How does that sound?” Rylee asks. Dale and Rylee’s dad nod in agreement. Men are so easy. Her mother and Julia both talk over each other offering to help. 

	“I’m sure there’s something for everyone to do,” Rylee assures them. “We prepped everything we could yesterday, so it’s mostly a matter of getting it into the oven. The only thing really left to do is prep the stuffing, stuff the turkey, make mashed potatoes, and prep the salad.” 

	Priscilla doesn’t like getting her hands dirty, so when she concedes and offers to help with the salad, Rylee knows things will start to smooth out. She’s so glad they did nearly everything yesterday. 

	“I’ll do the mashed potatoes for you girls. They’ve always been my specialty,” Julia offers sweetly. 

	“Yes, they are much better than your stuffing,” Priscilla states dryly. 

	“Well, we can’t all be excellent cooks. I’m sure you know that better than most since you actually have a cook who does all of your cooking.” Priscilla grips her mug until her knuckles are white but eventually releases it and shakes Julia’s words off. 

	Julia smiles and takes the coffee Cassidy offers her. Of course, she already served Priscilla first. Otherwise, it would have been a never-ending story of how much Cassidy dislikes and disrespects her. She apparently has been better since the wedding. Rylee just hasn’t spoken to her much because she’s still pissed at how she treated Cassidy. Zack and Cassidy may have forgiven her, but forgiveness isn’t Rylee’s strong suit. 

	Julia hugs each of the men once they join everyone, even Zack, probably as to not have it look weird. Rylee’s mother lights up when she sees Nick and shoots inadvertent glances her way, hinting that he’s here for the taking. If only Priscilla knew how much taking she’s been doing and where.

	Pete sits down and catches up with Rylee’s dad and Dale. Priscilla looks at them skeptically and says, “I didn’t realize you knew Pete.” 

	“Of course we know Pete. He and Nick used to be close friends in college. They lost touch but recently came in contact again at Zack’s wedding.” Dale’s words are flawless, and although not a lie, it’s a definite exaggeration. The attorney in him must never sleep. 

	“Oh, I didn’t realize...” she sniffs.

	“Mother,” Rylee interrupts, “why don’t you bring your breakfast onto the patio and the two of us can catch up?” 

	Priscilla perks right up with her daughter’s suggestion and picks up her coffee and follows her outside. Zack is on their heels with two plates and an assortment of food on each. “Let me know if you need anything else,” he says, pecking Priscilla on the cheek and ducking back inside. 

	“Why are you so grumpy this morning? It’s Thanksgiving, Mother, you should be thankful today,” Rylee chastises.

	“Rylee, you haven’t spoken to me in months,” she complains.

	“You’re exaggerating,” Rylee tells her, but she’s right. 

	Priscilla purses her lips and continues, “If you consider casual pleasantries ‘speaking’ then yes, I am exaggerating. I do not. I don’t have a clue what is going on in your life unless I hear it from your father.” 

	Rylee rolls her eyes. “Maybe you should have thought of that before you treated Zack and Cassidy so poorly.”

	With a small sigh, Priscilla sips her coffee and leans back in her chair. “Will you ever be able to forgive me for that? They have, and I’ve tried very hard to make amends.” 

	“Sure, Mother, on one condition.” Rylee looks her mother square in the eye.

	Priscilla turns to Rylee, placing her cup on the table, and gives her full attention. “What would that be?” 

	“The next time I tell you something that you don’t agree with, or don’t approve of, you remember this conversation and grant me the same forgiveness and acceptance,” she tells her mother seriously.

	“Done,” Priscilla says, waiving her hand in the air as if it’s not a big deal. Rylee is the good daughter; she’s never done anything before that would have needed her forgiveness. But later today, she will need her mother’s acceptance. “So fill me in on how things are going for you now that you’ve given up everything to work with your brother.” 

	“Things are good, Mom. I’m happy. It’s amazing how refreshed you can feel when life no longer stresses you out.” 

	“Hm… And what about those boys? Are you still dating them off and on, or have you finally made a decision?” 

	“Mom, they’re men. Not boys. But I don’t want to talk about my dating life first thing in the morning, if you don’t mind. How about we catch up after dinner?” Rylee’s hoping to have that conversation after she gets a few drinks in her mother.

	“As you wish. You could have given me some warning that you were going to put that awful Julia Morris on my plane. She’s insufferable.” 

	“She is not. She’s a very nice woman who wanted to see her son for Thanksgiving. Letting them ride with you and Dad was the nice thing to do.” Priscilla glares at her daughter over her coffee but doesn’t say a word. 

	“You know, Mom, I’ve heard from Zack and Cassidy that you’re trying and seem to be lightening up. Why can’t you do that with me? I know Grandma drilled you to make you extra snobby, but can you try to be normal?” Rylee asks in earnest.

	“I am nothing but normal, Rylee.” 

	“Okay, Mom, how about less pretentious? Please.” 

	Priscilla’s response is to turn away and look at the ocean. Which is fine. All Rylee can hope is that some of her words are getting through to her. She continues to stay silent as they both drink their coffee and eat their breakfast. They used to have such a great relationship when Rylee was willing to jump through her hoops. Giving into her every demand made things flow smoothly between them. But sometimes Rylee wonders how much Priscilla Stafford actually loves her. She guesses she’s about to find out. 

	After what seems like the proper amount of time, Rylee takes her plate and goes inside. Everyone in the house seems to be having a much better time. Her dad comes up to give her a hug when she begins to take out the ingredients for the stuffing. “She’ll come around, sweetheart, just give her time.” 

	“Come around to what?” Rylee asks him.

	Paul looks at his daughter. “Don’t you know, Rylee? Your mother misses you like crazy. She won’t admit it to anyone but me.” 

	“I’m sorry, Dad. It’s complicated.” 

	“I know, but you need to remember your mother is human, too. She’s prone to mistakes and learning from them just like anyone else,” he tells her gently.

	“I understand, but she needs to have the same tolerance with me that I’m supposed to be giving to her, and I told her as much.” 

	“Good. Maybe you’ll be the one to get through to her then.” He releases Rylee and joins the guys in front of the television to watch Thanksgiving Day football. 

	The time passes and the alcohol flows while the food is prepared. Priscilla and Julia are actually civil to each other and the men stay out of the way. As much as Rylee would love to be curled up with them, watching the game, she sticks around with Cassidy and discusses Bailey and why Cassidy refuses to have a baby shower. 

	Finally, Cassidy agrees to have a shower as long as the guests donate money to her and Zack’s new foundation instead of bringing presents. Rylee’s mother finally admits defeat but tells Cassidy she can’t keep her from spoiling her first and only granddaughter. The look on Cassidy’s face is one of pure frustration, but she nods and accepts that sometimes it’s better to let things go. 

	Julia and Rylee spend some time discussing what she has planned for Dale’s upcoming retirement. It’s hard keeping the discussion away from her relationship with Nick and Pete. Her parents are the only ones in the room who don’t know about them, and it’s beyond frustrating. It’s their first holiday together and it should be a reason to celebrate. Especially after today. Having sex with Nick without a condom was a major decision and one she doesn’t take lightly. Rylee gave him part of herself she’s never given anyone before, and it was beautiful. It made her feel connected to him in a way she’s never experienced, and she can’t wait to give that to Pete sometime in the very near future. 

	These men are her family. Her happiness. Her forever. And being around her mom today puts her happiness into even more perspective. With or without her parents’ approval, this will be her life and it will be a happy one. 

	Rylee realizes her time is almost up once it’s finally dinnertime and the food is spread out on the table. The thought actually makes her happy. 

	“Cassidy, Zack, thank you so much for having us in your home for Thanksgiving. We couldn’t imagine spending it anywhere else. I was hoping you’d be willing to indulge an old woman and follow our family tradition of going around the table so we can all talk about what we’re thankful for today,” Julia says after placing a napkin on her lap.

	Priscilla rolls her eyes at Julia’s request, but Cassidy smiles in delight. “We’d be honored to carry on your tradition. Who wants to start?” 

	“I’ll start,” Zack says, and laces his fingers though Cassidy’s on top of the table. “I’m thankful that today I’m surrounded by everyone I love. I’m thankful for my beautiful wife, that my daughter is growing perfectly inside of her mommy, and that I’m blessed enough to start a non-profit that helps others.” 

	Following Zack, Cassidy continues, “I’m thankful for my husband. This man chased after me and taught me I was worth loving. Without him, and all of you, I don’t know where I’d be. I’m also beyond thankful to be spending the day with all of you, sharing a table of blessings. Lastly, I’m thankful for Rylee. Having her here now brings a happiness out in her I’ve never seen before, and I hope it lasts a lifetime.” 

	Priscilla shoots her daughter a questioning look, but Rylee pretends to ignore it and instead focuses on her dad. “I’m thankful to be here today, in the company of loved ones, with good food and plenty of alcohol to get through it.” Everyone laughs. Leave it to Paul to make it quick and lighten up the mood. Especially since Priscilla is up next. 

	“I’m thankful to be here today with my family and friends,” Priscilla says primly.

	Nick’s dad follows, and he’s the one who can be a bit loquacious at times. “I’m thankful to be here today with my son and all his friends, who are also our friends, on a day filled with abundant blessings. Julia and I are looking forward to the beginning of our golden years and hoping to see some grandbabies in the near future.” 

	“He needs to find a wife first,” Priscilla says pointedly, awkwardly stating the obvious. 

	Julia ignores her and says, “I’m thankful Rylee called her father yesterday and arranged for us all to be here together today. I’m also thankful to be celebrating in a room filled with friends and love and for the delicious food on our table.” 

	Nick is next. “I’m thankful to the Stafford family for bringing us all together this year and hopefully for many more years to come.” 

	Pete clears his throat, “Today, I’m thankful to be surrounded by families who may have problems but love each other through them. For me, that would be the biggest blessing of all. Thank you for letting me be a part of it.” Rylee wishes he had a better family, but she’s so glad he and Cassidy are now part of theirs. 

	Rylee speaks up, “I guess it’s my turn. I try and be thankful every day for something. Lately, it’s been for the ability to be happy without fear of retribution. Today, I am beyond thankful for the company of each and every one of you. Being surrounded by your love is the greatest gift I could possibly receive.” 

	Everyone begins passing food around, but Priscilla hasn’t taken her eyes off her daughter. Before Rylee knows it, she’s drained her wineglass and her mother is still looking at her. “What did that mean? ‘Fear of retribution’? Is that a jab toward me?” 

	“Let it go, Priscilla,” Paul tells her firmly. 

	“No. If Rylee has something to say, she should say it.” 

	“Mom, it’s nothing, really. We can talk about it after dinner,” Rylee says.

	“I’d rather talk about it now.” 

	Rylee swears under her breath. “Well, it’s Thanksgiving, and we’re all ready to eat, so it really doesn’t matter what you want. We can discuss it after dinner. Not everything is about you, Mother, and if you think it is, maybe that means you should question your actions before you take them.” She fills her wine glass and motions for people to start eating. Paul is whispering in Priscilla’s ear. Pete’s hand squeezes Rylee’s thigh under the table in encouragement. 

	After a few awkward moments, conversation resumes even though there’s an underlying feeling of foreboding cloaking the room. In an attempt to lighten the mood, Julia says, “Cassidy, Rylee, the food is amazing. Thank you for sharing your wonderful culinary skills with us all.” 

	Priscilla again rolls her eyes at Julia and for a brief second, Rylee questions if she’ll even miss her mother from her life at all. She doesn’t understand how she’s been so good to Zack and Cassidy, yet she’s acting like such a bitch today. Cassidy replies, “We were happy to do it. Actually, Rylee deserves most of the credit. She didn’t want me on my feet at all.” 

	“It was nothing. Actually, it was fun. Besides, you should rest as much as possible now before you are up for feedings five times a night.” 

	“Ah, yes, I remember those days,” Priscilla comments fondly. “If I wouldn’t have had your father’s help, I don’t know how I would have been able to keep up with the two of you.” Priscilla pauses, taking a sip of her own wine before continuing her thoughts. “Speaking of having a partner… how about we talk about relationships now. Rylee, why don’t we finish our discussion from earlier this morning.”

	Rylee stands up. “Sure, Mom. Now that we’re finished with dinner, why don’t we all go into the living room and talk?”

	Priscilla gently scolds, “Surely everyone doesn’t need to come to talk about your love life.” 

	“Actually, Mom, they might as well. I’ve got nothing to hide anymore.” 

	Zack squeezes his sister’s shoulder as he walks past her. “I’ve got your back, Ry.” 

	Everyone files into the living room and sits on the large couch, with Rylee’s parents on one end and Nick’s parents on the other. Rylee takes a seat on the coffee table across from her parents. 

	“Rylee, really. All of this to tell me if you’re dating?” Priscilla asks dramatically.

	“Mom, yes, I’m dating,” she tells her mother. “Actually, I’m in a committed relationship and have been for some time.” 

	“Rylee, that’s wonderful news. Why didn’t you tell us?” Priscilla glances over to Nick and back at Rylee. “Do we know him?” 

	“Yes, you do. You actually know them both.” 

	“Both? What in the world do you mean both? How could you be in a committed relationship if you’re seeing two men?” Priscilla asks her.

	“Well, because I’m actually in a relationship with two men. Not just one,” Rylee explains.

	Understanding dawns on her dad’s face and he nods solemnly. “These men happen to be in this room, don’t they?” he asks. Nick and Pete stand and sit with Rylee. Which is perfect because they’re resting against her like bookends and she needs them to hold her up. 

	“Yes.” 

	“Rylee, you’re being ridiculous. You can’t be in a relationship with them both,” her mother says.

	“Yes, Mom, I can. It’s called polyamory, and our type of relationship is called a triad. Well, amongst most people.” 

	Priscilla’s features contort into disgust. “Absolutely not. I forbid it.” 

	Paul actually snorts at Priscilla. “Priscilla, no matter what you think, your daughter is twenty-eight years old. You no longer get to forbid her to do anything.” 

	“So you sleep with them both?” Priscilla asks.

	Rylee laughs at this. “Come on, do you really want all the details? You’re my parents.” 

	“Not all, just the basics.” 

	“Yes, Mom, I sleep with them both,” Rylee answers somewhat petulantly. “Sometimes separately, and sometimes together at the same time. They also sleep with each other. In fact, they’re getting married.” 

	This news causes Paul to bolt upright. “Now, wait just a minute, young lady! If they’re getting married, who’s going to marry you?” She’s not sure she’s ever seen her dad this angry before. 

	“No, this is not going to work. This is immoral and wrong. You can’t be with two gay men,” Priscilla says firmly.

	“If everyone would calm down and listen to Rylee, give her a chance to explain, I’m sure you’ll all understand.” Julia tries to help, but Rylee’s mother isn’t having any of it. 

	Priscilla stands and points her finger accusingly at Julia. “You would be for this kind of immoral relationship. Your son is a freak, and he’s corrupting my sweet, innocent daughter.” 

	All hell breaks loose after this. Parents are yelling at parents, and it takes Zack to yell over them to put a stop to it all. “Now that I have your attention, here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to listen to Rylee and let her explain, and then you’re going to accept her and love her or get out of my home. There are no other options.” 

	“You agree with her disgusting relationship, Zachary?” Priscilla sniffs. 

	Zack turns to her and says, “Mom, stop. She’s your daughter and she loves you. You’ve been an absolute bitch to her today because you miss her and can’t tell her. Get over yourself and your pride and listen to her for a change.” 

	“Fine. How did this happen, Rylee? How did you end up becoming so perverse?” 

	Rylee thought her dad would be defending her by this point, but his hand is tightly wound around her mother’s. Which is fine because now Pete and Nick each have one of hers. 

	“I’ve explained this a lot lately, but I’m happy to explain it to you both as well.” Rylee starts off with how she felt in high school—how she never had similar feelings for boys that they had for her. Eventually, she explains her time in therapy, and bother parents seem shocked and beside themselves. Her dad is crying by the time she tells them about her yearly vacations to the lodge and how they were actually more than vacations. 

	Rylee feels a huge pressure lifting off of her chest when she tells her parents about Nick and Pete’s engagement and how happy she is for them. She doesn’t want the legal marriage if it means she can be part of something bigger and better, but Nick and Pete deserve to have that bond between them. 

	She finishes by sharing how relieved she was after telling Zack and Cassidy and how accepting they were of them. Her father stands and pulls her into a hug. “You’ll always be my little girl, Rylee. Although this is in no way the future I pictured for you, all I want is your utmost happiness. If this unusual relationship is what makes you happy, what makes you feel like a complete person, then I’ll somehow get used to it.” 

	He releases his daughter and turns to Nick and Pete. “The two of you are undoubtedly in love with my daughter?” 

	“Yes, sir,” they reply in unison. 

	“You’re going to love her and care for her as if she were your wife?” 

	“Sir, with all due respect, she will be our wife, it just won’t be backed up with a legal document,” Pete replies firmly. 

	“In our hearts and minds we will be married,” Nick adds, softer. 

	“You know if you hurt her, you’ll have to deal with me.” 

	“Yes, sir.” 

	“You’ll have to get behind me, Dad. I’m going to kill them before you ever get the chance,” Zack adds, and Paul actually cracks a smile.

	“This is going to take some getting used to,” Paul says, sitting back down, shaking his head. 

	“No, I don’t accept this. I’m sorry Rylee, but I can’t accept this,” Priscilla says.

	“Then you need to leave, Mom,” Zack tells her. 

	“Zachary, you… you can’t be serious,” she stammers.

	“I’m completely serious. I forgave you for what you did to Cassidy and me, but I won’t stand by and watch you eliminate Rylee. She can’t help her sexual orientation any more than you can. This is who she is, and she’s an amazing woman. It’s none of our business who she’s in a relationship with or what she does in her bedroom. If it makes her happy, it’s the only thing that counts.” 

	Priscilla stands and turns to leave. Rylee’s never seen her so angry and makes one last effort to appeal to her good graces. “Mom, wait.” She pauses but doesn’t turn around. “Remember this morning when we were outside and I forgave you? It was on the condition that the next time you were angry with me, you would grant me the same forgiveness and acceptance I extended to you? This is that time, Mom. I need your unconditional love.” 

	“I’m sorry, Rylee, but I can’t. Not when it comes to this.” 

	“I’m sorry, too, Mom, because I choose them. They can give me the unconditional love you can’t. My sexuality is never going to change. It’s a part of me and I’m not going to be unhappy anymore so you can have the perfect family. Zack, let her stay tonight. We’ll go home. If you want to let her come back, that’s up to you, but it’s Thanksgiving, don’t kick her out.” 

	Rylee reaches out to hug her dad one more time, gathers her things, and walks out to the car. Nick and Pete are right behind her. The car ride home is silent, and even when they’re all undressed and in bed, no one has said a word. 

	Finally, they break the silence and it’s all she needs to hear to know there was never a choice. 

	“We’re family, Rylee. We love you.” Pete’s words are simple and to the point. 

	“You’re our heart, Rylee. Without you, we don’t work.” 

	Rylee settles in between the two of them and says, “Without you guys, I don’t work, either. I love you both so much.” 

	After what seems like endless tossing and turning, she finally falls asleep in their arms. 
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	A pounding at the front door along with a constant ringing of the doorbell wakes everyone from a deep sleep. 

	“What is that?” Nick asks groggily

	“I don’t know, but I’m about to find out.” Pete tosses on his sweats and grabs his gun from the nightstand. 

	“Be careful, Pete,” Rylee calls out behind him as she jumps out of bed and throws on some pajamas. 

	“Rylee! You open up this damn door right now!”

	Priscilla.

	After putting the safety back on his gun, Pete swings the door open. She stares at him in awe. Pete’s not sure if it’s because he’s shirtless, because of his physique, or because of the gun in his hand. Probably a combination of it all.

	“Where is my daughter?” she demands. 

	“Well, she was sleeping. Now she’s getting dressed.” 

	The stench of alcohol pours off of Priscilla and Pete looks behind her to see how she got here. “Did someone drive you?” 

	“No, I walked. They didn’t want to get involved.” 

	“Can’t say I blame them.” 

	“What is that supposed to mean?” 

	“It means you gave birth to two of the best people I have ever known, and after meeting you, I’ve got no doubt they get their good traits from their father. You’re mean, and nasty, and can’t find it within your miserable soul to be happy for your daughter. You deserve whatever misery you bring upon yourself. You have happiness at your fingertips and you’re going to let it get away from you based on some archaic belief that sex and marriage only work one way. Guess what, lady? It’s none of your god damn business what or who your daughter does in her bedroom.” Pete is just catching his breath when he’s interrupted by Rylee walking into the room.

	“Pete, stop,” Rylee says softly, pulling him back from her mom’s face. He didn’t mean to get so out of hand, but how dare she hurt Rylee.

	“For your information, young man,” Priscilla replies, poking him in the chest, “I walked down here so I could apologize.” 

	“What?” Rylee asks, perking up a bit. 

	“Rylee, I’m sorry,” she tells her before walking into the living room and slumping down onto the couch. 

	“I’ve missed you. Without you guys around, I’ve been lonely. Even with your dad being around more it’s not the same. You kids brought life to the house and now it’s empty.” 

	Rylee sits down next to her. “I’m sorry, Mom.” 

	“I thought after the wedding you and I would get closer. But you drifted further and further away. I understood you were mad about Cassidy, but I thought after I explained it all you had forgiven me as well. Then you stopped coming by and stopped calling as much, and I guess I panicked.” 

	“It had nothing to do with you and everything to do with me and what I was going through. I was scared and couldn’t face losing you guys.” 

	“I understand that now and to a certain extent, I’m relieved. This life you’ve chosen for yourself will be hard. Hard on you, on them,” she says, pointing to Pete and Nick, “and also on any kids you may bring into this world.” 

	“It’s also going to be hard on the Stafford legacy,” Rylee reminds her. 

	“Please, if the Martins can get past Angelica being a lesbian, we can get past this.” 

	“You know?” 

	“Rylee, please, I’ve known for years. Why do you think we used to push so hard for her to be with Zack? I knew it could never happen, and her mom loved having a cover story for why she didn’t date in high school.” Priscilla lets out a snort.

	“Still, Daddy’s friends and co-workers…” Rylee trails off. 

	“Those men have more sex scandals in their closets than anyone I know. Trust me, darling, no one has the right to judge you. Including me. I’m sorry for how I behaved before. It was appalling, and I think Grandma was channeling herself through me or something.” 

	Rylee nods and takes her mom’s offered hand. 

	“My biggest issue is worrying about your safety. People don’t always react kindly to relationships such as yours. I thought if I threw a fit, maybe you’d snap out of it. I know better, it’s not a phase. I just hate knowing your life is going to be harder because of this.” 

	“Mom, it’s also going to be better. Living in denial, afraid to be who I really am inside was the worst kind of pain. As scary as this can be, especially when we tell people, it’s also liberating. A heavy weight is lifted each time I confess to someone new. You and Dad were the last ones.” 

	Priscilla stands and walks over to Nick and Pete. She asks, “Nick, do you love my daughter?” 

	“Yes, Ma’am. With all that I am and all that I have” he answers.

	She nods her approval “And you love this young man as well?” 

	He pulls Pete’s hand to his mouth, kissing it. “With all of my heart.” 

	Priscilla nods again and pulls Nick in for a hug. “I’ve loved you your whole life. If you and Rylee are happy, then I’m going to find a way to be happy, too.” 

	As she releases him, she pulls Pete in for an awkward hug. He allows it to happen, though. “Welcome to the family,” she says, looking him up and down.

	“You both chose well. But, young man, if you don’t put a shirt on you’re going to give this old woman hot flashes.” 

	Pete looks stunned, as if he could never have imagined Priscilla Stafford saying something about her hot flashes or his chest causing them, yet this moment is so bizarre they all start laughing. 

	They decide it’s best Priscilla stay the night here. She’s drunk and Rylee wants to keep her while she’s being loving. Nick and Pete can’t blame her—those instances are few and far between—so they go back to bed while Rylee and her mom stay up to talk. 

	“That was… odd,” Nick says when they’re under the covers. 

	“Yeah, that wasn’t what I expected, but I’m glad she changed her mind. I only hope she remembers it in the morning.” Pete yawns.

	“Oh, she will. I’ve seen her drunker than that and she’s remembered everything.” 

	“That’s good then. We have nothing to worry about.” 

	“Pete,” Nick asks, hesitation lingering in his tone. “When do you want to get married?” 

	He’s on top of Pete now; his face hovering in a way that makes it easy for Pete to pull his lips close, leaving only a breath between them. “I’ll marry you right now if you want to.” 

	Their lips crash together, tongues thrusting against each other in the same rhythmic pattern their cocks create as they rub together. Nick reaches between them and pumps them both with his hand. Pete release a groan and arches up closer to him. His hand fumbles next to the bedside and captures the lube. 

	Nick continues kissing Pete, one hand laced through another of Pete’s as he uses the fingers on his other hand to prepare the man he loves for what’s about to come next. 

	When Nick knows it’s time, he pushes into Pete and the effort is rewarded by Pete pulling him in closer so as to pull him deeper, ignoring the slight pain that comes with taking him so fast and deep. 

	“Love me?” Nick whispers against Pete’s lips. 

	“I do.” 

	“Marry me,” he says louder, firmer. 

	“Whenever, wherever,” Pete promises.

	“Tomorrow, I want you as my husband.” Nick’s strokes are long and drawn out. He’s building this up and their release will be incredible. 

	“Nick… marry me, tomorrow. Be my husband.” 

	“God, yes,” he hisses into Pete’s ear before bringing their mouths together. His hand wraps around Pete’s cock, jerking to the same speed of his thrusts. 

	“Jesus, Nick, I’m coming,” Pete cries out. Both a pulsing inside Pete and jerking in Nick’s hand is what makes their simultaneous release one of the best feelings in the world.
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	Pete wakes up with Rylee curled around him and the sound of the shower running down the hall. He turns over and kisses her neck softly, peppering kisses slowly down her cheek and to her mouth. When his lips reach hers, her arms wrap around his neck and she opens to him. Their kiss is soft and sweet, just like her. When she pulls back, her eyes flutter open and a small smile pulls at the corner of her mouth. 

	“Make love to me, Pete,” she asks. 

	Pete would never want to deny a request like this. His mouth drops to her breasts, spending ample time with each one in his mouth. Her quiet cries are growing louder as his fingers tease her clit. She’s more than ready for him and as he moves back up her body, he reaches over for a condom, but Rylee pulls his hand back. 

	“No condom.” Her simple statement turns Pete on even more. He knows she had this with Nick, but he wasn’t sure she wanted it with him yet. 

	“Are you sure?” 

	“I want to, Pete. I want this with you just as much as I want it with Nick. We’re together and I’m on the pill. Make love to me. All of me.” Rylee reaches down and lines his cock up against her, pushing him inside. She’s hot and wet, and it’s better than he would have ever thought. 

	Lacing their hands together, Pete slides in and out of her, taking his time. Their bodies move in synchronicity and their lips meet again and again. Her tongue leads his in an endless game of chase and when he feels her clenching around him, she cries out his name. 

	Her tight muscles combined with the flood of her wetness pulls him to orgasm right after her. “Rylee, fuck!” 

	Pete’s body shakes and twitches as it absorbs all the feelings and new sensations. “I am never using a condom again if I don’t have to,” Pete sighs. He rolls off her and pulls her into his arms. 

	Nick walks out and smiles, giving them each a kiss before he dries off. “Did you ask her yet?” 

	“No, I thought you might want to,” Pete answers. 

	“Ask me what?” 

	“Rylee, would you be okay with it if I married Pete today?” 

	Rylee’s quiet for a moment, but then she grins and nods her head. “And your parents can be there. I think it’s perfect, really.” 

	“I know you’ve said before you’re okay with this but Rylee, now is the time to speak up if you aren’t sure about this or if you want one of us to marry you instead.” 

	Rylee places her finger against Pete’s lips and then removes it, kissing him softly. “Enough of that. This is what’s right. The two of you getting married is what is supposed to happen. But if we’re going to make it happen today, we’ve got a ton of calls to make.” 

	“Before we get started, I’ve been thinking about something and I want to know what the two of you think.” Pete’s suddenly hesitant.

	“What’s up?” they ask in unison and then chuckle. 

	He takes a deep breath before saying, “I’ve been thinking about it and what would you think if I took Nick’s last name?” 

	Nick does a double-take and Rylee smiles wide while nodding. “You’d do that? Why?” Nick asks, seemingly shocked. 

	“For a few reasons. My family life has always been fucked. I’ve never felt like I fit in. But with the two of you I do. You both accept me and love me as I am. I want to be a bigger part of that. Your parents are incredible, and it would be nice to belong to a family who loves unconditionally like they do.” 

	“Pete… that’s beautiful,” Rylee says softly. 

	“There’s more to it. If we’re both Morrises then our kids can all be Morrises. Rylee can legally change her name when she’s ready to marry us. In some aspect, it will also give our kids a bit of normalcy. What do you think?” Pete finishes.

	Nick still hasn’t said anything but suddenly, his lips crash against Pete’s and he pushes him back onto the bed. The kiss is forceful and feral. He’s still holding Pete down when he finally releases the kiss. “I say, fuck yeah! Get dressed so I can make you Mr. Morris.” 

	“This is going to be the best day ever. Someone get me my laptop and my phone.” 

	Rylee begins to fire off questions while Nick and Pete get dressed.

	“You two need to go buy rings. I’ll take care of everything else. Keep your phones close, I’ll be texting updates. Casual or fancy?”

	Pete and Nick look at each other as if thinking the same thing. They both look great in a tux but neither enjoys wearing them. “Casual on the beach,” Pete replies. 

	“Definitely. I like that idea,” Nick agrees. 

	“Alright, men of mine, get going. I’ve got work to do.” 

	A soft knock at the bedroom door alerts them that Priscilla is awake. Nick lets her in and it’s easy to soften toward the woman before them who looks nothing like her normal self. She’s disheveled, clothes wrinkled from sleep. “Is everything alright?” She pauses, wanting to say more, but she holds back instead, waiting. 

	“Nick and I are getting married today, Mrs. Stafford,” Pete tells her.

	“Oh, I see. Was this planned?” 

	“No, Mother. But since Nick’s parents are here, they thought now was as good a time as any.” 

	They watch as Priscilla digests the information given. It takes a while, maybe because she’s hungover. “Can I help with anything?” The sincerity of her question takes all of them by surprise. 

	“You want to help? Are you serious, Mom?” 

	“Of course, Rylee, you know I plan excellent parties. Where do you think you get the skills from? Although… I will need a few cups of coffee first.”

	“We’ll go make coffee and breakfast. The two of you plan away,” Nick finally says, breaking the silence. 

	[image: Image]

	 “Why don’t we walk over to that other store across the parking lot? Maybe since it’s smaller they may have something less commercialized,” Nick suggests. They already spent time looking around one jewelry store and couldn’t find anything they liked. Just when they are about to get discouraged, Nick notices the smaller store and leads the way with Pete following, admiring his ass 

	They realize how small the store is once they step inside and see two men seated behind the counter while helping a woman pick out a ring. It’s easy for Nick and Pete to overhear their conversation as they browse—not because the salesmen aren’t being discrete but because of the size of the store. 

	“Do you think she’ll like it?” she questions the men softly. 

	“She will love it, especially since there’s a matching one for you.” 

	Nick is not one who believes in signs but considering the men behind the counter are holding hands and the woman is buying a ring for her girlfriend, he feels like they’re in the right place. He winks at Pete.

	“Can I help you?” One of the men comes over, eyeing the two of them.

	“We’re looking for wedding rings,” Nick tells him, and the salesman nods at them in appreciation. He’s older but not a bad-looking man himself. 

	“We also need two wedding sets. The rings don’t have to be the same, but within a similar… pattern? If that’s the word,” Pete tells him.

	Nick laughs and shrugs. “Your guess is as good as mine.” 

	“Are the wedding sets for one Mrs. or two?” the man asks.

	“One,” Pete confirms.

	The salesman nods. “Follow me. This is our poly section,” he states proudly. “No offense, but I love you polys, you guys are so laid back.” 

	“How in the world does a store this small have a poly section?” Nick asks, amazed. 

	The man’s laugh is full-bodied. “Didn’t you find us online?” 

	“Actually, no. We were across the parking lot and couldn’t find a thing in that other store when we saw your sign that said ‘jewelry’ and came over here,” Nick answers. 

	“Well then, it was a sign, no pun intended. We’ve owned the store for about a year but haven’t switched the sign yet. You see, most of our customers find us online, so the sign doesn’t really matter.” He passes Nick a card. Jewelry for All is the name of the store. 

	Nick points out a set of bands to Pete. “What do you think?” 

	Pete asks, “Can we see them?”

	“Of course.” The salesman pulls them out and hands one to each of them. “They’re platinum with a mother of pearl inlay. It’s a mixture of blue and grey blends. Simple, manly, unique.”

	Pete holds one up to the light. “This is perfect.” 

	“It is,” Nick replies. 

	“Now, for a woman’s band, it comes in a carbon fiber. It’s inlaid with diamonds, with the carbon fiber surrounding them. You could get the same band but one in pink and one in purple. They also come in green and blue,” he states, pulling out a tray of rings. They’re beautiful, simple but feminine. Are you looking for an engagement ring?” the salesman asks.

	Nick looks up from the rings, “No, these are perfect. I think blue and purple are the way to go. What do you think, Pete?” 

	“I think blue and green. To offset her eyes and the ocean,” Pete answers after quietly considering for a moment.

	“Yes, you’re right. Blue and green it is. Along with the two of these rings,” Nick agrees.

	“Do you know her ring size?” he asks with a raised brow. 

	“Five,” Nick replies with ease. Pete doesn’t question him; Nick would know after growing up with Rylee. 

	“Okay then, her rings will need to go out for sizing. Let’s measure the two of you up and see what we can do. When do you need these by?” 

	“Today,” Pete states firmly, leaving no room for argument. 

	“It’s always the good looking ones who need them right away. Luckily, I’ve learned to keep a few sizes in stock. Let’s hope they fit.” 

	Within a few minutes, they’ve both been sized and the salesman confirms he does have rings that fit. Pete passes him a credit card before he even totals up the bill. 

	Nick pulls his out and Pete tries to convince him to put it away, but he’s insistent. He wants to buy Pete’s ring and one of Ry’s rings, and Pete can do the same. Sometimes, Pete forgets how much Nick thrives on partnership. And Nick’s right in this instance—they should pay equally for the rings. It’s a man thing, but soon he’ll have to get used to being part of a marriage and letting Pete take care of him at times. 

	“You two are all set. I’ll give you a call when her rings are back in. My guess is I’ll have them by the end of next week. Enjoy your big day.” 

	“Thank you,” Nick replies.

	Something isn’t feeling right to Pete, though. “I’m sorry, but do you know anyone who could get those rings sized today?”

	He must see the desperation in Pete’s eyes because he holds up a finger and goes to talk to his partner. After a few moments, he comes back. “It’s a holiday weekend. We don’t have those kinds of connections, unfortunately. But we do know the distributor for this jewelry personally. I’m not promising anything but I’ll see what I can do. I’ll let you know by four if I can get them.” 

	“Thank you,” Pete says, smiling.

	“She must be special,” he replies thoughtfully. 

	“You’ve got no idea.” 

	When they get to the car, it really kicks in that they’re getting married today. Pete turns to Nick, leaning over the console, and kisses him senseless. “We’re getting married today,” he comments, buckling his seatbelt. 

	“Hell yeah, we are, and I can’t wait.”
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	“No, the tiki torches go over there! Outside of the tent, not inside. Do you want to start a fire?” Rylee exclaims, exasperated. 

	“I’m so glad I don’t work for the party rental company. Relax, little sister, everything is going to be fine,” Zack says with an easy smile. 

	“Easy for you to say, you’re not the one putting together a wedding in less than eight hours,” Rylee retorts.

	“You’re right, I’m not. But if anyone can do it flawlessly, you can. And if you’d breathe and take a look around, you’d realize you have.” The tiki torches line up as a makeshift altar. A tent is set up right on the beach, and the cake, food, and alcohol are all inside, ready to be devoured. One large table and chairs, as well as a small dance floor, sit inside. Unfortunately, Rylee couldn’t find live music on such short notice, but she has an iPod dock and a playlist set up and ready to go. 

	Rylee found a female chaplain online who had an opening and specializes in gay marriages. After explaining their situation, the chaplain said she had no problem performing the ceremony. She even said eventually, when they wanted to bind their hearts as three, she’d be willing to come and perform that ceremony for them as well. 

	The wedding is supposed to start in fifteen minutes, but they’re still missing the grooms. “Relax, they’ll be here.” Cassidy pats Rylee’s hand softly in reassurance.

	“I’m not the one getting married,” Rylee tells her. “It will be fine.” 

	“Look, here comes Nick now.” Cassidy points to Nick strolling down the beach without a care in the world. Rylee’s heart speeds up the closer he gets. He looks so handsome in his tan slacks rolled up at the bottom and his white dress shirt with the shirtsleeves rolled up. His matching tan vest and cerulean blue tie make the ensemble perfect. Pete’s outfit is almost the same, but Rylee put him in a cerulean blue shirt and a white tie to mix them up a bit. She can’t wait to see him. 

	“Rylee, can we talk for a minute?” Nick asks, finally reaching her. 

	“If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to find my husband,” Cassidy says, excusing herself after placing a kiss on Nick’s cheek. 

	“Where’s Pete?” Rylee asks him.

	“He’s delayed a bit, but he’ll be here soon.” 

	“What do you mean delayed?” she says anxiously.

	“Calm down, Rylee. Relax the inner party planner and take a walk with me.” 

	A walk could be good and when he offers to lace his fingers in hers, she takes them. Once they are a ways down the beach, he stops and turns to her. “I always thought today would involve putting a ring on your finger. Not someone else’s.” 

	Rylee smiles at him. “Me, too, but I am happy for you both.” 

	“See, Rylee, don’t you hear what’s wrong in that statement? We’re not a couple. The three of us are family and we should be together. Two of us getting married seems wrong.” Nick looks at her, his thumb gently rubbing her knuckle.

	“It’s not wrong,” she says to him, bringing his hand to her lips. “It’s what you both deserve.” 

	“And what do you deserve, Ry? Because I’m trying like hell to give it to you.” She looks confused until he suddenly drops down onto one knee and a strong set of arms wraps around her from behind. 

	Pete. “Rylee, we’re not complete without you, and getting married doesn’t seem right unless you’re exchanging vows right along with us.” 

	“But I’m not…” she begins to protest.

	“Darlin’, you know that’s a crock of shit you keep telling yourself. You are ready, and now that everyone knows, there’s nothing holding you back except your own insecurity.” 

	“We’re not going anywhere, Ry. Marry us today. Please,” Nick asks, still down on one knee. She wants this; there’s no doubt in her mind, but it’s too soon. Even so, all day she’s been trying to cover the small pang of hurt she was feeling inside. She knows they’re right; they should all be doing this together.

	“You two will still be legally married?” Rylee asks softly. 

	“If that’s what you want,” Pete answers. 

	It is what Rylee wants, especially after Pete explained why he wants to take Nick’s name. And it’s true what she said: the paper isn’t what matters to her. It’s the commitment. 

	“It is what I want. Yes, I’ll marry you both.” Pete turns her head to capture her lips with his. Their tongues meet—matching stroke for stroke—and when he suddenly releases her, Nick is there to take his place. His tongue greets hers softly, both savoring this moment. 

	“I guess we need to go change some plans,” Rylee tells them as each man takes one of her hands to walk back up the beach. 

	“Already done,” Pete states. 

	“What do you mean?” She’s obviously confused. 

	Nick smiles. “This morning when we went and told everyone we were getting married today. We talked to everyone and they were on board. Cassidy was running interference behind you all day, making sure people knew the real plan. Zack and your dad even managed to get your mom on board. The only real hold up was the rings, but it all worked out.” 

	“You think you both know me so well and there was no way I’d say no?” she challenges them.

	Pete stops walking and faces her. “No, Rylee, that’s not it at all. We hoped you’d say yes but if you didn’t, we were going to call the whole thing off. You’re worth waiting for.” 

	“Thank you.” 

	“May I have a minute with my daughter, gentlemen?” Priscilla asks, practically appearing out of nowhere. 

	She must have been watching them from afar since they weren’t even all the way back to their house yet. “The last thing I expected to hear when I got back to your brother’s house this morning was that Pete and Nick weren’t getting married without you.” 

	“I didn’t know, Mom.” 

	Priscilla graces her daughter with one of her infrequent but real smiles. “I know. Life has a funny way of working itself out. This relationship style of yours is hard for me to wrap my head around. But if I’m being honest, it was harder when I thought they were getting married without you. I like this idea much better.”

	“Seriously?” Rylee asks, genuinely surprised.

	“You all seem happy. It’s all your father and I have ever wanted for you. We never thought you’d take such an alternative detour to get there, but nevertheless, it’s where we are. Last night, Julia sat me down and explained how this whole poly thing works for you. I’m to understand in your case it’s not something you chose but how you were created. Like the gays.” 

	“Like gay people, Mother.” 

	“Yes, yes, of course. Anyway, after a while, and a few drinks, I realized this is how we made you. So of course, whatever you do and however you do it, you’re perfect to me. I love you, Rylee, and I know I don’t say it enough. I’m sorry for how I acted yesterday and even though we made amends last night… I wanted to say it when I was sober.” 

	When her mother pulls her in for a hug, Rylee isn’t able to hold back her tears, and when Priscilla feels her daughter’s chest heave against hers, she hugs Rylee tighter. This is the mother Rylee remembers from her younger years, and she’s so happy to have her back. Priscilla pushes her back and wipes her eyes. “Now, let’s say we get you cleaned up and into the dress Cassidy bought for you to change into.” 

	Rylee’s voice is soft, “Cassidy bought me a dress?” 

	“Well, of course. You look lovely, dear, but you can’t get married in that.” With a laugh between the two of them, they navigate their way back into the house. 

	The dress is perfect—a simple white dress with long sleeves that comes to Rylee’s knees. It’s a peasant style dress, but it’s classy enough for a wedding. 

	Paul is waiting for her at the bottom of the stairs, and he greets her with a smile. “I know this wedding is unofficial and there’s not even an aisle, but I’d be honored if you’d let me walk you to your grooms.”

	“I would love that, Dad. Thank you.” Rylee recognizes a few familiar faces as they take a short walk to the beach. “Richard is here?” 

	“The perks of a private jet and a delayed wedding. You can make magic happen.” He pats his daughter’s hand and smiles.

	Tears threaten to fall from Rylee’s eyes again. “Thank you, Dad.” 

	“Don’t thank me, it was your grooms’ idea. I just supplied the plane and your brother is supplying the room to stay in. Although, I will admit you’ve got some interesting friends.” Rylee’s sure Richard and his husbands probably surprised everyone, but she’s so glad they came. Rylee waves to Richard once they reach Nick and Pete.

	“Happy?” Pete asks. 

	“Extremely,” she beams.

	“Everyone, gather around,” the chaplain, Dorothy, calls out. “Why don’t you stand here until I finish their part,” she tells Rylee. “It’s going to be quick, per their request.” 

	Dorothy looks out amongst the crowd and continues with the ceremony. “Welcome, everyone. We are gathered here tonight to celebrate the binding of hearts and lives. Sometimes in life, we are lucky enough to find love in more than one heart. When we do, if we’re smart, we hold on to that love and embrace it.” Rylee looks up at her men, Nick and Pete, overwhelmed with love.  

	“Nick and Pete have chosen to be legally wed here tonight. But they’ve asked that it be quick and to the point because the bigger and most important part of the ceremony comes after the legalities. Their words, not mine,” Dorothy adds with a smile. 

	“Nicholas Morris, do you take Peter Rafferty to be your spouse for life?” Rylee can see them clearly and she’s able to watch all the emotions crossing their faces. 

	“I do,” he says loud and clear. 

	Dorothy turns to Pete. “Peter Rafferty, do you take Nicholas Morris to be your spouse for life?” 

	“Hell yeah, I do,” he says with a smile, eliciting laughter from the small crowd. 

	“Please exchange your rings.” They pull out matching rings and place them on each other’s fingers.

	“By the power vested in me, by the State of Hawaii, I now pronounce you spouses for life. You may now seal your vows with a kiss.” Watching Pete pull Nick close sets butterflies loose in Rylee’s stomach. She’s so happy for them. 

	“Rylee, please step in the middle.” She follows Dorothy’s instruction, barely able to even hear over the beating of her heart. 

	“Now we begin the binding of hearts. The three of you have come together tonight to pledge your lifelong commitment. It is my understanding that you’d like to recite your own vows.” 

	Rylee turns to Pete, stunned. “Our own vows?” 

	“Just speak from your heart, Rylee, that’s what we’re going to do. Neither of us prepared anything,” Nick assures her.

	Pete clears his throat and begins, “Nick, I’ve loved you for many years, even if a lot of that time was spent loving you from afar. When I met Rylee, it didn’t even cross my mind at first that she was your Rylee, the woman you’d been in love with all the way back to high school. When I realized it, I wasn’t sure if it was good luck or good fortune, but I’m glad I followed my instinct and came to visit you to find out. Falling back in love with you was easy because I never actually stopped loving you. Rylee, loving you was effortless. Your self-confidence and blunt honesty drew me to you like a moth to a flame. The night you confessed to loving both of us and wanting both of us was the beginning of what I hope will be a beautiful life together. I promise to love, honor, and cherish you both for all the days of my life. My heart will always belong to the two of you.” 

	Rylee’s eyes fill with happiness and tears.

	Nick takes a deep breath and holds both of their hands. “Pete, Rylee, I’ve loved you both for so long. I tried substituting one of you for the other, but it doesn’t work. I’m only left feeling incomplete. But when I have you both, my life makes sense. I know the road ahead may be filled with some bumps along the way but as long as we’re together, we can get through anything. Thank you both for loving me as much as I love you. I will love, honor, respect, and cherish you both until the end of time. My heart will forever be yours.” 

	Dorothy smiles at their love and turns to Rylee, patiently waiting for her to begin. Rylee hasn’t ever been a fan of public speaking, but this moment is for them. Not knowing what to say, she stands in front of them, holding each one of their hands in hers. They both reach up with their free hands to wipe away her tears. 

	“Nick, Pete, when I woke up this morning, this was the last thing I thought would be happening today. I was so busy planning a wedding for the two of you, I didn’t stop to listen to the little voice inside of my head who was a little sad not to be a part of this. Thankfully, I have two men who love me with their whole hearts, who know me better than I know myself, who also felt the same way. I couldn’t imagine my life without either of you in it. For such a long time I’ve been going through the motions, paying for vacations, trying to hide who I am from everyone I love. The two of you showed me it’s not only okay to be me, it’s a requirement. Thank you both for loving me through my fears. I will always love, honor, cherish, and respect you both for all the days of our lives.” 

	Dorothy continues, “Rylee has chosen to wear a ring on each ring finger. One ring from each husband. Please place your rings on her fingers.” 

	Nick and Pete slide gorgeous rings onto her fingers and her hands tremble in theirs. 

	“Now, each ring binds Rylee to her husbands, but Nick and Pete have another gift for Rylee.” Nick pulls out a necklace and passes it to Pete. “This necklace binds the three of them together as one. It’s made of platinum and mother of pearl, the same materials the grooms’ rings are made from. This necklace symbolizes a third ring, uniting them all as a triad.” Together, Nick and Pete place the necklace around Rylee’s neck.

	“Pete, Rylee, and Nick, you are now bound together by your hearts, minds, and eternal love. You may now kiss your spouses for life.” Nick pulls Rylee to him first, kissing her deeply and breathlessly. When he pulls away, his eyes are sparkling in happiness. Pete pulls her to him next and kisses her slowly, passionately, and it’s almost enough to tune the world out. 

	“Get a room,” Zack calls out, probably squirming while watching his sister with her new husbands but then, everyone else is, too.

	Pete releases Rylee, chuckling. “I’ll finish what I started tonight.” 

	“You bet your ass you will,” she retorts, and he laughs even harder. 

	“That’s the woman I fell in love with,” he tells Nick. 

	“Can’t say I blame you. That wife of ours is pretty damn sexy.” 

	 “Congratulations, Rylee,” Richard says, pulling her into a friendly hug. 

	“I wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for you,” she says choking on her own sob. 

	“Nonsense. You were the one who sought therapy, and you’re the one who fought your way through the darkness to the light. I only helped you along,” Richard assures her.

	“You see it your way and I’ll see it mine.” 

	“Deal,” he says with a laugh. Doug and Kent, Richard’s husbands, each pull Rylee into a hug and congratulate her. 

	“I can’t believe you were all able to coordinate your schedules to be here,” Rylee says.

	“We can’t, either. It almost didn’t happen, but Doug miraculously got someone to cover for him at the firehouse,” Richard replies, smiling. 

	“How long are you staying?” 

	“Three blissful days,” he answers. “After tonight, we head off to Turtle Bay and then fly home with all the parents. That should be interesting.” 

	“Sit next to Nick’s mom. You’re both therapists, so I’m sure you’ll have plenty to talk about,” she suggests.

	“Sorry, gentlemen,” Pete interrupts. “I’m stealing my bride for some wedding photos.” 

	“By all means, as long as I get one.” 

	“Of course you’ll get one. This is all happening because of you,” Rylee says to him with a parting wink. 

	They pose for so many photos their cheeks hurt from smiling, but as the evening flies by in front of Rylee’s eyes, she finds herself constantly distracted by a hand up her thigh under the table or a whispered promise against her neck. Finally, they are saying goodbye to their guests, and Rylee is doing her best to not to spontaneously come in front of them all.

	Nick closes the door behind the last guest and locks it. He releases a sigh of relief and a wicked look crosses his face. Pete reaches for his hand and pulls Nick close. 

	“Bedroom now, and bring cake,” Rylee commands. They love when she tells them what to do, and right now she needs to be fucked. 

	Nick passes her a piece of cake, and she takes a swipe of frosting with her finger. “Undress each other,” Rylee commands them, enjoying how sexy they are. 

	Pete pulls Nick close by his tie and she watches as he loosens it and then removes it, throwing it across the floor. Watching them undress is a heady experience because they don’t just take off clothes; they make a sexy scene from it. As each button comes undone, there is a kiss or a whispered promise. Their tongues collide as they unbutton each other’s dress shirts. They remove them, turning their attention to their pants now. When their pants fall to the floor, each of them is rubbing the other’s cock through their boxers. 

	“Take them off, boys. I want to see.” 

	“Is that all you want to do, Rylee?” Pete asks with a wicked glimmer in his eyes. 

	“No, I want to taste each one of you. Hurry up.” 

	They come over to the bedside once their boxers are off. Rylee swipes her finger through frosting again and coats the top of each dick with white-chocolate buttercream and then uses her hand to hold them together. The hooded look in their eyes tells her they’re enjoying this. 

	Her tongue flicks against their warm, soft skin, licking around their heads, sucking off the frosting, while feeling their dicks twitch in her hand. They kiss while Rylee takes them in her mouth, sucking them in individually, first one, and then the next. 

	But when she looks at them, she’s lost in the loving way they kiss, and she releases them from her mouth to lean back and watch them. They’re captivating. Just the simple way Pete cups Nick’s face shows her how much Pete loves him. Nick responds to the intimate gesture by biting down on Pete’s lip, knowing he’ll elicit a sexy moan. There’s no one fighting each other for control; they’re giving into each other freely. 

	When they pull away from each other and turn their gazes to her, they smile. 

	“I think our wife is wearing entirely too many clothes, don’t you, Mr. Morris?” Pete says to Nick. 

	“I agree, Mr. Morris. I think it’s time we do something about Mrs. Morris’s attire.” 

	“I love the way that sounds,” Rylee tells them as they lift her from the bed. 

	Pete unzips the back of her dress while Nick pulls her arms out, letting it fall to the floor. 

	“As much as I love how you look in your underwear, I want you naked.” Nick flicks her bra open with his words and Pete pulls down her underwear. 

	Nick drops his mouth to Rylee’s breasts, taking them in his mouth while Pete leaves a trail of kisses across her shoulder and up her neck. “Let us make love to you tonight, Mrs. Morris.” 

	Pete’s words are loud enough for Nick to hear, and he abandons her breasts, kissing her until he reaches her mouth. “I agree with Pete, let us make love to you.” 

	“Yes,” Rylee answers as he lowers his lips to hers. Together they kiss, caress, suck, and love on their wife until they’re all in bed. 
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	 “Married sex is the shit.” 

	Nick’s random comment throws them all into a fit of laughter. 

	They crawl back into bed after a shower, and contentment settles over Rylee. These are her husbands, and this really is her life. She can’t wait to see what the future brings for them. She reaches over and grabs her phone, snapping a photo of the three of them all curled up together, and sends it to Cassidy. She figures it’s payback for the blissfully happy selfie she sent of her and Zack after their wedding. 

	She replies back quickly: 

	Love is a wonderful thing, I’m glad you finally let it in. 
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	Four years later 

	“Daddy, come on. I want to see the new babies!” 

	“Calm down, Bailey. Let Mommy and the babies sleep just a little bit longer and when they wake up you can see them.” 

	Bailey crosses her arms and pouts. She looks just like Cassidy, but she’s got Rylee’s temperament. This little girl is going to be a spitfire like her aunt. “Uncle Nick?” 

	“Yes, pumpkin?” Bailey smiles and climbs into Nick’s lap. 

	“When are Aunt Rylee and Uncle Pete coming with my cousins?” 

	“Soon, I promise. Sometimes it takes a while to pack up and put four babies in the car,” he answers.

	“They’re not all babies,” she says with a giggle. 

	Nick gently pokes her little belly. “You’re right, they’re not.” 

	“Who would have thought we’d have seven kids between us?” Zack asks with a laugh. 

	“Jesus, not me.” Not that Nick doesn’t love every minute of it, though, and he knows Zack does, too. 

	“Daddy! We here!” Thomas calls out from the patio door.

	“Uncle Nick! They’re here!” Bailey says excitedly, jumping out of his lap to greet her cousins. 

	Rylee got pregnant a few months after the wedding. It was a bit of a surprise and since it wasn’t planned, they decided to have a DNA test done once the twins were born. Biologically, Hilary and Thomas are Nick’s, but they belong to all three of their parents.  

	Six months ago, Rylee gave birth to another set of twins and had her tubes tied. She says she’s done having multiples, and if the Morrises get the wild urge for more kids, they can borrow Cassidy’s and Zack’s for a while until they come to their senses. Four kids in four years is a lot, but Pete is angling for adoption. He still wants more, and it’s hard for Rylee and Nick to tell him no, especially when he never asks for much and family is the only thing he never really had before them. 

	The new babies are biologically Pete’s and were planned. Even though a DNA test wasn’t needed, Rylee insisted on one because she wanted to be sure Pete had biological kids of his own. He told her again and again that biology doesn’t make a parent, but she was determined and Nick didn’t blame her; he wanted this for Pete, too. 

	Kayla and Kierra broke the Stafford family mold and are identical twins. They’ve got Rylee’s dark hair and Pete’s blue eyes and will be a force to be reckoned with. 

	Thomas will end up like Zack, but instead of one sister to protect, he’s got three. Two weeks ago, Cassidy had fraternal twin boys, Zeke and Dylan. And even though she just gave birth, they’re already planning their next pregnancy. Those two have more love to give than anyone has ever known. 

	“Hey, babe,” Rylee greets Nick as she places Kierra in his arms, kissing him sweetly like she does after work every day. 

	“Auntie RyRy, why do you kiss Uncle Nick?” Bailey asks.

	Rylee bends down, looking Bailey in the eye. “Because I love him and he’s my husband.” 

	Pete finally makes his way outside juggling Kayla while trying to hold on to Hilary’s hand. Hilary finally releases him once she sees Zack. She’s over the moon for her Uncle Zack. 

	“How was work?” he asks Nick, leaning in for a quick kiss. 

	“But Auntie RyRy, why does Uncle Pete kiss Uncle Nick?” This has become a new obsession for Bailey. Rylee gives her all the time and attention in the world to answer her questions honestly. 

	“Because they love each other and they’re married.” 

	“Like my mommy and daddy?” 

	“Yes, Bailey, just like your mommy and daddy but instead of two there are three of us.” 

	“Three is bigger than two,” she states proudly. 

	“Yes, three is bigger than two, and that means we have even more love to give. Is that okay with you?” 

	Bailey puts her finger to her head as if she’s actually thinking about it. She’s such the actress. “Can I give more love when I’m growed up?” she asks sweetly, her father silently shaking his head behind her. Zack’s never going to let her grow up if he can help it. 

	“Sure can, Bailey. You can be whatever you want to be when you grow up, and we’ll all be here to support you, okay?” Rylee assures her.

	“Thanks, Auntie RyRy!” she says, and runs to see Zack and Hilary. 

	“You’re so good with her, babe,” Nick tells her, kissing her again. 

	“I’m just honest. Now, tell us how work was.” They’re eager to see if he and Zack received an answer for their new project. 

	“We got the funding, so it was a very good day. Another center for homeless teens is going up. This one is being built in California.”

	Rylee squeals, “That’s great! Why didn’t you call us?” 

	“Ry, it happened about an hour ago and I knew the babies were probably napping.”

	“Good call. The babies were napping and Rylee was busy trying to take my mind off things,” Pete tells him. 

	“Sounds fun. I’m sorry I missed it. What things?”

	“His brother called again,” Rylee answers.

	“Did you talk to him this time?” 

	“I think you know the answer to that.”

	Pete’s brother found them almost a year ago. He used to call weekly, but now it’s dwindled down to about once a month. Pete refuses to talk to him even if both Rylee and Nick think he should. As far as he’s concerned, his brother doesn’t exist. “Pete, maybe...” 

	“Let it drop, Nick.” 

	Standing up, Nick leans in closer so the kids won’t overhear, “Maybe I need to take you home and fuck the frustration out of you.” 

	“Maybe you should,” he answers, tipping a beer back and taking a nice long swallow. 

	“Hey, I’m going to go help Cassidy with the babies. Can you keep an eye on Bailey?” Zack asks them.

	“Yeah, of course,” Pete tells him, and Rylee adds, “But let’s all go inside. It’s getting cool out here, and I don’t want the babies catching a cold.” 

	Zack nods at his sister and opens the door, Bailey following right behind him. “Stay here, Bay. I’m going to go help Mommy and then you can see your brothers.” 

	“Okay, Daddy,” she says amicably. “Uncle Pete, my brothers are awake. Do you want to see them?” 

	“Of course I do, Bailey cakes.” She giggles at his name for her. It’s such an adorable sound. 

	A few minutes later, Zack and Cassidy make their way down the stairs and Zack helps Cassidy get settled on the couch. She’s a little bit sore from her recent C-section. 

	“Mommy! You’re awake!” Bailey exclaims, running toward her, but Zack catches her before she reaches Cassidy. 

	“Remember what I said about being gentle with Mommy?” 

	“Yes, Daddy,” she answers solemnly.

	“Okay, then climb up carefully and sit nicely like a good girl.” Kayla and Kierra are sleeping again, so Rylee takes them from their fathers one at a time and puts them in the playpen kept there just for them. 

	Pete takes the reprieve and goes back outside. “Go talk to him, Nick. He’s taking today’s call especially hard, but he won’t tell me why,” Rylee says.

	Nick’s eyes follow Pete. “Yeah, okay.” 

	The sun has set and the moon is large over the ocean. Pete is standing out on the edge of the patio by the stairs leading down to the beach. Nick wraps his arms around Pete’s waist and hugs him. Pete’s body relaxes against Nick and he turns around, looking Nick in the eyes to say, “Hi.” 

	“Hi. Want to tell me what’s going on?” Pete lowers his mouth to kiss Nick. His kiss is forceful, seeking control. Then suddenly, Pete releases him and takes his hand, leading him down the stairs and onto the beach below. He uncharacteristically sits on the sand and Nick’s left to follow. “What happened today, Pete?”

	“My brother left me another message,” he answers. “This time he said my father is dead and I’m listed in the will. They need me to get in touch so they can settle the estate. He’s working on the estate with my mother.” 

	Nick watches him stare out into night. “I’m sorry, Pete. I know how hard this has to be for you.” 

	“I don’t want to care, Nick! I wrote them off a long time ago. I don’t know what my mother could have done for my brother to let her back into his life, and I don’t care. But if I don’t get in touch, they’re going to keep calling and what if they eventually end up on our doorstep? I don’t want them anywhere near our family. I’ve already got my best guys stationed around the house,” he mutters.

	“Does Rylee know?” 

	It’s as if the worry and frustration of the day suddenly catches up to Pete, and his shoulders sag a bit. “No, not yet. I need you to handle this for me, Nick, as my attorney. You know what I’ll want to hear and what I don’t, and you can make any decisions on my behalf. I don’t want you to tell them who you are, but if they knew how to find me, they may already know.” 

	Nick knows Pete isn’t trying to hide their marriage; he only wants to protect Nick from the evil family he grew up with. 

	“I’ve got this, Pete. You don’t ever have to talk to them or deal with them. We don’t need their money. I’ll call tomorrow and tell them you’re relinquishing all rights to anything.” 

	“Thank you.” 

	Nick puts his arm around him and pulls Pete close. “I love you, Pete, and there’s nothing we wouldn’t do for you.” 

	“Kiss me,” Pete says, lying back on the sand. Nick climbs on top of him, his mouth opening to Pete’s immediately. Pete’s hands slide up under Nick’s shirt, and he grips hard, pulling Nick into his kiss. Their tongues meet stroke for stroke, both already hard. It seems like it’s been a long time since the two of them have had any time alone. 

	Nick’s phone vibrates and he pauses, groaning as he pulls away from the kiss, reaching for his pocket. 

	Rylee: My parents just got here, take your time. He needs you tonight. Xoxo 

	He shows the message to Pete and he smiles. “I do,” he says, pulling Nick back down and picking up where they left off. 

	But an hour later, they force themselves to get up and head back to the house. Nick would have loved to let Pete fuck his aggressions out on him but sex, sand, and the lack of lube is not a great combination. 

	Rylee is sitting out on the patio, wrapped in a blanket, and Pete picks her up and hugs her. “I’m sorry, darlin’, my brother’s message said my dad died.” 

	She kisses him tenderly. “Hey, it’s okay. You don’t owe me any apologies. I know sometimes there are things you need to talk out with a man. Lucky for you, your husband is an excellent listener. What are you going to do? Are we going to the funeral?” 

	“No,” he says grimly, “he passed a few months ago, so I assume he’s long buried. Sounds like they only need me for estate reasons, but I’ve got nothing to say to them. Nick is going to tell them we don’t want any of it.” 

	“Okay. I’m behind you if that’s what makes you happy.” She smiles. “In other news, Nick, your parents actually flew out with mine. They’re insisting on keeping all four kids here tonight. Bailey, Hilary, and Thomas have already made pallets on the floor. I’m a little uneasy about leaving Kierra and Kayla, but Zack of all people is encouraging us to take this time. I’m sure he’ll want payback in the near future.” 

	Pete perks up with this new development. “Well, it will be strange being without the kids, but I’m all for having a night with my wife and my husband and no interruptions. It’s been a long time since we’ve had grownup time without any distractions.” 

	“I’m all for leaving the kids, but I was looking forward to catching up on my sleep,” Rylee says with a forced yawn. 

	“Well, Nick, guess it’s just you and me tonight. While our wife sleeps, you and I can have adult time.” 

	“You wouldn’t dare.” Ry slaps him on the shoulder and laughs. “You know I’m not missing out on sexy time with my favorite men.” 

	“You mean your only men,” Pete cautions in a low tone. 

	“Semantics,” she responds with a wave and walks inside. 

	“That woman,” Pete says with a laugh. 

	“She’s the love of our lives,” Nick answers, walking through the door. 

	“She sure is,” Pete agrees, following behind the two of them.

	“There you are!” Julia exclaims, walking over to hug them hello. 

	“Hey, Mom, sorry. We were taking care of a small legal matter. We didn’t realize you were here,” Nick says.

	“I hope everything is okay?” 

	“Everything’s fine, Mama Morris,” Pete replies. 

	“Did Rylee tell you we’re keeping the kids tonight?” Priscilla calls out from across the room. She’s got all four babies spread out in front of her on the floor. She was never a bad mom to Zack and Rylee, just a little cold. You’d never know it now; she’s a doting grandmother. 

	Surprisingly enough, she even acclimated to the marriage faster than anyone else. At times, their affection for each other could make things a little awkward, but Priscilla would roll her eyes at everyone and tell them to grow up. 

	“Yes, she told us. Are you sure?” Pete asks, his Papa Bear instincts kicking in.

	“We’re sure,” Cassidy answers for her with a smile. 

	“See you all tomorrow. Thanks for the free night!” Rylee calls out, blowing kisses behind her. 
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	Nick lets the phone ring four times before he prepares himself to leave a voicemail when a breathless “Hello” comes across the line. He sounds just like Pete but with just a little more Texas in his tone. 

	“Hello, this is Nick Morris representing Peter Rafferty as his attorney. I’m trying to reach Deacon Rafferty.” Nick hasn’t used the name Rafferty in years, and having to use it now leaves a bitter taste in his mouth. 

	“This is Deacon. I’d like to speak with my brother, please.” 

	“Mr. Rafferty, I’ll be handling this case for your brother. Peter has requested anything you have for him to sign off on be sent to my office via courier.”

	“Mr. Morris, please don’t take offense, but I know you’re my brother’s husband. I’d really like to speak with him.” 

	“I’m sorry, Deacon, but Pete specifically asked me to handle his father’s affairs for him. To simplify everything, he is prepared to sign any paperwork in order to relinquish all rights to you and your mother.” 

	“Alright, I understand why he doesn’t want to talk to me, but it’s imperative he get the following message. You tell Pete our mama didn’t leave. I found her tucked away in a long-term care facility. She was admitted to the hospital as a Jane Doe with a traumatic brain injury the day she left home when we were kids. Our father reported her missing and claimed her when the hospital realized they had a match on a recent missing persons report. I’m still trying to figure out how he got away with it all and why Pete and I were never questioned. Right now, I just need his signature on the paperwork to liquidate all Dad’s assets, including the house, so the money will pay for her facility for a few more years.”

	“Can you afford her care after those funds run out?” 

	“Mr. Morris, that’s my business. If my brother wants the answer to that question he can call me. My email address is my first and last name at Gmail. Please forward me your contact information and I’ll reply with the documents I need signed. Thank you for your time, Mr. Morris.” 

	Nick begins to struggle with how he’s going to relay Deacon’s message to Pete.

	By the time Pete and Rylee wake up, Nick has received the estate’s paperwork, as well as the contact information for the facility Pete’s mother is in. He’s still thinking about how to approach Pete about his mother’s condition when he joins them in the kitchen holding the papers from the fax machine.

	“I spoke with Deacon, and he’s sent me all the paperwork for your father’s estate. Pete, you need to read it all over carefully before you sign it,” Nick tells him.

	Pete’s already finished his first cup of coffee and Rylee pours him a second. “I don’t need to read it, Nick. I trust you to let me know if there’s something I should be wary of.” 

	“Pete, in my professional opinion, you need to call your brother.” 

	“Just tell me what’s going on, Nick.” 

	Nick’s heart breaks for Pete before he even tells him. He can’t imagine how this is going to affect him. Slowly, Nick repeats his conversation with Deacon to Pete and Ry. 

	“How much is her monthly care?” 

	“Seven thousand dollars.” 

	“How long will the proceeds of the estate cover it?” 

	“Approximately three to four years, depending on interest rates.” 

	“Set up an account, give him the account number, and set it up to auto-pay the facility. He doesn’t get to make withdrawals. I don’t know him and don’t trust him. He can have copies of the monthly statements showing it’s been paid. I want to research this facility. Knowing my father, I’m sure it’s a dump. I want to move her somewhere nice if it is. Make the call to Deacon and tell him everything, and if he doesn’t oppose, he can keep the estate. Live off it, sell it, whatever he wants. I’ll foot the bill if I get to choose the facility. Those are the terms.” 

	“Don’t you want to see her, Pete?” Rylee asks softly. 

	“No, Ry, I can’t. Not now. Maybe not ever.” 

	“Okay, I’ll go call him,” Nick says, kissing Pete on the head as he leaves to go into his office. 

	Deacon is argumentative at first but eventually agrees to Pete’s terms. “Nick, please tell Pete I’m sorry and I’d really like the chance to make amends someday.”  

	Nick returns to Pete and Rylee and relays Deacon’s latest message. Pete seems relieved to hear Deacon’s agreed to the terms, although he’s still not open to renewing any sort of relationship with him or even seeing his mom at this time. 

	“Alright, you guys, I know this morning has been unfortunately sad, but today is Cassidy’s birthday and we need to get to the house. Besides, I really need to squeeze my babies after today,” Rylee says as she grabs her purse and her keys. 
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	Cassidy’s party is exactly what Pete needed—kids, family, alcohol, and low-key companionship. Being surrounded by family couldn’t have come at a better time. 

	“Do you want to talk?” Cassidy asks, taking a seat next to Pete by the fire pit. 

	Pete’s smile is slow and only half sincere. “I guess you heard what happened today.” 

	“I did, and although it’s not the same, I do know what it’s like to fend off a family member you don’t want to talk to.” Cassidy’s mom has been trying for years to get her to let her back into her life. 

	“Is she still trying?” 

	Cassidy pokes at a burning log with a stake. “Yeah, especially since we’ve had kids. I send her photos of them and of us if we take a family picture, but that’s as far as I can let her in.” 

	“Zack understands at least.” 

	“Hey, Nick and Rylee do, too. This is fresh for you, and they’re going to question you, the same way they used to question me. Not because they don’t love you but because they want to be sure you’re making the best choices for you.” 

	“Does it ever make you angry? Going through all you did and her acting like it wasn’t a big deal?” 

	“She’s apologized. I’ve tried hard to forgive her, and I think I actually do. There’s no hate in my heart anymore. But I remember what happened, how she was, and those memories will never go away, no matter how much forgiveness I have in my heart. I can forgive, but I don’t have to willingly make myself or my children victims.” 

	Cassidy and Pete have always been able to talk about their messed up pasts. They feel a bond to each other because they didn’t grow up exactly how the rest of the group did. “I don’t think I’m there yet, but I’m okay with that. I think that’s where I’m struggling. Nick and Rylee seem to think I should be upset about all of this and I’m not. What’s upsetting is that my brother won’t let it drop. My mom sat back for years and let my dad whip on all of us. It’s hard to have any sympathy toward her. It’s not surprising he beat her within an inch of her life. What’s more shocking is that both Deacon and I made it out alive.” 

	“Well, maybe you should tell them that. I’m sure they’ll understand.” 

	“He doesn’t need to. We heard.” Rylee and Nick join their party of two, and Rylee curls up in Pete’s lap. 

	“We never meant to push you. We only wanted to make sure you were confident in your choices. Which you obviously are.” Rylee kisses Pete softly and wraps her arms around his neck. 

	“This is why it’s perfect you and Cassidy became such good friends. You understand each other on a level we can’t. But that doesn’t mean we won’t continue to try.” Nick laces his fingers in Pete’s and squeezes them tightly. 

	“Here’s my Birthday Girl. I had a feeling I’d find you out here.” Zack sits and snuggles in next to Cassidy. 

	“It’s so quiet right now. It’s almost like life pre-kids,” Cassidy says with a soft laugh. 

	“I know. It’s almost a good enough reason to let the grandparents move in,” Rylee adds. 

	“No, it’s not,” all of the guys echo in unison. 

	“I’m far past the age of ever wanting to live with my parents again. My days of sneaking Cassidy into my bedroom are over. Unless we’re role playing, then that could be pretty damn interesting.” 

	“Ha! Could you imagine me trying to sneak Pete and Nick into my room? Mom and Dad may have handled our marriage now, but what if we’d all slept together during high school?” 

	“Forget about Mom and Dad. I would have killed them myself,” Zack says with a laugh.

	“Actually, Zack, I’m proud of you. You’ve really handled our marriage perfectly.” 

	“They’re your husbands, Ry. I trust them to never hurt you. They aren’t shady boyfriends I had to keep an eye on. And the fact that you all are kind of double married gives me a bigger piece of mind for some reason. Besides, you make cute kids.” Leave it to Zack to lighten the mood. 

	“I think this is the best birthday I’ve had in a long time,” Cassidy announces. “Everyone I love is here, and being together and enjoying our night is the only gift I need. Although, all your gifts were very nice. I especially enjoyed the babysitting coupon book from Nick.” 

	“See? The best gifts are the ones made from your heart.” Nick stands and takes a bow. One of the babies begins to cry, and Rylee’s sure it’s one of their girls. 

	“I’ll go get her since I’m up.” Nick hurries inside and returns a few minutes later with his daughter. 

	“Kierra wanted to celebrate Aunt Cassidy’s birthday with her.” Pete loves watching Nick with their kids. He’s so loving and patient with them. Nick’s exactly the kind of father Pete knew he would be—the kind of father he’s striving to be—and because he’s never had a good example in life, he’s learning from his husband. It’s the greatest gift Nick could ever give him and he doesn’t even realize it. Maybe next Father’s Day Pete will tell him.

	Nick yawns and Pete realizes how exhausted he must be. He was up so early this morning dealing with Deacon for him. “You guys, I’m beat. I think it’s time for us to gather the kids and head home. Cassidy, thank you for the talk. I hope you had a happy birthday.” Pete gives her a quick hug and goes inside to start packing up the kids. 

	The grandparents say their goodbyes with promises to come by tomorrow before leaving town, and Pete is amazed that they got out of there in record time. He’s glad to be heading home. 

	“Is everything okay?” Rylee asks in the car. 

	“Yeah, of course. I saw Nick yawning and realized how exhausted he must be. He’s been up since dawn.” 

	The ride home is quick. Hilary and Thomas are already in their pajamas and sleeping. Nick and Pete take them inside to tuck them in while Rylee waits in the car with the girls. After they take the girls, she grabs their diaper bags and follows everyone inside. 

	Rylee grabs Kierra from Nick and tells him to go relax. Pete and Rylee take the girls to their rooms. After a quick diaper change and putting them in their pajamas, Rylee feeds Kierra first and after she dozes off, Pete passes her Kayla. While she feeds Kayla, he goes to check in on Nick. 

	“Why are you still awake?” 

	“I was waiting for the two of you. You know I sleep better when you’re both in my arms.” He’s already in his boxers, lying in bed. 

	“They’re out. Quick, let’s get a few hours of sleep before they wake up,” Rylee whispers as she walks into the room. She tugs on Pete’s hand and pulls him to their bed. 

	Pete always feels the closest to Nick and Rylee after they’re all in bed and the lights are out. “Thank you both for trying to protect me today. It means so much to me, but honestly, I’m fine.” 

	“We’ll always protect you, Pete, and we expect you to protect us, too,” Rylee says softly. 

	“I love you Mr. Morris, and you, too, Mrs. Morris,” Nick says, pulling each of them into a brief kiss. 

	Pete is overcome with love for his family. “I love you both, so much. I can’t wait to see what the next fifty years brings our way. Goodnight, Morris family.” 
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	Wow… This is book number seven, you guys! I’m not even sure how we got here; it all seems so surreal. I hope you guys enjoyed Rylee, Nick, and Pete’s story. This one was a difficult one for me to write for a variety of reasons, but I truly feel their story needed to be told. I fell in love with them, and I hope you all did, too. 

	This book was a bit challenging, and my amazing editors Tiffany Fox, and C. Streetlights pushed me harder than I’ve ever been pushed before. I’ll admit there were days I wanted to cry, but because of their tenacity, you guys have a much better book in your hands. Thank you both so much for all your guidance, words of encouragement, and help with such a sensitive subject matter. 

	D’s Divine Divas and Dee’s Dirty Divas – You guys are absolutely amazing. Thank you all for your friendship, love, and help. There are too many of you to name, but please know I love and appreciate you all. 

	My PA, Ashley Griffieth – Your friendship means the world to me. Thank you for your time and dedication you put in each day helping me keep things together. I’d give you eleventy bazillion gold stars if I could! I love you. 

	Kiki Chatfield, Ruth Montgomery, and the entire Next Step PR team – Thank you for all your help! You girls work tirelessly and it is greatly appreciated. 

	Kellie Montgomery and the girls over at Eye Candy Bookstore – Thank you all for how you constantly work hard at promoting my books. 

	Cindy Baker from CJ’s Book Corner – I love you and your entire team. Your friendships mean more to me than you’ll ever know. 

	Heidi Ryan – I’m not even sure what to say to you except you amaze me constantly. I love you to pieces. 

	Brenda Wright – My awesome formatter. Thank you for always squeezing me in, making me laugh, and being so helpful. You do AMAZING work and I’m blessed to have you! 

	Over the past two and a half years, I’ve met so many amazing people in this beautiful book world—bloggers, readers, authors, and so many more. It’s impossible for me to thank you all and in my past books, I’ve tried. I always tend to forget someone and then I feel really bad. Please know I appreciate each and every one of you. I wish I could name everyone who has ever helped me in any way. 

	And speaking of forgetting… I almost forgot the most important people in my life… my family. Without them, absolutely none of this would be possible. I love you all. 
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	About the Author

	D. Kelly, author of The Acceptance Series, The Illusion Series, and standalone companion novels Chasing Cassidy and Sharing Rylee, was born and raised in Southern California. She’s a wife, mom, dog lover, taxi, problem fixer, and extreme multi-tasker. She married her high school sweetheart and is her kids’ biggest fan. 

	Kelly has been writing since she was young and took joy in spinning stories to her childhood friends. Margaritas and sarcasm make her smile, she loves the beach but hates the sand, and she believes Starbucks makes any day better. 

	A contemporary romance writer, D. Kelly’s stories revolve around friendship and the bond it creates, strengthening the love of the people who share it. For all things D. Kelly, you can visit her website: http://www.dkellyauthor.com
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	Amelia

	Present Day – Two Years After The Tour

	Stories are meant to be told. I firmly believe that, or I wouldn’t have pursued a career in writing. And yet, some stories should never be told for a variety of reasons. My story—OUR story—is on the cusp of both of those beliefs. When I first met them, it was quickly decided I would write their story. And their story is a great story, one I want to tell with all my heart and soul. One their fans truly deserve after all this time. The only problem is, in order to tell their story, I have to tell mine, too, since they’ve become so intricately entwined. I’m not sure I’m ready to share my story yet. My heart may not survive if I do. 

	As I release an exhausted sigh, I pause momentarily and deeply inhale the scent of the Pacific Ocean. The beautiful sunset’s reflection shines on the waves, looking like a million shimmering suns. The silence in the house is all encompassing and allows me to take a few moments to appreciate life. It’s funny how so many things can change over the course of a few years. How one person’s life can go from private to public in the blink of an eye. How easily we transition beyond our humble beginnings, instead winding up in the lap of luxury. How fate always seems to find a way to intervene.

	When I started this journey, I lived in a small, one-bedroom apartment in Encino, California. And now, I’m living most people’s dream. My home—well, technically it’s their home—is a beautiful beachfront house with every amenity I could have ever dreamed of. But at the end of the day, it’s just a house, and a house isn’t a home until you make it one. Even though it’s been over two years since I officially moved in, making this house my home is still a feat I haven’t quite yet mastered. If I accept this house, I have to accept the realities that come with it—realities I’m not ready to acknowledge. 

	Realities I should have long ago accepted.

	His ultimatum tonight threw me into a tailspin. He knows he’s making me relive the best and worst days of my life. It’s not his fault; they’re his, too, and he’s waited long enough. He genuinely wants to make this a home for us, but he’s worried my heart may not completely be his.

	Is it? 

	I love him. I’ve always loved him, but being in love with someone is different than loving them. The only way to figure it out for sure is to write THE story—his, mine, theirs, and ours. 

	I turn away from the window, fire up my laptop, and uncork a bottle of my favorite Pinot Grigio, filling the largest wine glass I own. It’s cool, and the alcohol warms me going down. If I’m going to do this, I need something to soothe me. Especially when I have to read his notes and pull all of Belle’s articles. I need those most of all for this story to be truly complete. 

	It’s just a story, Amelia, you write them all the time. It doesn’t have to be published; you’re just purging it from your system and getting it on paper. But if anyone ever got their hands on it … If they find out you finally wrote it, there’s no coming back. 

	Closing my eyes, I wage the internal battle with myself. He gave me a deadline; I have seventy-two hours to answer his proposal. Three days. I’m not quite sure if three days is long enough for my heart to catch up with my mind. It doesn’t matter; he’s serious this time. 

	The boys left and went camping, giving me time to do this, to gather myself. He was hesitant to leave me alone, knowing how hard it will be for me. Eventually, I convinced him I’d be fine. I’m not so sure now, but it doesn’t matter. It’s time to put on my big girl panties and give him an answer. Which leaves me only one thing left to do. 

	It’s time to write our story.
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	Belle’s First BAD Announcement

	Three Years Ago

	Slammers! 

	It’s your girl Belle here, and I’ve got some freaking amazing news to share with you! This girl and her best friend Mel are heading out for a night with BAD. That’s right, you heard me—Bastards and Dangerous are in town, and I’ve got a feeling I’m going to have a super scoop for you all tomorrow. Keep your fingers crossed these backstage passes will shed some light on the super-secret info BAD has been teasing us all with for weeks! 

	Don’t forget, live today like there’s no tomorrow! 

	Xs and Os, 

	Belle
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	The Day It All Began

	“Amelia! Are you really wearing that to the BAD concert?” 

	Bastards and Dangerous, otherwise known as BAD, are all of the above from what I hear. I’m not a fan. I’ve got eclectic tastes in music, but they’re just a little too loud for me. Since I’m not a fan, I don’t feel the need to wear the overly obvious I’m a groupie BAD shirt Belle brought over for me. Instead, I’m wearing my best curve-hugging jeans, my favorite black Converse, and a dark blue V-neck sweater. The concert is at The Greek, an outdoor venue. Our nights have been hovering at fifty degrees all week, which is unusually cold for Southern California, especially for late August. Global warming at its finest, but I’m not going to freeze so I can fit in with the crowd. 

	“Yes, Belle, this is exactly what I’m wearing. Don’t like it? I’ll happily bow out and you can give my ticket to someone else,” I answer with a smug smile. 

	“No, it’s fine. You can come like that. I only hope they’re not offended when they meet you and you’re not supporting them,” she says while crossing her arms and giving me her best pouty face. 

	“I don’t know why you think we’re even going to meet them. They’re the biggest band out there right now. Besides, I highly doubt they’ll care if one person out of the millions they’ve met isn’t branded in something they make a commission off of.” 

	She rolls her eyes at me. “I’ve already told you it’s inevitable. Thanks to my kickass job as music editor at Slammed Magazine, we’ve got great press seats. And they sent VIP backstage passes so I can interview them.” 

	I laugh, I can’t help it. “Belle, I love you, but their manager said ‘if they have time’ you can interview them. You know as well as I do bands don’t stick around the venue any longer than necessary. By the time we get backstage, they’ll be long gone.” 

	“Nope.” She pauses to slick on her lip gloss before finishing her thought. “That’s how it usually works, but not tonight. Something big is coming down the pipeline, they’re getting ready to announce something. Everyone is talking about it. Slammed is the biggest entertainment magazine on the market and they want us there. They’ve never had someone hand deliver backstage passes to us before. That’s why I took them instead of giving them to some rookie reporter. And that’s why I want you there, too. Since you’re an author, you can help me craft an amazing story.” 

	“One book, Belle. I’ve got one book out. Using the word author is reaching a bit.” She has way too much faith in me. 

	“Amelia Greyson! Stop belittling yourself. You may only have one book out, but I know you have at least ten more on your computer you don’t think are good enough to publish. Your one book has been number one on the New York Times bestseller list for the last three weeks! That’s huge! It’s author status at its finest. You need to be proud of your accomplishment, I know I am. I tell everyone I can about my best friend the author.” 

	Belle is beaming, her smile is as wide as I’ve ever seen it, and I know she’s right. It is huge for me; it’s a dream come true. But it could also be a fluke, so I’m not planning on moving out of my cozy one-bedroom apartment anytime soon. 

	“Alright, we’re wasting time being sentimental. Let’s get out of here and go meet your BAD boys.” 

	She giggles. “I’m hoping I can get one of them to be bad with me tonight!” We both burst into laughter and head down to the limo; at least Slammed sends their staff out to events in style. 

	Once we’re settled in our seats at the venue, Belle is bouncing around like an excited teenager, but then again, so is almost everyone else here. Thankfully, we’re in the press section, so it’s not teeming with overly excited fans. The people in this section at least pretend to tone it down a bit … that is, until the show starts. 

	The opening act was good, but for the life of me, I can’t remember what they said their name was. I’ll have to ask Belle later. She’s having a blast, just like everyone else. I’m trying to act excited for her sake, but it’s hard to feign excitement for a band you don’t really like. 

	When the music begins to blare and the lights start flashing at seizure-inducing speeds, the band runs onto the stage one by one. 

	How in the world can they even see with all those strobe lights? 

	“How the fuck are you doing tonight, Los Angeles?” 

	The crowd’s response is deafening. Another band member picks up a mic. “I don’t think you heard Noah when he asked you how the fuck are you doing tonight, Los Angeles?” 

	The crowd screams even louder, and I’m wishing I would have brought some earplugs to help take down the decibels a bit. I forgot how loud rock concerts are. Or maybe I just selectively blocked it from my memory. 

	Another guy walks out from the side of the stage; he’s cute in a tatted up rock star kind of way. “Alright, we’re about to kick this bitch off, but before we do and you all are too drunk and hyped up to remember, Sawyer has some news we want to share with you.” 

	One of the four takes his spot on the drums, the other guys are assembling themselves with guitars, and Sawyer—I’m assuming—takes the mic. He looks a lot like the cute one who came out first, just a little more sinful. I think Belle mentioned there were brothers in the band. I can’t say for sure from here, but I think he even has dimples. Witnessing their sex appeal up close and personal reminds me of Belle’s earlier wish, and I have to admit I agree with her. I wouldn’t be opposed to being bad with them for a night. Even if their music isn’t for me. 

	“Los Angeles, are you ready to rock?” 

	More deafening screams. I think a girl in the front row just passed out. Good God, it isn’t all that, and neither are they. They’re just men. Sexy as sin, granted, but still just men, and self-proclaimed bastards at that. 

	“First, I want to say thank you all for coming out to see us tonight. There aren’t any other California shows on our tour schedule since we’re winding up our current tour. However, we have some really big news to announce and needed to stop off to give Slammed Magazine an exclusive interview.” 

	My eyes lock on Belle’s; hers are as wide as saucers. She had no clue the extent of their generosity when they gave Slammed tickets and passes. They must have really wanted to keep this a secret if Slammed didn’t even get a heads up, only an “if they have time” statement. It’s why the passes were hand delivered. They’re smart; they knew the hottest entertainment magazine on the planet wouldn’t flake on them. 

	“So we figured two birds, one stone. We play for you in our awesome home state and then do the interview before heading back out on the road. Of course, it goes without saying we strongly encourage you to pick up Slammed Magazine in two weeks to read about our exciting news. Or at the very least, go to Slammedinc.com and check out the entertainment updates.”

	The crowd explodes into thunderous cheers and applause as the band kicks off the show. Belle has mellowed somewhat, and I know she’s wondering how she’s going to pull this off in just a few short days. I’ll definitely have to help her now. Slammed just went to print with next week’s issue, and it’ll be out in a few days. She’s got a small window of time to write and perfect this article before the following week’s issue goes to print. It’s kind of presumptuous of them to announce when the article will be out, but then again, any magazine worth their readers would do whatever they have to in order to scoop this story. Even if it means putting out a special edition, which is what is likely going to happen. 

	Whatever her worries are, Belle’s over them in a flash, and she bounces back up to dance and scream the night away. Of course, I’m not a total downer, so I join her dance party and we celebrate her happiness. Even though I’m not a fan of the band, I’m a huge fan of Belle, and this article is going to launch her career even farther. I’m so proud of her. 

	The band leaves the stage for a quick break, and before they come back onstage for their encore, Belle and I make our way down to the backstage entrance. We’re not the only ones with this idea, but we are the only ones with the passes granting us access to BAD. Thankfully, there are a few bodyguards posted who are able to guide us through the crowd of crazy bitches. I seriously thought one was going to fight me just to get my pass. Little does she know, I’ve been there and done that. I can take down a crazy bitch in a hot second if necessary. I left that all behind me for a reason. Hardcore fans are crazy; they’re constantly throwing their underwear and yelling out crazed delusions of having rock star babies. Or even worse, trying to act out that fantasy by drugging them and tampering with condoms. These women, and even some men, have no shame. Don’t they realize these men are just people? I don’t know how celebrities do it. 

	People don’t realize all you give up to live out your dreams—the demons you take on, the heavy toll it takes on your life. How can anyone get used to that? How could you ever trust anyone enough to forge a new friendship or fall in love? I’d always question if they truly wanted me or what I have to give them. 

	We’re ushered down a long corridor, our footsteps echoing behind us. Up ahead of us, the band is huddled together getting ready to go back onstage for their encore. From the looks of it, besides the normal crew and staff, we are literally the only people back here with passes.

	Interesting …

	We’re greeted by a large man with a security all-access badge about halfway between the entrance and where the band is standing. I wouldn’t ever want to wind up on this guy’s bad side. He’s intimidating. “We have to go past the band to get to the green room where they’ll meet with you later. Please, don’t make me get rough with you two. If you have fangirl shit to get out of your system, do it in the green room. Don’t say anything to them as we pass, and don’t freak out or try to grope them. You’re here in a professional capacity, and I hope you’ll continue to act that way.” 

	Belle and I exchange knowing glances, and I know she’s thinking exactly what I am. This guy is a dick. But he’s doing his job, and I’m sure it’s a difficult one. Belle is a fan, but she’s a professional first. As for me, I don’t fangirl over anyone, let alone a band I don’t even like. 

	As we pass the band, their PA is giving them a two-minute countdown. One of the guys looks up at us as we walk by with an interested look on his face. He’s cute, and from the smirk on his face, he knows it. I still feel his eyes on me as we walk by; however, when I cock my head to the side, I find it’s the one with the dimples who is staring at my ass. These jeans were so worth the price I paid for them. 

	Mr. Gruff and Serious deposits us in the green room and lets us know we can help ourselves to anything. Then he informs us he’ll be right outside the door as he closes it behind him. 

	“Amelia! Pinch me! Can you believe this? BAD gave one, and only one, exclusive interview, and it’s mine! Oh my God! This is going to skyrocket my career as long as I don’t screw it up.” Her excitement makes me laugh. She has nothing to worry about; her work is amazing. 

	“Belle, you’ve got this. Get your squealing out now, take some deep breaths, and get ready for the story of your life. I’m so proud of you, and I’m right here to help take notes, too.” 

	“Thanks, Mel, I knew I could count on you.” After giving me a quick hug, she does indeed get her squealing out of her system while watching the band on the very large TV mounted on the wall. 

	I can’t stop thinking about Dimples watching me as we passed by. The thought brings heat between my legs, even if I shouldn’t let it. He’s not relationship material, and I’m not supermodel gorgeous. Besides, all these men have a reputation for one-night stands and unemotional flings. Those are two things I can’t do, not anymore. When I’m sleeping with someone, it’s because I’m invested in them emotionally. Which is probably why I haven’t had sex with a man in over a year. 

	Don’t believe everything you hear, Amelia. You know better than most how things are blown out of proportion in this industry. 

	After the encore, the sounds of the thunderous applause echo all the way into the green room. Even the walls are shaking from it. Belle’s nerves are starting to kick in because she’s simultaneously tapping her foot and picking at her nails, both of which are nervous habits of hers. “Belle, you need to breathe. They’re just people. You’ve interviewed tons of musicians before and I’ve never seen you this nervous.” 

	“I know, Mel, but this is BAD, and they’re the holy grail of interviews. I can’t help but be nervous, and of course their excessive good looks only make it worse.” I can’t argue with her there, they are good-looking men. 

	The voices resonating from the hallway are growing closer by the second until they’re suddenly upon us and the door is thrown open. 

	“That was fucking awesome! One of the best shows we’ve done this entire tour. The outdoor venues are so much better. Don’t you guys think so?” As they talk amongst themselves, I’m drawn in by their enthusiasm. 

	Seeing these men come in on their post-performance high is captivating. Their happiness is almost contagious. Belle and I are taking them in, watching in fascination. It’s been a long time since I was a part of this kind of excitement. I almost forgot how much goes into pulling off a successful show. They’ve got a posse of people with them. The PA I saw earlier is trying to wrangle them up while I assume their stylist is the one carrying a few extra shirts. 

	The cute one with the dimples takes one of those shirts. When he pulls his sweaty shirt off over his head, I’m absolutely mesmerized by the way his muscles move. His abs are screaming for me to come and lick them, the beads of sweat crying out my name. I want to taste his essence on my tongue. Sadly, as fast as the mini porn played out in my head, it’s over as his shirt goes on. He catches me looking at him and flashes me a sexy smirk again. The flush I feel spreading over my face is nothing, I’m sure, compared to how it looks. 

	Hoping to suppress the flush, I open my water bottle and try to cool myself down from the sudden heat enveloping my body. He’s eying my lips as they wrap around the rim of the bottle, and I wish I were wrapping them around him instead. I drink as slowly and seductively as possible, knowing he’s watching me. When I raise my eyes back up to his, he licks his lips. Holy hell.

	This is foreplay, yet, at the same time, couldn’t be anything further from it. The spell is broken when one of the crew calls for him. It’s just as well, musicians aren’t my thing… anymore.
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	Prologue

	Cassity

	Mommy and Daddy are fighting again. I’m being a big girl like my Mommy told me and trying not to cry but it makes me so sad when they fight. I wish my grandma would have never died. She loved us so much and ever since we moved into her house last month, all my daddy does is yell and drink stuff that makes his breath yucky. 

	“John, please stop yelling! Maybe if you’d sober up every once in a while you’d get your mood under control and stop taking everything out on me!” 

	“Woman, don’t back talk me! I’m the head of this family and now that I have Cassidy’s trust fund at my disposal, I can drink whenever the hell I want to since I don’t have to work anymore.” 

	Mommy blinks her eyes fast and her lips crunch together like they do when I accidentally spill on something I shouldn’t. 

	“That money is for her, John. It’s supposed to guarantee her future,” she whispers softly. 

	“Yeah? Well, where’s my money? Where’s my future? If mama didn’t want me to have access to the money, she would have made it a condition of her will.” Spit flies out of Daddy’s mouth; that usually happens when he’s really mad. 

	“If you wouldn’t have married me you’d still have your money. I was never good enough for her precious baby. Thank God she loved Cassidy anyway.” 

	“Nobody would have been good enough. She thought she was the only one good enough for me,” he tells her sadly and she gasps. 

	“John, what are you saying? Did she…” Mommy covers her mouth quickly and sobs.

	“I’m not saying anything! Let it go, Deidre, and don’t bring it up again!” I don’t like it when Daddy yells so loud, and I’m glad we’re almost home so I can go play until the yelling stops. 

	“We should move, John. Let’s move back home. That’s why you’re drinking so much. This house, those memories…We’ll take the house off the market and go back.” 

	“Can we? I want to go back home. Please, Daddy?” I miss my room and my best friend, Missy, so much. 

	“See what you started? No, we are not moving back home!” I really want to go back home, so much I start crying as we are pulling into our new driveway. 

	“Cassidy, I’m warning you, stop crying before I give you something to cry about!” 

	“You wouldn’t,” Mommy snaps at him just as I ask what that means. I’m still crying but don’t understand what he was saying.

	“Damn it to hell, I’ll show you!” he roars while getting out and yanking me out of the backseat and into the back of the SUV. He unbuckles his belt and I sit still. I’m not sure what he’s doing but it scares me. When he gets his belt off, he folds it in half and makes a loud whacking sound with it. It sounds scary, and when I look at my mommy, she’s not moving. 

	I try scooting away from him but he pulls me by the ankles, muttering, “Disrespectful, disobedient, kids. She couldn’t have just been a boy. She had to be a whining, simpering girl, just like her mother.” 

	His hand pulls back like he’s going to throw a baseball and the belt slashes across my legs. I’ve never felt anything hurt so much. 

	“Daddy, no! That hurts! Please, Daddy, don’t do it again.” I’m crying, screaming, and twisting around which is making him angrier, but I can’t stop. He turns me over and does it again and again on my backside. All across my butt and my legs, the belt comes down again and again. When I peek over my shoulder, Mommy is still just standing there, watching. She’s not crying and not trying to stop him. Why won’t she make him stop? I don’t understand. Don’t they love me anymore?

	“I’m sorry, Daddy. I’m sorry, I won’t do it again. Please stop. I love you. Please stop!” Now I’ve got the hiccups and as he pulls me closer to him, my face burns from being dragged across the carpet in the back of the car. 

	“There’s no such thing as love, Cassidy,” he says with a whack harder than any of the others and I scream as loud as I can, hoping someone will hear me.

	“The sooner you learn that, the better off you’ll be. I’ll make you understand if it’s the last thing I do.” 

	After those last words fall from his mouth, he walks away and my mommy carefully helps me out of the car. I hate this house, and I hate my daddy. It hurts so bad and standing makes it even worse. 

	“Shh, stop crying, Cassidy, it’s not that bad. Let’s get you inside and cleaned up before he starts drinking. I’ll bring you dinner in bed tonight.” She won’t look at me anymore; I guess she doesn’t love me now, either. Maybe Daddy is right, maybe there is no such thing as love. If she loved me she would have stopped him, right? 

	Once again, I wake up sobbing and drenched in sweat. I can’t even dream like a normal person. The fact that these memories come to me in my dreams so crisp and clear astounds me. Before that day, I don’t remember anything good—no fun times, no family vacations, nothing exciting. I remember we were normal and happy until we moved and then it all fell apart. 

	It also all came together. I met Zack and Rylee the day after that beating. We were six years old and they were the happiest kids I’d ever seen. Everything good that has happened to me since then has been because of them. 

	So why am I wide awake at four in the morning after another nightmare? I’m getting married in less than twelve hours to the man of my dreams. I should be happy—too excited to sleep—not reliving the worst day of my life. Ever since we started planning the wedding, the nightmares have been torturing me. 

	“Cassidy, if you love him that much you’ll let him go. You don’t belong in this world.”

	Priscilla’s words have haunted me for days. She’s been my opposition every step of the way, trying to pull me down, to give him up. Maybe she’s right and I’m not good enough for him, and maybe I should walk away now before it’s too late. 

	My love for him is stronger than that. We’re stronger than her words. I just need to keep reminding myself of that, of our love. 

	“Love doesn’t exist, princess, and the sooner you believe it, the better off you’ll be. Only fools believe in love.” 

	Not today, Dad. Your words won’t get me today and neither will Priscilla’s. Today I’m going to give Zack everything he’s always dreamed of. I just have to be stronger than them for twelve more hours…


Chapter One

	Cassidy

	“Cassidy,” my best friend and Zack’s sister, Rylee, calls out softly as she pops her head in to check on me. “Ten minutes, okay, sweetie?” I nod my head and she backs out of the room with a forced smile. She’s worried about me and she’s not wrong to be. This isn’t what I wanted; this is never what I wanted. 

	When I look in the mirror, I see a beautiful girl looking back at me but I don’t feel beautiful. There isn’t a hair out of place on my head, my makeup is flawless, my gown and jewelry spectacular, but my eyes…my eyes are sad.

	I’m sad. 

	A bride shouldn’t be sad on her wedding day. 

	This isn’t me and this isn’t what I wanted for my wedding. There are three hundred guests out in that church and only a handful of them are my friends and family. Not that I care if one or all three hundred of them are here for me—it’s the giant production I have an issue with. And yet, in their world, this is intimate; the original guest list was over eight hundred and fifty guests. I should have never let myself get sucked into this. 

	The nausea I’ve been feeling for days overwhelms me and I grab onto the corner of the table, praying it will pass, but deep down I just know I’m going to throw up all over this one of a kind hand-beaded gown that Zack’s mom insisted I buy. 

	With her money.

	Never forget, it’s always her money.

	The deep breaths I’ve been taking for the last thirty minutes aren’t helping. Sending everyone out of the room didn’t help my nerves or my second thoughts one single bit. My heart is still beating a million miles a minute, so much so I can actually envision it popping out of my chest and running away from this church, leaving me in its wake. 

	It’s not that I don’t love Zack, I do. I need him in my life more than I need oxygen to breathe. Every part of him is intricately woven into my soul and I can’t picture my life without him. He’s been my anchor since we were six years old. I’m just not sure if I should be marrying him. He deserves someone who can live up to his mother’s expectations, and my god does she have a lot of them. Not only that, he also needs someone who can thrive being a part of his social circle. Someone who seamlessly fits into the high-status life which accompanies being a Stafford, not a measly Kindergarten teacher who barely makes thirty thousand dollars a year.  

	That someone isn’t me and Priscilla Stafford has never let me forget it. I’ve never been good enough for her baby boy. She has no issues with me being her daughter’s best friend, but to be the mother of her grandkids… not so much.

	Slowly, I lower myself onto the chair at the makeup table and try to shake off the panic attack encroaching on every fiber of my being as I recall her harsh words a few days ago. It was her Hail Mary pass and I’m afraid it worked.  

	“Rylee, dear, would you be a doll and go fetch your grandmother’s diamond bracelet from upstairs? I want to show it to Cassidy. I think it would look lovely with her wedding dress.” 

	Rylee flashes her a beaming smile. “Of course, Mother, I’ll be right back.” As Rylee exits, she gives me a thumbs up behind her mother’s back. It’s sad that Rylee still believes the best in Priscilla. The only reason she sent her out of the room is because she wants to say something to me she doesn’t want overheard. 

	I’m already in defensive mode because I know this will be quick and underhanded. It’s not my first go ‘round with Priscilla Stafford and I’m sure it won’t be my last, either. As I square my shoulders, sit up straighter, and re-cross my legs, she finally speaks. 

	“Cassidy, the wedding is in three days and I would be remiss if I didn’t try and appeal to your senses one last time.” 

	Here we go with another round of ‘you’re not good enough for my son’ and there’s nothing I can do but listen to her. 

	“Zachary is a Stafford and there is an immense social and moral obligation that goes along with carrying that name,” she says, raising an eyebrow at me. I nod and clasp my hands together, trying not to get upset. 

	“Cassidy, I’ve known you almost all of your life, dear, and while I have no problem with you being Rylee’s best friend, I don’t think you are the most suitable choice for my son to spend his life with.” 

	Ouch… I knew it was coming but it still stings. 

	“Mrs. Stafford…” I begin, but she raises her hand in the air, almost like a queen getting ready to wave to her court. I would laugh if it weren’t so serious. 

	“Cassidy, back out of the wedding, darling. It’s for your own good. We’ll absorb the cost and I’ll even give you a nest egg so you can start over somewhere new. A fresh start would do you good. You could get away from everything and everyone here who is toxic to you, especially your parents. I put the honeymoon trip in both of your names and have paid for everything already. Break the engagement and take the honeymoon as a recovery trip. Who knows? Maybe you can teach in Hawaii and settle down there, meet a nice boy, and have a lovely family someday.” 

	I can’t believe this bitch. I’m fuming. My teeth are clenched and I’m trying to curb my temper without screaming at her. 

	“Mrs. Stafford, I love Zack with all of my heart. I would have been the happiest girl in the world if the two of us had just eloped instead of having such a huge production of a wedding.” 

	“Don’t you see, my dear? That is precisely my point. You consider this wedding a production. You’ve forced Zachary to make all the decisions when he should have been focused on work. A girl of his social standing would have been planning this along with me, not hiding and making Zachary do everything.” 

	“I didn’t make Zack do anything. I agreed to this wedding because he wanted to make you happy. However, I expressly told him the only way I would do it is if he took care of the details and worked with you directly on it. Not because I don’t love him, but because I wanted him happy. Making you happy makes Zack happy. I don’t ever want to come between the two of you, so that was our compromise.” 

	Priscilla looks at me thoughtfully before speaking. This woman is so intimidating I just want to crawl into a hole. “Cassidy, sweetheart, this really isn’t personal but don’t you understand you’ve already come between us? If Zachary marries you, he will be singlehandedly bringing down the Stafford name that took generations to make as prestigious as it is.” 

	A single tear falls from my eye but I won’t allow any more to fall. I’m not going to let Priscilla Stafford bring me to my knees. And even if she does, I won’t let her know she did it. “Have you mentioned your concerns to Zack?” I ask her with a firm resolve and she sighs. 

	“Yes, I have, but not as directly as I have to you. I’ve alluded to the fact you two might not be the best fit for each other, but he disagrees.” 

	My heart leaps in my chest knowing she wasn’t able to guilt Zack into leaving me. “Mrs. Stafford, I’m not going anywhere. I love Zack. I know you’re trying to protect him, but the last person you need to protect him from is me. I might not be up to par socially, but you’ll never find anyone who loves Zack the way I do.” 

	I’m so angry. I can’t wait for Rylee; I have to get out of here. 

	“If you’ll excuse me, I have an appointment I need to get to.” As I stand up and start walking toward the door, her voice follows me out. 

	“Cassidy, if you love him that much you’ll let him go. You don’t belong in this world.” And with the slightest whisper, I hear her say, “Trust me on that.” 

	Maybe Priscilla is right. Maybe I should love him enough to let him go. Zack is an attorney and works at Stafford Investments which has been run by the Stafford family for generations. They are definitely old money and it seems with old money comes higher standards.  

	The longer I sit here and panic, the more I realize Priscilla is right. I’ve got to get out of here. My luggage is already in the limo waiting in the back parking lot. All I have to do is sneak out the back exit. 

	When I open the door in the back of the dressing room and glance down the hall, it’s deserted. I take that as a sign that this is what I’m supposed to be doing. Zack will hate me and I can’t stand the thought of that, but he deserves so much more than I can give him. Quickly, I scribble a note for him that simply says ‘I’m sorry’ and grab my purse, gather up my dress, and make a run for the exit. As I run, the tears are streaming down my cheeks all while my heart breaks into a million pieces. 

	Reginald, their driver, is leaning against the limo but when he sees me running toward him, he puts his phone away and opens the door. I jump in as quickly as I can and he kindly helps shove the rest of the dress into the car. This stupid, fluffy, hand-beaded, one of a kind, beautiful monstrosity. I can’t wait to get it off. 

	“Please take me to the airport,” I tell him between sobs as I pull my cell phone from my purse. There’s only one person I can text and I hate it, but I have no choice… I need her help. 

	Priscilla, I did what you asked. I’m on my way to the airport. Can you make sure the pilot is ready to go now?

	Within seconds, I have a reply. 

	You foolish girl. I didn’t mean for you to leave him at the altar. What’s done is done. The pilots are already on standby. I’ll transfer money into your account immediately. 

	Oh, hell no.

	NO! I don’t want your money. This was never about the money. This is about Zack getting what he deserves and so much more. 

	After the text goes through, I power off my phone and toss it into my purse. I won’t be turning it on again. At least not anytime soon; I can’t handle knowing his heart is breaking worse than mine. 

	The entire trip to the airport, I’m bawling my eyes out, knowing I’ve just made the biggest mistake of my life but it doesn’t matter now… Zack will never forgive me for leaving him at the altar. 

	You should have talked to him, Cassidy, and told him what happened. 

	When we get to the plane, Reginald takes my suitcases up for me. I need to change and can’t wait until I get to Hawaii to do it. Before he gets off the plane, he turns to me with an indecisive look on his face. Finally, he says what’s on his mind.  

	“Ms. Cassidy, I’ve known Mrs. Stafford a very long time. I know she’s been trying to run you off for a while now. It goes without saying I could probably lose my job for talking to you, but I don’t care. I’m about to retire, anyway. After forty years of service, I think it’s time. And this is too important to keep quiet about.” He pauses and takes my hand in his. “Mr. Zack loves you and he’s loved you since he was a little boy. No one is going to change how he feels about you. And Mrs. Stafford… well, let’s just say she didn’t exactly come from the same social circle as Mr. Stafford did, either. She worked really hard to be as prissy as she is so she could feel like she fits in.” 

	He smiles at me and I relax a little, even though I’m still crying. “But I’ll tell you a secret. Mr. Stafford… he loves his missus with all of his heart, but he loved her a whole lot better when she was young and feisty like you. And without all her priss. Do you love Mr. Zack?” 

	I nod my head emphatically and he pats my hand. “Love has a way of coming back to you. Have faith this might not be the end. To forgive is to love,” Reginald says firmly as he exits the plane. I want to get in the air as soon as possible, so I shove myself into the seat and tug the seatbelt around the dress. After the plane is in the air and the pilot says I can take my seatbelt off, I have the onboard flight attendant unbutton the fifty or so buttons on the back of the dress for me. 

	As the dress falls to the floor, she immediately picks it up and takes it to the bedroom in the back of the plane. I’m assuming she’s trying to figure out how to hang it up but honestly, I’m too emotionally spent to even care. All I want to do is cry myself to sleep and pretend today never happened. After pulling on a pair of yoga pants and a sweater, I recline the chair and continue crying. 

	The enormity of what I’ve done hits me like a cold shower. I’m now living in a world where Zack and Cassidy are not a couple and that’s a world I don’t ever want to be a part of. Zachary Stafford owns my heart and always has. 

	I’ve just made the biggest mistake of my life. 
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	Chapter 1
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	3 years later

	Las Vegas, also known as Sin City, is my current job location for the next few days. How could anyone not love a city whose entire motto is “what happens here, stays here”? I’m staying at the MGM Grand this time around. When I come with the guys they like to stay at the newest hotels, but I like the MGM. It’s not that old, and you just can’t beat a hotel where there’s a bartender who not only knows your name, but also remembers your drink order no matter how long it’s been since your last visit. 

	I checked in late last night after work and crashed as soon as I got here. Today is Friday and I don’t have to be back at the site until tomorrow. I spent most of the day at the pool relaxing. Vegas in January is usually freezing, but today it was seventy-three, and that was nice enough for me to babe watch from a poolside cabana. I need a new distraction—someone who can keep my mind off Katherine.

	It’s been almost four years, but lately I’ve been thinking about her daily. Hell, I have always thought about her daily, but now she haunts my mind every waking second of the day. I wish I were lucky enough to avoid her in my sleep, but it’s even worse then. My dreams are filled with visions of her laughing and of us making love; those dreams are the best because I can actually feel the emotion in them. Before the dream ends, it is always the same—the dream morphs into the day we broke up, the day I left her shattered in pieces, then all that happiness evaporates into a gut-searing pain. I wake up in a cold fucking sweat Every. Single. Night. Lately, the dreams are even more vivid, and they seem to last longer. I wonder how many times I can relive seeing the heartbreak in her eyes and feel the pain crushing my soul. 

	It really doesn’t help that tomorrow is her birthday, but that’s why I volunteered to come out here this weekend—so I would be sure to stay far away from Los Angeles. I know, without a doubt, if I had stayed home I would’ve gone to Connor’s party and gotten drunk. Anytime an emotional anniversary comes up it seems like Connor is having a party that weekend. As much as I tell myself I won’t drink, I always do, to the point of oblivion. Well, up until six months ago, that is. That all changed after I fucked Vanessa right under Daniel’s nose. To be fair, I would’ve never been with her on a good day, sober or drunk. She’s a Grade-A bitch, and I still wonder if she didn’t slip something in my drink that night because even drunk, I have never not known who I was fucking. 

	The best thing that came out of that night was Daniel finally breaking up with her. It killed us all to see how much she continually used him for his money. I get that she comes from trailer trash, drug-addict parents who are barely conscious of what day it is, but she didn’t have to be vindictive and act like life owes her something. I grew up privileged, but I left it all behind and built myself up from the bottom after Katherine and I broke up. Leaving was the hardest thing I’ve ever done in my life, but it was the best thing that could’ve happened to me and helped me grow into the man I was meant to be. 

	I need this weekend to be all about pleasure, my pleasure. Hopefully, that will keep Katherine Moore out of my head once and for all. I’m looking forward to just losing myself in someone. If there’s one thing I’m good at, it’s pleasing women in bed, but in order to do that I need to find the right kind of girl. I don’t want a girl who’s going to want to latch on, or one who wants to exchange phone numbers. Hell, I’m perfectly fine with not even knowing her name because half the time I don’t remember it anyway. It always amazes me how gullible some women are. They’re so easily excited when you call them by an endearing name. They have no clue I call them sweetie, sweetheart, baby, honey, sunshine, precious, beautiful, or darling because I have forgotten their names. My goal tonight is to find a hot girl with a nice ass and a great rack who I can bend over and fuck the living daylights out of. Preferably, one I can tie to my bed so I can have complete control. It’s not like I have a fetish or anything, I just don’t like to be caressed and touched a lot. I don’t like or want intimacy with my sex, not since Katherine. I just want to take them hard and rough. Believe it or not, girls love it. It doesn’t hurt that I’m great at giving multiple orgasms, which is a skill I’ve developed over time. That’s another thing I regret about Katherine; I never tried to give her multiples. That’s something I would’ve loved to watch. Even after all this time I have never seen anyone come the way she did. It was exquisite. Just thinking about it now, years later, still makes me hard. Damn it. I need to get drunk fast so I can push her to the back of my mind; I’m so tired of thinking about her. 

	When the elevator doors open, my mood lightens up. I love casinos. Even the overwhelming smell of smoke is okay because it’s all part of the atmosphere. Vegas is truly the place where no one gives a fuck what anyone does, how they dress, or how they act. If you aren’t walking around drunk, you’re not doing Vegas right. Already, there are girls eyeing me up—I know they think I’m hot and tonight I play it up to my advantage. It’s not like I’m even slightly conceited, but I’ve been asked many times if I’m a long lost Hemsworth brother and I know girls think they’re hot.

	Tonight, I’m wearing a tight black t-shirt that grips all of my muscles, a comfortable pair of blue jeans, and my black Dr. Martens. The tattoos on my arms are visible and my hair is styled with just a little bit of gel in that way girls tell me is “just so hot.” Personally, I don’t really care how my hair looks. I’m more than happy to just buzz it off, but the one time I did, I seriously lacked in hookups for two months while it grew back. 

	I take a seat at my favorite bar and throw some money in the video poker machine while waiting for the bartender to make his way down here. I love this place; by the time Dave comes down he’s already got my drink in his hand. “Hey, Mike. How’s it going, man? I got your gin and tonic, Bombay Sapphire with limes, of course.” 

	I take the drink and shake his hand. “Thanks, Dave. It’s been a while. How’ve you been?” 

	“I’ve been good, thanks. It’s great to see you again. By the way, I’m placing my bet now. Judging by your appearance tonight, I give it forty-five minutes before you’re on your way back up with a beautiful girl, so I’m going to keep your drinks coming. I know you like a good buzz before leaving the bar.”

	I can’t help but chuckle. “Ah, the all-knowing bartender has placed his bets. You know I’d hate to disappoint you, so how about you pour me a double shot now so I can step up my game.” 

	Dave gives me a knowing look and pours the shot. “Okay, man, you’re all set. You’re already getting an audience behind you. If I were you, I would hit the girl in red—she’s a regular and used to the no strings thing. You got condoms this time, or do you need me to hit the bar stash again?” 

	Man, he really doesn’t forget a thing. “Nah, man, I’m good. I brought some this time. Last time, the airport lost my luggage and my condoms along with it; just another reason why I would rather drive.” 

	“I hear you. Just nod at me if you need another. I gotta get back to the other end of the bar.” 

	Sure enough, about fifteen minutes later, three girls walk up and sit next to me at the bar. One of them is stunning in a green, low-cut dress. Unfortunately, she looks a little like Katherine and is immediately not an option. There’s a cute girl in jeans, Chucks, and a nice button-down shirt. I would love to take her upstairs, but she’s shy, and shy girl equals needy girl. I don’t do needy girls; they’re too emotional and make me feel bad when I have to tell them I only want sex. I’m always honest, and it doesn’t always go over well, but I figure they should know the deal up front. The only exception to that was Misty and that’s a mistake that still weighs heavily on my mind. Another one to add to the “someday make amends” pile. That pile seems to be getting excessively large, but there’s no time to think about that right now. 

	The girl in red is the first one to speak to me. She’s got a throaty, sexy voice, and she oozes sex appeal. She definitely isn’t the most attractive of the three, but she’s in no way ugly. Giving her the onceover, I can tell immediately she’s confident, probably well off—judging by the designer “come fuck me” shoes she has on—and she definitely looks up for a good time. This is exactly the kind of girl I can tie up. Her rack is okay, but her ass is to die for. Her strawberry-blonde hair is from a bottle for sure, and she has big, expressive, brown eyes. She’s just the kind of distraction I need tonight. 

	“Hi, I’m Sara. Mind if I sit here next to you, or is your girlfriend in the restroom?” Smooth—getting the girlfriend question out of the way in the introduction. Yeah, this girl definitely gets around. 

	“Sure, Sara, have a seat. There’s no girlfriend, just me. Can I buy you and your friends a drink?” The girls giggle, and I flag Dave over to take their orders. “Bill them all to my room, okay, Dave? Whatever these three lovely ladies want is on me tonight.” 

	“Gotcha, Mike.” 

	“So, Mike, are you visiting, or do you live around here?” 

	I flash her a smile, showing off my dimples which tend to reel girls in. “I’m here for work but just for the weekend. I decided to come down to the bar and see what kind of trouble I can get myself into tonight.” 

	Sara’s friends are blushing and giggling, but Sara’s eyes are locked on mine—she’s definitely interested. “Well, I’m sure I can get you into all kinds of trouble if you’re interested.” 

	Nice. She doesn’t beat around the bush. Leaning in real close, I whisper to her, “I don’t play games, Sara. I’m not the kind of guy that will give you my number, and no matter how good you fuck me, that won’t change. What I will do is give you multiple orgasms and pay for your cab home if you want to come up to my room and let me fuck you senseless.” 

	Her cheeks flush with my words. She immediately pounds her drink and turns to her friends, and tells them she’ll meet up with them later. The girls thank me for the drinks and head off to the slots. When Sara turns my way, her eyes are burning with desire. 

	Dave comes back and brings me another double shot. “Damn, thirty minutes, where does the time go?” Sara shoots him an odd look, but I just laugh as he walks away. Guess I have fifteen minutes left on the clock. 

	“Mike, I like that you’re honest, so I’ll be honest as well. Here are the ground rules: I don’t need your number, I don’t even need you to remember my name. In fact, I might call you someone else’s name and you’re just going to have to be okay with it because old habits die hard. I don’t do anal, I won’t swallow unless it’s a relationship, and I won’t fuck without condoms. Deal?” 

	Hell yeah, that’s a deal and a huge turn on. I’ve never been with a girl who’s this up front. “Deal, let’s go.” I throw a fifty-dollar bill down for Dave and nod my head when he looks at me with admiration in his eyes as I walk off with Sara.

	Walking to the elevators, I can feel the gin kicking in—definitely not drunk, but hella buzzed and feeling no pain. Sara is a class act, which is a welcome change. She isn’t groping me in the elevator, she’s not trying to hold my hand, and she isn’t trying to make out yet, all of which is fine with me. We exit the elevator and our fingers graze as we walk to my room at the end of the hall. After opening the door, I give her a few minutes to explore. 

	“Nice room, Mike. Not every guy splurges on a spa suite.” 

	Walking up to her from behind, I move her hair out of the way and kiss her neck. “Well, I like to have a nice room to bring the ladies back to. Sometimes they like to clean up after I get them dirty.” 

	Her body relaxes into mine, and I know I’ve got her right where I want her, so why do I suddenly feel nauseous? I’m sure it will pass. I turn her around and kiss her. Immediately, she thrusts her tongue into my mouth—it isn’t the biggest turn on, but whatever … different strokes for different folks. I back away and slow the kiss. It’s while I’m trailing a path of kisses along her neck to her earlobe, I’m struck by an overwhelming scent. An all too familiar smell—one I’ve missed so much—and now the nausea is coming in waves and I can’t hold it back anymore. Racing to the bathroom, I throw up repeatedly. 

	Sara is standing in the doorway. “Um, Sara, I’m really sorry but I think you better go.” 

	Looking down at me, she seems pissed. I can’t say I blame her. “Yeah, I think that’s a great idea. You didn’t seem drunk, but I hope you are because I don’t need to get the flu. Have a nice night, Mike.” 

	I hear the door close as I vomit again. Once I’m done emptying the contents of my stomach, I take my clothes off and lie down in bed. 

	I’m not sick and I’m not drunk, not even close, but the smell of gardenias was too much. How did I not notice it until now? The one weekend I need to have Katherine completely out of my head and away from my heart and she comes slamming back into my life like a hurricane in the form of some damn perfume. What the fuck? It all comes rolling back to me, and I curl up like a little kid and cry, finally letting it all out again after almost four years. I can feel all the emotions—how much I loved her, how what happened between us broke my heart, and how much I kick myself in the ass daily for ever letting my mom’s doubts consume my mind. I should’ve cooled down and apologized to her. I know I shattered her heart and soul. I was so cruel to her with the ring—taunting her, teasing her. Instead of throwing it in her face, I should’ve dropped to my knees and begged her to marry me. I should’ve told her life was too short, especially in light of what happened. I should’ve done a lot of things and I didn’t. I’m such a fucking dumbass.

	I deserve this pain. I deserve to ache for the one girl who ever loved me, the one I loved with all my heart and soul. I miss her so much. I just want her back. I want us back. I’ve spent three years in denial, three long years missing her and acting like a fool. I don’t know if it’s too late, but when I get home I’m going to make some serious changes. I’m going to finally call my mom back, but not until I talk to Katherine, not until I make this right. I have only ever wanted one girl. From the first day I met her in second grade I knew I would marry her someday. 

	When I get home, I’ll talk to Daniel; he’ll help me figure this all out. If there’s anyone who won’t judge me it will be him. Daniel already knows how I am with women, he just doesn’t know the reason why. He doesn’t know I just use them to try and forget just for a little while. I don’t let them in—any of them—because my heart isn’t there, not anymore. I gave my heart away in second grade, and I’ve never gotten it back. It always has, and always will, be hers to keep. 

	 


images/ch25.gif
CHAPTER .«

Tty





images/ch24.gif
J{TEF%W%

ey





images/Dee_Kelly.jpeg





images/ded.gif
D Eﬂ%ﬂ' &Q\lﬂ\(\





images/EPI.gif
e





images/DIVIDER.gif





images/Nick.gif
Nick





images/michael.jpeg
Michael





cover.jpeg





images/ch22.gif
CHAPTER ¢
Tw@ﬂ% e





images/ch21.gif
CHARTER (¢
Tuoly





images/ch23.gif
CHA
chﬂla‘g%%





images/ch14.gif
CHAP

(e





images/ch16.gif
CHAPTER
&&E@ﬂ





images/ch15.gif
CH@&{?&





images/ch18.gif
CHAREER\
Q'





images/ch17.gif
J “ / Y\





images/ch20.gif
CHAPTER
A





images/ch19.gif
CHA
!





images/ch11.gif
CHT





images/ch10.gif
CH A%LE‘R





images/ch13.gif
C %&I@%ﬂ





images/ch12.gif
CHAPT
AT





images/ch05.gif
C HA@_\'I;JE@





images/ch04.gif
CHTR





images/ch07.gif
CHAPTER
o





images/ch06.gif
CHAPTER
ol





images/ch09.gif
CHAK"I;F@





images/ch08.gif
CHAPT
t





images/Pete.gif
Pcfc





images/rylee.gif
Rl(fe





images/prologue.gif
PRO
i





images/SR_Title.png





images/SharingRyleeTitle.gif
SHAR
o





images/part-2.gif
I\JA(RI)(ZL\M( ‘\O‘\(

e





images/part-1.gif
PART
b()‘u“d{( h\(b





images/ack2.gif
ACKNOWLEDGEMEN\TS
&6@\\(

“&\\\‘\Q





images/72_-_Slammed_Blog_Post.jpeg
w@éfﬁ&ﬁwgﬁgypmmw‘&

ost
[ L)





images/ch01.gif
CHAPTER





images/author.gif
ABOUTTHE

(SN





images/ch02.gif
CH A%LE@R





images/ch01.jpeg





images/ch03.gif
CHJA&T\I-’&





