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      KIT

      

      I stuck my arm out from beneath the covers and slapped at the top of my alarm clock to shut it up. God, it was too early. Even though the sun was peeking beneath my blinds, I wanted to snuggle deeper for a few more hours. Groaning, I kicked my legs out and sat up. Last night’s wedding had gone smoothly; at least the bride and groom had thought so. Erin and I had been able to sober up the groom’s uncle with two cups of coffee in time for family photos. They never knew the veggie medley on the sit-down meals hadn’t been a medley at all, but solo broccoli.

      While the couple had a wedding day, and most likely night, to remember, mine had been less exciting. For my wild Saturday night, I’d picked up the daily lottery ticket for my mother on the way home, kicked off my heels by the front door, then fell into bed like a tree being cut down and slept until… the annoying alarm.

      We had a breakfast meeting with our new—and biggest—client, and all this work was why I’d returned to Cutthroat, but a few extra hours of sleep wouldn’t have hurt.

      I didn’t smell any coffee brewing, which meant Erin was still asleep. She’d scheduled the early meeting, so the least she could have done was get up first and get the caffeine injection ready.

      Already grouchy, I quickly made my bed, then padded out of my room and down the hall, tugging my sleep shirt down. I made it as far as the couch in the great room, then stopped. Stared. Blinked. I wasn’t quite awake, my mind not firing on all cylinders, but seeing Erin sprawled on the floor, I went fully alert between one heartbeat and the next.

      “Erin!” I shouted, dropping to my knees before her. Her blonde hair was matted to her head with blood. So much of it was soaked into the carpet. Her blue eyes stared up at me, vacant and empty. “Oh my god, Erin. Wake up!”

      Rationally, I knew she was dead. Her eyes weren’t moving. Her lips were gray. The side of her head… god, it was bad. Irrationally, I lifted it onto my lap, brushed her hair back, kept telling her to wake up. When I realized I was smearing the blood, I stopped. I started to shake, to look around to figure out how she’d ended up like this. Help. She needed help.

      Carefully, I laid her back on the floor and ran to my room, grabbed my cell from the charger. With shaky fingers, I tried to swipe my screen for access. “Come on,” I whimpered, but my fingers were covered in blood and it wouldn’t work. I wiped them on my sleep shorts and tried again.

      “9-1-1, what is your emergency?”

      “I… my friend… she’s dead. Oh god. You have to send an ambulance.”

      “Ma’am, what is your address?”

      I told her, then answered all the questions she tossed at me in her efficient voice. I stayed on the line with her until I heard sirens, then hung up and ran outside. Erin’s house was a custom build with all wood and glass, with more rooms than one person needed. It sat in a high-end enclave of homes with large lots and great views that would make a big dent in most people’s bank accounts, but not Erin’s. She was a Mills. I ran down the front walk in my bare feet to meet the fire truck and ambulance that had pulled into the circular drive and pointed toward the house.

      “Are you hurt?” one of the paramedics asked, looking me over as the others went inside.

      I shook my head. “It’s… it’s not my blood. I found her.”

      I followed him back into the house where the other paramedic and three firemen stood in the two-story great room in front of river rock fireplace, but weren’t doing anything to help Erin. One was speaking into a walkie talkie, although I wasn’t paying any attention to what he was saying.

      I looked down at Erin by the couch, just as I’d left her. The responders weren’t doing anything because they knew she was dead. She looked dead, even wearing her familiar black yoga pants and white tank top, the shirt stained with blood on the right side.

      “Ma’am, can you tell me what happened here?” a firefighter asked, taking in my appearance. “Did you get in a fight?”

      My mouth dropped open. “What? No. I… I just woke up. I found her like that.” I pointed toward Erin.

      “Why are you covered in blood?”

      I spun about at the voice. It wasn’t any of the first responders, but someone else. Someone I knew, just by the deep tone of his words.

      “Nix,” I whispered.

      The man who’d starred in the bulk of my late-night fantasies stood before me in all his six feet plus glory. He wore jeans and a button-down shirt, a prized rodeo belt buckle about his waist. A service pistol was in a holster on his hip right next to the badge, and right next to that… his bulge.

      I blinked, looked away. God, my roommate was dead, and I was ogling Nixon Knight’s package. But it was Nix. Everything about him was familiar, like coming home, even though I hadn’t seen him in over a year. Even though he was one of the reasons I’d left Cutthroat. Even though he had zero interest in me. That had me glancing away, my cheeks flushing. Not from being caught, but from the shame from last year. My wasted imaginings. My misplaced love.

      “Kit,” he replied, reaching out and settling his hand on my shoulder and bending at the waist so his dark eyes met mine. “You’re not hurt?”

      His gaze was shrewd, assessing, taking in every inch of me.

      “No. This is all hers.” I lifted my hands, then dropped them. “I… went to help her, but… but there was nothing to do. I called 9-1-1.”

      I wanted to run into his arms, have him hug me tight and make all the bad stuff go away, but he wasn’t here as a friend, or even past almost-boyfriend. He was working. I was his job.

      “I didn’t know you were back in town,” he said.

      I bit my lip, glanced away from his scrutiny. “Um… last month.”

      “You’re staying here with Erin?”

      “Yes. I’m working with her at Mills Moments.” He looked confused. “Her event planning business.”

      “Oh. Right.”

      “I was saving up some money to get a place of my own. We’ve been really busy though, handling a few smaller events—like a wedding last night. Most of our time lately has been on a big client, handling all of the catering, the parties and marketing events for Eddie Nickel’s new movie. We were to meet him this morning.”

      Eddie Nickel was a famous movie star, but had a house in Cutthroat. Had two kids. Shane, was a few years older than me, but Poppy had been in my high school class. Both of them grew up here with a nanny while Eddie had been in Hollywood or on location filming.

      “On a Sunday?”

      I shrugged. “They work every day when on location.”

      “I’ll have someone get in touch with him,” he replied. Obviously, I wasn’t making that meeting. Neither was Erin. I swallowed hard, realizing how awful that was. Tears threatened, but I willed them back.

      He walked toward Erin’s body, but not too close, squatted down, took in everything. I knew he was seeing things I couldn’t.

      After a minute, he stood and turned to me. “Tell me what happened.”

      “I don’t know what happened to her. I… was sleeping and came out to make coffee. Found her, then called 9-1-1.”

      “Where’s your bedroom?” He glanced around the space. The huge kitchen was open to the great room, a curving staircase was to the side of the fireplace.

      I pointed down the hall and to the back of the house. “Behind the kitchen. Erin’s room is upstairs. The second floor is pretty much a huge master suite.”

      He glanced the way I’d indicated, then back at me. “Why are you covered in blood?”

      I looked down at myself, turned my hands palm up and saw how they were completely covered, then told him how I’d settled her on my lap, wondered how she’d hit her head, all of it. Which wasn’t much, the first responders quietly listening. Only the walkie talkie voice cut through the silence.

      I shivered, crossed my arms over my chest when I realized I was standing in front of Nix and five other men in just a skimpy tank top—without a bra—and little sleep shorts. Glancing down, I saw my nipples poking against the stretchy cotton, but then I saw all the blood on me. The yellow color was stained, my hands were covered, my arms smeared. There was even some on my blue striped shorts and thigh.

      “When was the last time you saw her?”

      I glanced up from my BFF’s blood. “Last night, at the Red Barn. At the wedding we planned.”

      It was a familiar reception spot that was out of town on ten acres of land, a beautiful old barn renovated for a variety of functions.

      “I left before she did, said she had plans after,” I added.

      “What were they?”

      I shook my head. “I don’t know. She didn’t share, but I’m guessing a guy.”

      “Was the front door open?” He angled his head toward the currently-open entry. The morning was cool, like every summer morning in Montana, but it would heat up as the sun climbed higher.

      I frowned. Thought. “No. I opened it when I heard the sirens.”

      “Was it locked?”

      “No.” I shivered again.

      “I see an alarm pad there by the door.” He pointed to the high-end system. “It wasn’t armed?”

      “She never set it that I know of. I don’t know the code. Can I… can I go get a sweatshirt or something?” The blood on my hands had dried, making the skin feel tight.

      “I’ll go with you, but the crime scene team needs to do their job.”

      “Crime scene?” I repeated.

      His dark brow went up. “She didn’t trip, Kit.” He looked to Erin’s body on the floor. “She was murdered.”
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      NIX

      

      Kit Lancaster.

      Jesus, Kit fucking Lancaster.

      Here. In Cutthroat. I’d wondered where she’d gone. Not gone. Fled. She’d literally left in the middle of the night, and I had no fucking idea why. One day she was coming over for dinner, the next she’d moved to Billings. No call. No text. Not even a fucking sticky note.

      We hadn’t dated, since meeting for coffee to talk about the Policemen’s Ball didn’t count. And kissing? A peck on her cheek definitely didn’t count. I’d wanted so much more. Fuck, I’d wanted everything with her. I’d hoped she’d return to town because she was the one who’d gotten away. The one I still wanted, even after a year. Hell, she was The One.

      And now? The woman of my dreams, of every one of my erotic fantasies, was mixed up in murder.

      This morning, seeing Erin Mills dead on her living room floor had been a stunner, but seeing Kit covered in blood… fuck, I’d aged ten years seeing her like that, thinking she’d been seriously hurt. It had covered her hands, her forearms, even her sleep clothes and down her legs. I’d wanted to grab her, hold her, take her away from the horror she’d woken up to. But that was the last thing I could have done. I was a detective, and she was… in a fuck ton of trouble.

      She’d been covered in evidence. Without realizing, she’d tampered with a crime scene when she’d gone to help Erin. Her DNA was not only all over the house since she’d been staying there, but all over a dead woman who’d been brutally murdered. It was my job to find out what had happened, to bring a criminal to justice. There was protocol. Steps to follow. One of them wasn’t hugging a witness—a potential suspect—and messing with evidence.

      Fuck. That had been twelve hours ago, and I was still thinking of her. My shift was over, and I was driving toward the Mills Moments’ office. I didn’t dare tell anyone my head hadn’t been focusing on the victim, but the roommate. The co-worker.

      Kit had been beautiful standing just inside the great room, even with her haunted eyes, the adrenaline surge of panic making her shake. Perfect. Her dark hair had been tousled from sleep. No make-up graced her round face. She’d looked girl-next-door perfect in her little sleep outfit. It had been sexy as hell, except for the fucking blood. The dead body. That was what had kept my dick from getting hard in front of the first responders.

      I pulled up to a red light, shifted in my seat.

      I’d been protective of Kit before, but now? Had someone meant to actually kill Erin Mills or had the murderer been there for Kit? Had Erin gotten in the way? Why hadn’t Kit heard anything? So many questions unanswered.

      “Think she’ll be there?” Donovan asked, breaking into my thoughts. I had him on speakerphone, updating my friend on the case. As prosecutor in the District Attorney’s office, it would be coming his way. Eventually. Once we had an arrest. But he wasn’t asking after Kit because of the case. It was because she was back in town. Back in the middle of a total cluster fuck. After I left the crime scene team to their job at the Mills’ house, I’d called Donovan, told him what happened. Told him that Kit was back, that she was in the middle of it. He hadn’t known she’d been back in Cutthroat because he would have told me. We’d been waiting to get in front of her again. Get a chance to tell her how we felt, to make her ours.

      That’s right. Ours.

      I flipped my blinker, turned down Main Street. For a Saturday night in Cutthroat, the street was busy, filled with tourists and townies enjoying the spectacular weather. There was nothing better than summer in Montana, except for winter when the black diamonds on Cutthroat Mountain had epic powder.

      I thought of Donovan’s question. Would she be at the Mills Moments’ office? “No way she went to her mom’s. As far as I know, Mrs. Lancaster hasn’t left her house in years.” Kit’s home life had been a fucking disaster. Her dad left when she was six, and it had done a number on her mom. Depression and anxiety turned into extreme hoarding and agoraphobia. Kit had pretty much raised herself and taken care of her mom.

      “From what Kit told me last year, grocery delivery and online shopping has helped with that. Obviously, Erin’s a dead end.” I sighed, rubbed a hand over my face. “Fuck, I didn’t mean it like that.”

      Donovan chuckled. “She could be at a hotel.”

      I shook my head even though he couldn’t see me. “I checked with the hotels. No room in her name.” That was the perk of being a detective. “The office is left.”

      I flipped my visor down, the sun blinding me as it sank low in the sky.

      With the town nestled between national parks and endless backcountry people came to Montana to enjoy, Cutthroat was a popular town. Innocently named for the local trout in the river that flowed along the east side of town, it might have been small, but it had crime. What town didn’t? There was enough to keep me on the payroll. And busy. The last murder was back in 1984 when a woman killed her husband with a chainsaw after discovering he’d cheated on her with a nun from the convent on the way to Missoula. This case though, was different.

      I’d put a request in for Erin’s financials, phone records, the usual data. I discovered the Mills Moments’ office was on the second floor of one of the historic buildings on the east end of town. Loaded with ritzy shops and outfitter stores aimed at the rich outdoorsmen, that address meant her event planning business was doing well. Well enough to need a partner in Kit.

      After the paramedics took Kit to the hospital—to ensure she wasn’t hurt and to catalog her clothes and collect DNA samples—I’d waited for the crime scene investigators and coroner. It had taken hours to photograph the body, process everything, type up the reports, deal with my boss, the newspaper. News of a murder spread quickly, especially when it was Erin Mills.

      The autopsy would take place tomorrow, and the evidence was being processed. There was nothing else to do tonight. Except find Kit.

      “All I know is that they cut her loose from the hospital after a few hours,” I added.

      “An officer took her to her car.”

      “She was living with Erin, and she can’t stay there since it’s a crime scene. And with a murderer on the loose, it could be dangerous.”

      “I have a deputy at Erin’s house keeping an eye on things.”

      “You mean keeping an eye out for the Mills family going in and tossing Kit’s stuff to the curb for the trash pick-up.”

      I gripped the steering wheel until my knuckles turned white. “That, too,” I practically growled.

      The Mills family was one of the richest in town with a house that looked like a Swiss ski lodge that could house thirty. It was nestled on a bluff with only the best view their money could buy. The Mills were founding members of the town back in the silver rush. Besides the McMansion, they owned a huge ranch outside of town, plus a few buildings on Main Street… including the one where Erin’s office was located. A Mills had been mayor back in the eighties. Hell, the family had even donated money for the cancer wing at the hospital.

      I went to school with Erin’s older brother, Lucas, so I knew both of them had trust funds from their grandparents. Knowing Lucas, no one would think he had money, but Erin? Her fancy house was something I’d never be able to afford on a detective’s salary, even if I won the lottery. Not that I aspired to something so… big or blatant.

      Giving Mr. and Mrs. Mills the news their daughter had been murdered—her skull bashed in by a glass Volunteer of the Year award… fuck, it had been bad. Not only were they distraught, but they were pissed. Out for blood. I had no doubt they’d rounded up their lawyers and began an investigation of their own because they doubted my abilities. I was born on the same side of the tracks as Kit. It didn’t matter I had a degree in criminology or years of experience.

      I also had no doubt if they found the killer before the police did, they wouldn’t let the courts decide the case. They’d dish up some vigilante justice. This was Montana, after all.

      Keith and Ellen Mills’ comments today when I’d told them the news only confirmed what I’d already known. They didn’t like Kit Lancaster. Never had. They believed she wasn’t good enough for their daughter, a “bad influence” because of her crazy mother. I didn’t doubt they’d railroad her for the crime.

      Donovan had known Kit as long as I had. Middle school. Had wanted her just as long, too. Yeah, two twelve-year-olds eyeing the cute girl in braces. Total puppy love. We hadn’t done anything with her in high school though, not when our hormones were running wild and we got hard-ons just seeing her smile. She hadn’t given us the time of day. Not that she’d had any time. She’d gone to class and worked as a waitress at the local diner to make ends meet while dealing with her mom’s mental illness. After, she’d gone to the local community college, but both Donovan and I had left Cutthroat for the state school in Missoula. I’d heard she’d been dating Erin’s brother, Lucas.

      Unlike his parents, he was a decent guy. Didn’t give a shit about being born with a silver spoon in his mouth. I hadn’t worried about him not being good to Kit, but I’d wished it had been me instead. I’d been away at college and couldn’t blame either one of them.

      But they’d broken up when he’d gone into the National Guard. Been deployed. When he finally returned, he hadn’t joined the family’s real estate empire like his father wanted. He’d done his own thing and returned to Cutthroat to run a non-profit, using his money to help others, but he and Kit hadn’t gotten back together.

      I’d returned after graduation, got a job as a cop, but Donovan had stayed for law school. Only after he passed the bar did he return. Then, we started stopping into the diner to see her. We’d go together and on our own, sit in her section, talk her up.

      We’d finally connected working together on the planning committee for the Policemen’s Ball. I hadn’t been thrilled with the task since a dance of any kind wasn’t my thing, but it had been a fundraiser, the event supporting families of officers who had died or been injured in the line of duty. We’d gotten to know Kit, hoping she’d warm up to the idea of two men wanting her. Until she’d fled town without any notice.

      Maybe we shouldn’t have been so subtle. Or so slow.

      Now she was back, and I wasn’t losing the opportunity again, even with a fucking murder investigation in the middle of it all. Her mother was no support at all. The one friend we knew she had in town was dead. For someone so fucking sweet, she had enemies in the Mills, and that meant people all over town would hate her. Kit needed both of us now. And we weren’t taking it slow any longer. We were letting her know how we felt. Tonight. Right fucking now.

      I pulled into a parking spot, cut the engine of my police SUV, rubbed my eyes. “So far, she’s the prime suspect.”

      “If it’s not a crime of passion, next up on the list of usual suspects is family.”

      “I’m not telling Keith or Ellen Mills they’re prime suspects,” I told him, practically shuddering at the thought. “I’d be fired by morning. We’ll investigate them, but I’ll let Miranski deal with them as much as possible.” The other detective on the force hadn’t grown up in Cutthroat and didn’t know the players like I did. She could deal.

      “Smart. You don’t fucking think Kit did it, do you?”

      I was insulted he even asked.

      “Fuck, no. I doubt she had the strength to dent a skull like that.”

      The memory of Erin’s skull bashed in would stick with me forever.

      “Erin was almost a foot taller than Kit. Unless Erin was sitting on the floor or Kit stood on the coffee table to hit her, the angle is all wrong.”

      I’d been on murder scenes before, but it was hard to handle it objectively when it was someone I’d known most of my life. I hadn’t been friends with her, but being Lucas’s sister, we’d all pretty much grown up together. Cutthroat was small enough.

      “It’s your job to find someone else.”

      I sighed because he was stating the obvious. It was my job to find and collect evidence, discover motive and means, then find a fucking killer. It was his job to see they were found guilty and spent the rest of their life behind bars. The case was in my hands now, but would—hopefully—be in his soon. He was the one with the pressure of having the mayor for a father. I was content for my dad to be a plumber.

      Climbing from the vehicle, I took the phone off speaker. “Getting there. First, I’ve got to get our girl, keep her safe. I’m out front of her office now.” I looked up at the second-floor windows. “Light’s on.”

      “I’ll meet you there in a few minutes,” he said.

      “I want to put a ring on Kit’s finger and get her in my bed. Get her between us. The way it’s looking”—I ran my free hand over the back of my neck—“I might have to put cuffs on her and stick her in a jail cell.”

      “As you said, fuck no. She’s got us now. I want to put the cuffs on her and secure her to my bed.”

      Abso-fucking-lutely.
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      KIT

      

      Everyone in Cutthroat had heard about Erin. With twenty thousand people, it was big enough that I didn’t know everybody, but everybody knew Erin Mills, or at least the Mills family. Word traveled like a wildfire in a summer drought. Everyone was trying to get the inside scoop, the gossip. From me. They didn’t care that it was gruesome, that Erin was my friend, that she’d had her head bashed in.

      After I’d been cleared from the hospital and taken to my car—with the stern instructions not to leave town until the detective was able to take my official statement—I’d gone to the office.

      I had nowhere else to go. Living with Erin had been temporary. I’d wanted to save up a little money, since almost every penny I had would go to a deposit and first month’s rent. I didn’t have much stuff; my mother’s hoarding nature had taught me to be the opposite, keeping only what was vital. I had a TV and couch, even a bed, but they were in a storage unit until I found my own place. That wasn’t going to happen now, at least not anything halfway decent or safe.

      “It’s all over the news.” Mom was anxious and that was not good. Her voice, usually wound up, had a shrill quality to it through the phone.

      “Yes, I know,” I replied, pacing the space as I let her talk. I’d called to let her know I was fine, that she shouldn’t worry. Oh, she worried, but not about me.

      “You don’t think they’ll come here, do you?”

      I frowned. “Who? The murderer?”

      She gasped. Shit, wrong thing to say. “I hadn’t thought of that. I am alone.”

      I rolled my eyes. She was intentionally alone. Her mental illness didn’t allow for anything else. Her meds were balanced, but like a teeter totter, one tip in the wrong direction and she’d be in trouble. Her hoarding had gotten to the extreme where no one would even attempt to harm her since there was barely any way for someone to get to her. I didn’t worry about a crazed lunatic bent to bash her head in. I worried about fire.

      “You’re safe. Really. It had to be someone who knew Erin and they had a fight.”

      That’s what I was hoping for.

      “The police won’t come here, right?”

      “They have no reason to.”

      “But you were there, you said.”

      “Yes, I was.” I dropped onto the couch, tried not to let the image of Erin dead on the floor fill my mind. “Mom, nothing for you has changed, or will change.”

      “Did you get my lottery ticket? What about the electricity bill?”

      I blew out a breath as silently as possible. “Yes, to both. I’ve got to go. I’ll check in with you tomorrow.” I ended the call, dropped my phone on the cushion beside me. Wondered how I was going to pay mom’s light bill without a job.

      Obviously, I couldn’t stay with my mom. It hadn’t been an option since just after high school. Her anxiety was too great to have me in the house, and her hoarding had buried my bedroom in junk. I couldn’t risk setting her off. If a murder didn’t bring out her motherly instincts to have me stay at the house, then nothing would.

      Reaching into the desk, I found a hair tie and pulled my hair back into a ponytail, sighed. Hell, would someone even rent to me? I hadn’t been questioned more than the few minutes with Nix at the house, but it was coming. I’d been just down the hall when she’d been killed. Why hadn’t I heard anything?

      The ER had taken samples from me for DNA. Photos taken. I’d been looked over to ensure I really hadn’t been hurt beneath all the blood, then a kind nurse had led me to a shower and given me clean clothes. I looked down at the basic white t-shirt, sweats and flip flops. It wasn’t stylish, but it was blood free.

      The office phone had been ringing all day. At first, I’d worried one of our events was in trouble, but quickly discovered it was everyone from Erin’s hair stylist to the city paper’s crime desk trying to get the salacious details.

      After that, I’d left the phone off the hook and had myself a good cry. I was used to being alone, but this… god, it was a whole new level.

      I’d crash here tonight, the leather sofa was comfortable enough—Erin wouldn’t have bought something that wasn’t comfortable—and figure out the rest tomorrow. I’d have to salvage what was left of the events we had on the books. If people still wanted to work with us.

      Not us. Me.

      Fuck. Erin was dead. It was her company.

      I jumped a foot at the knock on the door.

      “Kit, it’s Nix.”

      My heart skipped a beat and I climbed from the couch, flipped the lock and let him in. He looked the same as this morning, his gaze still shrewd and assessing. Still handsome in that tall, broad and gorgeous sort of way. He had whiskers now on his square jaw and I wondered if they were soft or rough. God, how would they feel brushing against my thighs?

      “You doing okay?” he asked, closing the door behind him. He looked me over, probably saw that I looked like total crap, that I’d been crying. At least I wasn’t covered in blood.

      I laughed, partially from thinking about him going down on me, and partly because after the day I’d had, I was anything but okay. I sighed. “My friend is dead. I have no place to live. My paycheck is probably tied up in probate, and I’m definitely out of a job. The only way to make it worse is if you’re here to arrest me.”

      His dark gaze held mine but he didn’t say anything.

      “God, you are here to arrest me.” I licked my lips. Started to panic. While I’d been thinking about him going down on me, he’d been planning to—

      “I’m not arresting you. But I’m not going to lie. You’re a suspect right now.”

      I wanted to cry again, but I swallowed it down. No. “You’re here to take me in for questioning?” My voice was small, nervous. I didn’t have money for a lawyer.

      He shook his head. “Tomorrow.”

      “So no leads? No smoking gun?”

      “Nope. Here. I brought you some of your clothes.” I recognized my small overnight bag he held out toward me. “I found this on the floor of your closet. I wasn’t sure exactly what you needed. This should hold you until the house is released and you can get everything.”

      The thought of him digging around in my closet, god, in my panty drawer, had me blushing. Those big hands pawing through my silk and lace. None of it was fancy, and I always bought from the clearance rack, but I did like cute underthings.

      “Thank you.”

      “I’m also here to take you home.”

      “I can just stay here. I’ve napped on the couch before. It’s comfortable.”

      His shrewd gaze took in the space. “It’s not a crime scene, but we’ll be in here tomorrow working the case.”

      I glanced around. “Oh.” Right. Of course. They had to investigate all aspects of Erin’s life. Her computer was here. Paperwork. It probably wasn’t good that I stayed here. It could only make things worse for me. Now what was I going to do?

      Holding my hands in front of me, I said, “I’m not going to my mother’s. I talked to her, calmed her down. She was worried if I stay with her, people will call or come over. She can’t handle that. You remember what she’s like.” I downplayed it a bit because I didn’t need any more pity where Mom was concerned.

      He nodded, but didn’t say anything.

      “She’s worse now. Her world’s a house of cards, or a house of old newspapers, online purchases and rooms stuffed to the gills with… stuff. One slight change in her routine and she falls apart. I’ve visited a few times since I’ve been back, but not more than a few minutes because it kicks in her anxiety. Our only interaction now is me paying her bills online and talking by phone.”

      I saw understanding more than sympathy in his eyes. School had been rough, kids picking on me because I had a crazy mom, a crazy house. Nix had never poked fun, not once. “Not your mom’s. You’ll come home with me.”

      I stared at him, mouth open. I’d have been less surprised if he’d said he was arresting me. “Home… with you?”

      He nodded.

      I frowned, then turned away, walked over to the window and looked down on Main Street. The world was going by, no problems, enjoying the summer evening, the restaurants and cute shops. The idea of going home with him… god, it had been a fantasy of mine for years. But no. No. I had to stop thinking about silly things like that or him eating me out. He didn’t want to go there not on me or any woman. There had to be a better explanation, one that made sense.

      “You’re worried I’m going to flee, is that it?”

      I heard him sigh. “The murderer is out there. I don’t want you here all alone.”

      I spun so fast, the world tilted for a moment. Met Nix’s dark gaze. “You think… you think the person was after me?” I set a hand on my chest. Holy shit.

      He shrugged his broad shoulders. “We have no reason to believe so, but you were there. Hell, maybe he went to the wrong house. Until we know more, I want to keep you safe.”

      He stepped close to me, too close, and tucked a stray lock of hair I’d missed capturing in my ponytail back behind my ear. A simple gesture, but not one a detective does to a suspect.

      The idea of Nix keeping me safe was so appealing, I practically ached. I didn’t want to do this all alone. I would, I always had. I’d taken care of my mom instead of the other way around. I still did. But having Nix help me? Hold me? God, keep me safe and take away these troubles?

      “Safe,” I repeated woodenly.

      No. That wasn’t going to happen. Nix was a fixer. He solved problems. Made things right. That was his job. As detective, I was his job. I didn’t want that. I didn’t want just that. I wanted more from him. So much more. I’d had a crush on him in high school, practically drooled over him whenever he came home from college. We’d gone out a few times to talk about the Policemen’s Ball. Dinner. Coffee. He’d never taken me to his place, never even made out in a car. A kiss on my cheek at my apartment door was as far as we’d ever gotten, but I’d given him my heart—although he’d never known that. Unrequited love, at least on my part.

      But I’d learned the truth, learned he’d never wanted me. I wasn’t his type and that had hurt. That had cut to the bone. Had pushed me to leave town.

      While I appreciated his concern—I doubted he invited every suspect to stay at his house—I couldn’t accept. My heart couldn’t handle it. A year away should have lessened my feelings for him, but no. Fuck no. I still wanted those big hands on me. I wanted to feel the play of those strong muscles beneath my hands. Wondered what those lips would feel like against mine, other places.

      Pure fantasy and I should have been over it by now. He didn’t want me. He didn’t want me—or any other woman—at all. I’d hoped the year away would fix my emotions, but no.

      Pulling my mind from the gutter, I said, “I’m fine here.” I held my arm out indicating the couch. Erin’s wealth showed in how she’d decorated the office. Shabby chic all in creams and soft pink. Modern glass mixed with the old brick walls and exposed wood beams. She even had a drink cart in the corner. High end, just like Erin.

      “Kit,” he said on a sigh, trying to reach for me again, but he must have seen something on my face because he let it drop. “That’s not the only reason I want you in my house. I—”

      “How’s Donovan?” I asked, stepping back, cutting him off.

      He frowned, clearly surprised by the question. “He’s fine.”

      Donovan Nash was the other man who’d hit every one of my hot buttons. The opposite of Nix. Fair, built like a tank. Equally hot. And nice. And funny. And… lots of ands. He’d joined us on a few occasions planning the ball, but nothing had come of it, no matter how much I’d wanted it to. I’d been crazy to lust after two men. Hindsight was twenty-twenty and it was obvious why. It made me feel really stupid. Silly, for thinking not only one hot guy might be interested in me, but two.

      “I can’t let you stay here.” I’d never seen him look at me like this before. Something dark and predatory. Possessive.

      Still, it was misplaced and that was like a knife to my insides.

      “I know you like to protect people—”

      “I want to protect you,” he said, cutting me off. “I thought… I thought we had something going. Before.”

      “Before I left town?” I asked, starting to get pissed. He was messing with me.

      “Why’d you leave, Kit?” he asked.

      As if he didn’t know.

      My eyes widened and my mouth dropped open. “Are you serious? You’re asking me that now?”

      “You’ve been back five weeks and the first I learn of it… the first I see you is this morning covered in your friend’s blood.”

      “Like I said, now?” I was tired, scared, panicked and all that bled over into frustration and anger.

      “I thought we were friends.” He ran a hand over the back of his neck. “I thought we were more than that.”

      The office door opened and I jumped. Yup, scared. Nix turned and stuck his arm out, as if shielding me from whomever it was.

      Donovan stuck his head into the office, grinned. My heart flipped. That panty-melting smile hadn’t changed a bit since I’d seen him last, an instant reminder of why I’d left town and that I wasn’t over him either.

      I was interested in both of these men. Still. Crazy. Insane! One of the things I’d thought about during the year I’d been away. Why would I want two men? Why would I want two men who didn’t want me? Who wanted each other?

      “Kitty Kat,” he said, coming into the room and pulling me into a hug. He felt hard… everywhere. Warm. Comforting. God, his scent. I thought I’d forgotten that, but no. It was engrained in my mind. And the nickname he had for me. None of it had gone away. “Nix said you were back, but Jesus, woman, when you come back, you don’t go subtle.”

      He wasn’t smiling when he said it. Of course, he knew what had happened. Working in the DA’s office gave him direct access to whatever Nix and his team uncovered.

      “I’m sorry about Erin,” he murmured, looking me over.

      No doubt he could tell I’d been crying. I was wearing hospital-supplied clothes and looked a disaster. I hadn’t even been able to do more than finger-comb my hair after the hospital shower.

      “Fuck, it’s horrible.”

      He stepped back, stood beside Nix. The two of them—gasp!—together. One dark, the other fair. One serious, the other… playful. Nix had two inches on Donovan, but Donovan had the heft, the bulk of a college football player. Both of them had my heart and they were going to walk out the door, go off to the house they shared and leave me out of the middle. They didn’t want me there, didn’t need me. They had each other.

      He tipped his head toward Nix. “He’ll find out what happened.”

      “I know.” I did. Nix would discover the truth, would find the killer. “What are you doing here?” It was one thing for the detective on a case to show up and question a suspect, but the prosecutor? Oh. “God, do I need a lawyer?”

      I looked to Nix.

      “What?” Donovan asked, a little crease denting his brow. “Hell, no. I’m here with Nix to take you home. Let’s get going.”

      “Going?”

      “You’re coming home with us,” Donovan added, repeating exactly what Nix had said before he’d arrived. So they were living together now. Just great.

      Yeah, that was never going to happen. I couldn’t stay under the same roof as the two of them. My heart couldn’t handle it.

      “She hasn’t agreed,” Nix told him.

      “Why the hell not? There’s a murderer out there. Fuck, just the thought of you sleeping just down the hall while he—” Donovan’s hands clenched into fists, but he didn’t finish his statement. He might be an attorney, but he wasn’t soft.

      Anywhere.

      “I was asking her why she left town,” Nix said.

      “This isn’t an interrogation,” I countered.

      “I think we deserve an answer.”

      “Yeah, Kitty Kat, why did you leave?” God, when Donovan called me that…

      I couldn’t look at them. They were too perfect. Too much for my heart to take. This day had been horrible. My life was a nightmare. It couldn’t get any worse by sharing the truth with these two. I didn’t have them. They weren’t mine and never would be. Saying it aloud wouldn’t change a thing. They’d leave, I’d settle into the sofa for the night. Finally, perhaps, let them go.

      “Fine.” I turned, put my hands on my desk, stared down at the glossy surface. “I left because of you two.”

      “Us?” Nix asked, his dark brows winging up. “You should have stayed because of us.”

      Tears filled my eyes as I shook my head. “I couldn’t stay in town. I’d been stupid.”

      “For wanting us?” Nix asked.

      “Both of us?” Donovan added, sounding strangely hopeful about that.

      I nodded, turned to face them. I tipped my chin up, met their gazes. “I wanted both of you, but you guys didn’t want me. You don’t need me. You have each other.”

      The looked at each other, then back at me. “What the hell are you talking about?” Nix asked.

      “You want me to spell it out for you?”

      Donovan set his hands on his hips. Even though he worked in the DA’s office, he wasn’t wearing a suit, instead navy pants and a button-down shirt. Not quite a cowboy, but definitely not a city slicker. “Yes.”

      “You’re in love with each other, not me,” I shouted.
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      DONOVAN

      

      What. The. Fuck?

      Kit thought we were gay? She thought Nix and I were together?

      I stared at her.

      Nix stared at her.

      She was serious. Out of all the possibilities she could have come up with, this one never, ever, entered my mind.

      “Kitty Kat, I don’t know if I should spank your ass or kiss you,” I said finally.

      She was so damned pretty. She’d always been a tiny package, not even coming up to my shoulders. Yet she had curves. Lots of them. Even in the drab sweatpants and white t-shirt two sizes too large—which didn’t hide the fact she wasn’t wearing a bra—she was perfect. From her hot pink toenails to her wild hair and every soft inch in between. And it was those soft inches I’d fantasized as I rubbed one out. For years.

      Her chocolate colored eyes were red rimmed from crying, but it was what I could see in them, the honesty, the truth behind her words. She’d wanted us, but somehow, in some fucked up way, got the idea Nix and I were into each other and not her.

      Words weren’t going to work here.

      “Fuck it,” I said, stepping up to her, cupping her face in my hands and kissing her. This wasn’t a sisterly fucking peck. Oh no. I devoured her, swallowed her gasp, claimed that hot, sweet mouth as mine. There was no fucking way she’d think we were gay now.

      Nix growled, an animalistic sound I could relate to. I lifted my head, stepped back, watched Kit sway. Her eyes were closed, her lips red and glistening. Nix nudged me out of the way and kissed her next. Seeing my best friend with Kit didn’t make me jealous. It made me hard. My dick could pound nails. She’d been ours for so long and now we could finally prove it.

      There was no confusion now. I’d wanted her for so long, I was beyond sexually frustrated. I was just frustrated. A misunderstanding of fucking epic proportions had driven Kit to a different fucking state. Even worse, she’d been back in Cutthroat for five weeks. Five. Fucking. Weeks. Neither Nix or I had known. More time lost.

      And now… fuck, now she was mixed up in a murder? A prime suspect because she had no alibi. She’d been covered in Erin’s blood. Her DNA was all over the body. Nix had shared this much with me, but I didn’t need the details to know she was innocent. What would be her motive? Money? Did Kit want Erin dead to take over the business for herself? Had Erin made her a beneficiary in her will? Life insurance? Erin had been twenty-five, not seventy-five. If there had been a blip on any of these questions, no doubt my office would have heard by now and put Kit behind bars.

      But I’d heard nothing from the Mills family. Nothing from my boss, who no doubt played golf with Keith Mills. As prosecutor, it was my job to see the murderer put behind bars. Using evidence. Motive. Means. It was Nix’s job to find all that, mine to make a jury believe it without a shadow of a doubt.

      Getting involved with the prime suspect of a murder investigation? Not a smart move. Ever since my mom had been hit and killed by a drunk driver—ever since the guy had gotten off with a slap on the wrist and a few points on his license—I’d made it my mission to see bad guys get the justice they deserved. Everything I’d done since then had been to see that happen. It wouldn’t bring my mom back, but it might give others the peace of mind, the ability to sleep at night, that I didn’t get.

      Besides all that, my dad would shit a brick if he knew I was getting myself in deep with Kit Lancaster. Since he was mayor, he was probably tugging at his shirt collar worrying that a killer in Cutthroat wouldn’t be found. That wouldn’t sit right with the voters. Oh, he loved having a son in the DA’s office—to him our two jobs were like peanut butter and jelly for keeping the town safe—but not one who fucked the prime suspect.

      Regardless of her being called that, Kit was innocent. Sure, if she were on trial, being with her would be a disaster, not only for the case, but for my job. The defense team would cite anything from conflict of interest to tampering with the defendant. The case would be thrown out. I’d be fired. Hell, I’d probably be disbarred.

      But Kit was innocent. This wasn’t some easy lay. Fuck, no. This was Kit Lancaster. I was marrying this woman. She wasn’t a murderer. She was mine. Ours.

      She wouldn’t be arrested. She wouldn’t go to trial. There was no conflict of interest. Nix would prove she wasn’t involved, that she was innocent. That would come. Tonight? I was going to make sure Kit did. On my cock. On my tongue. All night long.

      When Nix stepped back, he leaned down, picked her up and tossed her over his shoulder. Fuck, yes.

      “Nix!” she squealed as she pounded his back, one of her flip flops falling off, but he didn’t stop, carrying her out of the office and down the hall. “Your truck,” he called to me as he headed toward the stairs, not waiting. “And don’t forget her bag.”

      Grinning, I grabbed Kit’s keys, the bag and the flip flop, turned off the lights, locked the door, then followed, shifting my dick in my pants so I could walk comfortably.

      We didn’t say anything as we drove to Nix’s house, which was closer than mine. I wasn’t sure how long I could last with her soft scent filling the cab. Kit seemed stunned into silence by the kisses, by the truth behind them. I got harder thinking about how she’d react when we did more than kiss her.

      Nix’s place was an old—as in serious fixer-upper—bungalow a few blocks off of Main, thankfully not more than a mile from the event planning office. He’d bought it a few years earlier and had been restoring it in his free time. The guest bedroom had no walls at the moment, which worked fine since we had no intention of using it. We’d be with Kit in Nix’s bed.

      Nix opened his front door, and I took Kit’s hand, led her to the couch, tugged her into my lap.

      “Donovan,” she breathed, trying to wiggle off.

      I held her still with my hand at her belly, my fingers slipping beneath the t-shirt and pressing into the silky skin. Everywhere, she was soft, warm. So small, yet a perfect fit. “Kitty Kat, keep moving your ass like that and we won’t be talking.”

      It was then she felt my dick pressing against her hip, hard and thick and ready to fuck, and stilled.

      I wanted her. I wanted her naked and beneath me. Above me. Between me and Nix. But I wanted answers first. She’d thought we were into each other, and that meant we needed to get some shit straightened out.

      Nix grabbed a chair, slid it so it was directly in front of us. Sat. One of his knees bumped her thigh. Penned her in so she couldn’t flee again. “Explain.”

      I watched her swallow, look up from her lap to me, then Nix. Besides kissing her earlier, we’d never been this close before. Her eyes were dark, but a chocolate color. Freckles dotted her nose, her cheeks were flushed and her lips… I remembered just what they felt like now. Her hair, usually long and sleek, was a little wild. So were her emotions. Mine, too.

      “Before I left, you invited me over to work on the Policemen’s Ball.”

      Nix nodded. “I remember. Early December. We were on the committee together.”

      “I… I was interested in you.” A blush crept up her cheeks. “A lot. Both of you actually.”

      Hearing her say that had my dick throb. “Kitty Kat,” I growled.

      “That’s why I volunteered, a reason to be with you. We’d met before for coffee and stuff to plan, but you invited me over… here.” She pushed an errant strand of hair that had escaped her messy ponytail away from her face, her elbow bumping my chest. “God, I was a mess. So nervous. I was going to tell you how I felt, that I was crazy because I was interested in both of you. I mean, two guys. I got here, went to the door and was about to knock, but I saw you guys through the window.”

      She tipped her head toward the window to the right of the front door.

      Nix frowned. “What did you see?”

      She glanced up at me through those dark lashes. A hint of pain. Embarrassment. “You came out of Nix’s bedroom in just a towel.”

      I thought back. Nix had called me, told me Kit was coming over. That it was the night to tell her how we felt. To hope she felt the same way. But she never came, and we never saw her again. Until now.

      “I remember that,” I replied. “I helped someone with a flat tire on the way over. The weather had warmed up so the snow had melted some. It was sloppy. By the time I was done, I was muddy and wet. I got dirt and grease all over myself and my clothes. I took a shower to get cleaned up.”

      “My guest bathroom was gutted then in the remodel,” Nix added. “He used the master.”

      “But I saw you,” she said to me. “You said something to Nix. I couldn’t hear obviously since the windows were closed, but you were both smiling. Then you… you—”

      “I what?” I asked, watching her blush furiously.

      “You were hard. Even from the porch, I couldn’t miss it beneath the towel.”

      I grinned. “I’m big, Kitty Kat.”

      She rolled her eyes and smiled a little.

      “I was hard for you. To finally tell you how I felt.”

      “How we felt,” Nix clarified.

      I sighed. “I’m sure we were talking about how we were going to get you naked and in bed. Which one of us was going to eat your pussy first.” Shifting my hips, I prodded her with my dick. “See? Just talking about it makes me even harder.”

      “But then… then you went into the bedroom together,” she added. “What was I supposed to think?”

      “That I pulled a pair of gym shorts and t-shirt from my clean laundry pile for him?” Nix asked.

      I could see her mind starting to work, to doubt what she’d believed. “Besides that, there was the table.”

      “Table?” Nix wondered.

      She looked to him, pointed toward the dining room table. “Wine. Fancy plates. Like a date.”

      “Exactly. Three place settings,” I said on an exhale, having set the table myself before I got in the shower.

      “You invited me for chili!” she all but shouted at Nix, pushing off my lap.

      I let her get up, let her pace. She was realizing the mistake had cost us all. I felt her frustration since it matched my own.

      “Then there were candles! With Donovan in a towel and with a raging hard on, I thought you were into each other.”

      I could see where she could have jumped to the conclusion.

      “I figured you were going to tell me your secret, that you were… together. In a way, I was happy for you, that you found each other, that you were together, but sad because I’d misunderstood. I left because I felt like a fool, but also to give you space to do your thing.”

      I glared at Nix. “I told you, fucker. Chili isn’t what you serve the woman you want to claim.”

      Nix ground his teeth together. Took a moment before he spoke. “Donovan told me off about the stupid chili earlier in the day, that it wasn’t good enough for our first pseudo-date with you. He made me pull out the candles my mother insisted I have in the house. Donovan brought carry-out out from that Italian place you like.”

      She looked between us. “Then you’re not… you don’t… you’re not gay.”

      I grinned, pleased to see how relieved she was at the idea, that we knew now—from her very lips—that she was into both of us. Still.

      “The only time I’m getting buck naked with Nix is if you’re between us.”

      Her mouth fell open and she looked down at the two of us. Stunned. Happy. Something.

      “Weren’t those kisses earlier enough proof?” I asked. We’d talked. We’d clarified. It was time to move on to more pleasurable things. My dick had been blue since the night she mentioned over a year ago. I’d wanted her then. I wanted her now.

      She grinned then. So fucking beautiful. She shook her head. “No. I think I need more.”

      Reaching out, I grabbed her hand, tugged her into my lap again, one of her knees settling on either side of my hips so she straddled me. “That can be arranged. Right, Nix?”

      It was my turn to pick her up and carry her. This time to Nix’s room. To his bed. Nothing was going to keep us from making her ours now.
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      KIT

      

      I hooked my legs around Donovan’s waist, crossing my ankles.

      God, they weren’t in love with each other. They weren’t a couple. I’d been mistaken. So very wrong that winter night. But what I’d seen… it looked like they were a couple. But perhaps it was my insecurities about myself that had had me fleeing. I could have knocked, asked. I could have congratulated them on their relationship. Anything that would have given them a moment to clear things up.

      But no. That hadn’t happened. We’d lost a year. God, I’d moved away!

      I couldn’t think about that now. We were together now. Here. That was what I could focus on, and it was easy to do so when I was in Donovan’s arms. God, he felt good. So strong, so manly in comparison to me. He was hard muscled where I was soft.

      He stopped in front of Nix’s bed. Nix followed behind us, flipped on the light switch. The lamp beside the bed came on, set the room with a soft glow.

      “We want you, Kitty Kat.”

      His hands were under my ass, holding me up. My ankles barely crossed behind his back he was so broad. I had to tip my head back to look up at him, to see the heat in his eyes. The need. The want.

      “I understand,” I whispered, glancing at Nix over his shoulder. Both of them were here with me. It was a dream come true. Definitely every one of my fantasies.

      “Do you?”

      I nodded, although perhaps not the depth of it. I’d been with Lucas Mills and one other guy back in college, but that had been it. I wasn’t wildly experienced and certainly never been with two guys at the same time before. While this was what I wanted, I was definitely jumping into new territory when it came to sex.

      He lowered his head, kissed me. God, the kiss earlier had been fierce. Consuming. This was gentle, almost a brushing of his lips over mine. But I felt the heat of him, the hard press of his dick against my pussy, his hands spanning my bottom, gripping hard. He held me as if I weighed nothing, kissed me as if I gave him life.

      He groaned.

      “That night, we were going to tell you how we felt. We wanted you to know that you were it for us.”

      Nix moved to stand at my side. While Donovan held me, Nix stroked my hair. “That’s right. We wanted you then, we want you now.”

      I grinned, rolled my hips. I might be less than experienced, but it didn’t keep me from being eager. I wasn’t shy about my sexuality, I just hadn’t had tons of opportunity to use it. “I know; I can feel how much Donovan wants me.”

      Though I wasn’t a virgin, I was pretty much a born-again virgin since it had been long enough. Could I handle both of them? I had a feeling they were big everywhere.

      Nix shook his head, his gaze dropping to my mouth. “For keeps. This isn’t a one-night stand. This isn’t casual.”

      “We take you tonight and you’re ours,” Donovan stated. “No going back.”

      My heart was practically beating out of my chest. No going back? “You mean—”

      “Forever, Kit,” Nix added.

      “Oh my god,” I breathed. “Yes.”

      Nix’s hand slid down my hair, tugged gently at the long length, tipping my head back. Angled it so he could kiss me. His tongue found mine, took my mouth like I knew his cock would take my pussy.

      Donovan growled and Nix stepped back. He lowered me to the bed, leaned over and set a hand beside my head. The corner of his mouth tipped up as his gaze roved over my face. “I can’t believe you’re here. With us,” he murmured, as if in awe. “Fuck, we wanted you in bed like this that night. Now we have you.”

      I nodded, bit my lip. Lifting my hand, I cupped the back of his head, felt the silky softness of his hair. His eyes fell closed, as if the simplest of touches pleasured him. In that moment, I felt powerful.

      “Yes?” he asked, perhaps to ensure I was okay with being with him, with both of them, one last time.

      “Yes, Donovan.” I turned my head to Nix, who stood beside the bed, watchful and waiting. “Yes, Nix. I want this. I want both of you. I have for years.”

      As if those words were all that held them back, Donovan’s fingers curled into the top of my sweatpants, slid them down my thighs.

      “Oh fuck,” Nix murmured when he saw I wasn’t wearing any underwear. I’d only had on my sleep shorts and tank top this morning, and the hospital had given me the clothes, but no panties or bra. While Nix had brought me a bag of my clothes, they hadn’t given me any chance to change into them.

      “Kitty Kat,” Donovan growled. He looked up at me from the foot of the bed. The sweatpants were on the floor, but his hands were on my ankles. His hold was gentle, but when I tried to close my legs, he didn’t allow it. “If I’d known your pussy was bare underneath, I’d have blown my load back at the office.”

      I grinned at his situation, but I was also self-conscious. I wasn’t tall, skinny and big boobed like Erin. I was short, curvy and had decent Bs. The only exercise I got was of the free variety. Walking. And I never passed a donut I didn’t like. When the rubber hit the road, or my back hit Nix’s bed, would I be enough?

      “I want to kiss that mouth,” Donovan began. “But now… fuck. I’ve got other things to kiss first.”

      I frowned, but gasped when he dropped to his knees, tugged my ankles right over his shoulders. “Oh my god.”

      Lifting my head just enough, I looked at Donovan between my parted thighs. Right there. He glanced up at me, his blue eyes darker than usual. His jaw was clenched, his hands, warm, yet firm on my inner thighs.

      “I want this… but Erin. With all that’s happened, is this right?” I asked, practically panting. “I mean, she’s dead and we’re—”

      Nix set his hand on the bed, which made it dip. He reached out, brushed his fingers over my hair. It seemed it was something he really liked to do. I tipped my cheek into his palm. “Now is the exactly the right time. It just shows how much time we’ve lost. How we can’t waste any more of it. How important you are. We want to make you feel alive.”

      I nodded, and he leaned down to kiss me. When I blinked my eyes open, he was studying me, his face so close. Erin would have been the first to cheer me on for a wild night with two hotties.

      “Yes,” I whispered as I felt Donovan’s thumbs making circles on my inner thighs.

      Nix pushed off, nodded to Donovan.

      Donovan didn’t say anything, just put his mouth on my pussy as he’d wanted. Kissed me right on top of my clit. Then licked, sliding down to my entrance and back up.

      “How’s she taste?” Nix asked.

      I blinked up at him, watched as he took his shirt off. I couldn’t miss the hard press of his cock as it angled up to the right of his belt buckle. Thick and long, it looked like a pipe in his jeans. My hips rolled as Donovan licked me again, distracting me. Somehow, he flattened and firmed his tongue so it rasped up every sensitive inch of me. My hips rolled into him wanting that again. Forever.

      “Like fucking heaven.”

      My eyes fell closed. I’d had a guy there before, but it had never been like this. Hell, he’d needed a map to find my clit. Donovan, though, knew what he was doing and seemed to revel in it. It wasn’t a chore to him, it was like my pussy was a feast and he’d been fasting. I was close to coming already. When he slid one finger, then two, inside me and curled them in some magical way, I cried out. Reached down and held on to his head. Squeezed my thighs into his ears.

      “Donovan,” I gasped. Begged.

      He must have translated that to mean, harder. Faster. Add another finger because he did all that. I came on a scream. My back arched. My fingers dug into his hair. Tugged. My head tipped back. I’d never come so hard in my life and when the pleasure waned and he gentled his actions, I slumped into the bed. A grin spread across my face.

      “I like seeing our girl looking like that,” Nix said.

      I had enough energy to tip my head down, to look at Donovan. He was wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, a sly grin on his face. Yeah, he was proud of himself. He should be. With skills like that…

      “Got her all soft and ready for you,” Donovan told Nix, then kissed my calf and stood.

      I blinked up at Nix, who tossed something to Donovan. A condom. He held another one in his hand, but I didn’t pay much attention to it. How could I when he was naked?

      Wow. I turned so I wasn’t falling off the bed, propped myself up to look at him. I knew he was in good shape, but he belonged on a fitness magazine cover. Bulging biceps, broad shoulders. A smattering of dark hair was on his chest, which tapered over his washboard abs and into a thin line that went straight to his dick. And what a dick! I licked my lips at the sight as he rolled a condom on. Long and thick, it was a darker shade than the rest of his body. It jutted up from dark curls and almost to his navel. My pussy clenched in eagerness, but would it all fit?

      His thick thighs flexed as he moved onto the bed, reached out and pulled me so he was on his back and I was on half on top of him. His skin was so warm. Soft, but the hard muscles beneath reminded me of how manly he was. And the way his cock pressed against my thigh, how virile.

      I wasn’t just soft and ready, I was lust-crazed. Eager. A tongue-made orgasm was just a warmup. I wanted more, so I took. Straddling one of his thighs, I started to rub against Nix as I kissed him. His hand moved to my hair, held me in place. He took over, licking into my mouth as he flipped us. Only when I was whimpering and writhing did he move his head lower, finding a nipple, licking it then sucking on it. The rhythmic pull went right to my clit.

      “Nix!” I cried, trying to shift my hips so I could get his cock in me.

      Lifting his head, he looked down at me with a sexy smile. “Got a greedy pussy?”

      I nodded, reached down and gripped his dick. I could barely close my fingers around him. He hissed out a breath and stiffened. “Fuck, Kit.”

      “Now,” I whispered, rolling my hips up so he sank into me, just enough to tease us both.

      He groaned, pushed forward. “Oh fuck.”

      He was big and taking him was hard, but I was so wet that he was able to push forward, pull back, a little bit at a time until he was in all the way. I felt his balls bump my bottom.

      I exhaled, relaxed my hands which had been pressing against his chest.

      He kissed me again as he began to fuck me. Deep strokes that hit my clit every time. I couldn’t get enough air, and I turned my head to the side. Cried out his name.

      I blinked my eyes open, saw Donovan beside the bed. Watching as he worked his dick.

      In the moment, I’d forgotten about him. Knowing he was watching me get fucked by his friend made me wetter. Nix nipped at my neck when he felt it. This was so dirty. Filthy, getting fucked by two men. But this wasn’t just any two men. This was Nix and Donovan. They would never hurt me. They’d take care of me. Make all of my worries slip away. Catch me when I fell.

      And that pushed me over the edge, the knowledge I could let go and they’d be there, watching and keeping me safe. I came on a gasp, pulling my knees back so I could take even more of Nix. My inner walls clenched down on him. He groaned and fucked me harder, becoming wild in his motions until he thrust hard one last time, held himself deep and came.

      His breath fanned my neck, our bodies were slick with sweat. It had been so good, my fingers tingled. I had thought about being with Nix as my vibrator got me off, but it had been nothing like this. Not even close. And I wasn’t even done.

      Nix reached between us, held onto the base of the condom as he pulled out, sat back on his heels. “Fuck, you’re perfect.” He grinned, his eyes sated and happy.

      I smiled shyly up at him. My pussy throbbed, almost ached from the pounding. But I was ready for more.

      “How do you want her, Donovan?”

      “Hands and knees, Kitty Kat. Face the bathroom so when Nix comes out, he can watch you get fucked.”

      Nix moved off the bed and gave me a wink before he went to dispose of the condom. I rolled and looked at Donovan as I moved as he wanted. Compared him to Nix.

      Donovan was bigger. Everywhere. He was just a larger man. Football big. Legs like tree trunks. Torso like a barrel. Dick like a third arm.

      “Like what you see?” he asked, giving himself another stroke.

      I nodded, licked my lips.

      “Fuck, Kitty Kat. You can suck me off another time. I tasted that gorgeous pussy. It’s time to fuck it.”

      He stalked around the bed and I turned my head to watch him as he moved. Kneeling on the bed behind me, his hand slid down the length of my back.

      “You wet for me?”

      “Yes,” I whispered, as he slid a finger through my folds.

      “Sore?”

      I shook my head.

      “Ready for more dick?”

      I wiggled my hips. “Please, Donovan.”

      Gripping the base, he slid the head over me. “Please, what?”

      “Please give me more dick. Ahhhh!”

      He didn’t wait, slid into me in one slow push. Where Nix had been big, Donovan was thicker, stretching me so much. Where Nix had been a touch wild, Donovan was controlled. Completely opposite of their personalities.

      A big hand settled on my shoulder as he began to take me, keeping me from moving across the bed. His other hand cupped my breast, played with the nipple.

      That was how Nix saw me when he came out of his bathroom. Being fucked from behind and taken hard.

      “Shit, I’m hard again,” he swore.

      He was. His dick was growing as I watched. My fingers clenched the blanket as Donovan wrung the pleasure from me, slow enough to be almost torture. Perhaps he was moving carefully because of his size, but it was so good. I pushed back as he thrust to get as much of him as I could. I’d never come three times before, but I was ready to do so again. I’d never been so eager. So… hot for it.

      “Nix, come here,” I said, my voice sounding so unlike my own, all sultry and breathy.

      He stepped close and I reached out, gripped his cock and pulled him closer. He didn’t resist, not one bit. I was in just the right position to lick him, then take him into my mouth. He was clean tasting and smooth against my tongue. Yet hard and big enough to doubt I’d be able to take all of him.

      “Kit,” he moaned.

      I was being bold. I’d never been like this before. Wild. Passionate to have one man fuck me while I sucked another one off. These two pulled it out of me, brought out a side I’d never known. They weren’t complaining. In fact, they liked it. Liked me this way and that made me even hotter.

      I sucked Nix as best I could as Donovan fucked me. All three of us together, giving each other pleasure. None of us lasted long, for it was just too good. Nix, who’d come just a short time ago, came first, his salty essence coating my tongue. He pulled out and I came, the pleasure like a rolling wave, taking me under. That finished Donovan off and he pulled me up and back so I was pressed against him, straddling his thighs. “Kitty Kat,” he breathed into my ear as I felt him pulse and fill the condom.

      I must have passed out in his arms because I vaguely remembered a washcloth between my thighs, a blanket being pulled over me. A hard body to nestle against. I just knew I was content. Sated.
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      I lay awake thinking about the case. Kit was tucked into my side, her arm over my belly, one leg tucked over mine. I was hard, again, but I ignored it as best I could. I’d come twice and while my balls should have been empty, I wanted her again. I didn’t think it would ever stop, this need.

      But now she was in my arms. Her scent filled the air, along with the tang of sex. And that made me even harder. She’d been wild. Passionate. Naughty. Just as I’d expected. She was so reserved, kept her emotions on lockdown all the time. I didn’t blame her, not with her mom the way she was. The woman could be set off by anything. News. The weather. Hell, even the mailman knocking on the door. Kit had learned to hide any kind of intense emotions. Too much excitement or too much worry could destroy Mrs. Lancaster’s perfectly balanced life. That was how Kit had worded it, and it made sense.

      But it made it hard on Kit. No kid should have to mother a parent. No high schooler should have to work full time to make ends meet. She shouldn’t be a mom to her own mom. But she was.

      She’d gone it alone for so long. But now she had us. Donovan and I were in this with her. When we’d said there was no going back, we’d meant it. We would, though, need a bigger fucking bed.

      While mine was king-sized, Donovan was too fucking big for the three of us to fit comfortably. Kit was practically draped over me, but we needed space. But that was an easy fix. We’d just move somewhere that fit all of us.

      What wasn’t so easy was the fucking murder of Erin Mills. How was I going to handle an investigation and a relationship with one of the suspects? It would have to be a secret, of course. It wouldn’t matter once Kit was cleared, but until then… we had to be careful.

      Kit stirred, mumbled. I stroked her hip with the hand that was wrapped around her, but she didn’t settle.

      “No,” she cried, then sat up and gasped.

      Doing so, she elbowed me in the crotch. I angled my thigh fortunately, which kept my dick from getting hit.

      She sat there, gasping. Even in the dark, I could see her blink, trying to clear the nightmare. Tried to figure out where she was.

      “Kit, shh, it’s okay. You’re here with us. You’re safe.”

      Donovan stirred, came up on his elbow on the far side of the bed.

      “Nightmare?” he murmured.

      Kit’s body was glorious with just the soft glow of moonlight. The sheet was about her waist, her breasts heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Her nipples were dark circles, soft and lickable. Yup, I was fucking hard.

      “God, I had a nightmare,” she said, brushing her hair back with a shaky hand. “All I could see was Erin. Dead on the floor.” She looked at her hands. “I can still feel the blood.”

      I sat up, ran a hand up and down her arm, trying to soothe her, trying to get her mind on the here and now. “You’re safe.”

      “But Erin—”

      “I know. It’s my job to find out what happened to her.”

      She nodded, turned to look at me. “Okay.”

      “It’s my job to take care of you.”

      I meant it.

      “That’s right, Kitty Kat,” Donovan said. His hand stroked her bare back. We were both touching her, both letting her know we were right here with her. “You’re not alone anymore.”

      She dropped down onto my chest, tucked her face into my shoulder. “Hold me.”

      Fuck, yes. I wrapped my arms around her, cupped her head with the back of my hand, cupped her ass with the other, keeping her as close to me as possible.

      She breathed, and I felt her relax into my hold. But then she shifted so my cock was right at her entrance. Fuck, the heat of her on the tip made my balls ache. She was wet, too, coating me.

      “Please, Nix.” She moved in my hold, pushing herself down on me. Who was I to deny a woman who needed my dick?

      I groaned and let my hands roam as she settled on me so I filled her completely. “Kit,” I groaned, then somehow remembered. “Condom.”

      “I’m on the pill. I want… need nothing between us.” She tipped her chin up, looked at me in the darkness. “Make me forget.”

      That was all it took. I settled my hands on her hips, helped her lift and lower as I thrust up and into her. The feel of her, bare, had me close to coming and she’d barely moved. She was so hot, so wet. The feel of taking her with no latex barrier… the sweetest thing in the world. She sat up, put her hands on my chest, began to ride me. Her head fell back, her long hair tickling my thighs.

      Donovan shifted so he could reach her, cupped and played with her breasts as she found her pleasure in me. Forgot everything but the feel of being possessed. Protected.

      Of not being alone.

      “This is happening so fast,” she said as she circled her hips.

      “Fast?” I replied. Sweat dotted my brow. “Kit, this between the three of us, it’s been happening for years. It’s just intense. It’s never been like this before. Ever.”

      She stilled, my cock buried deep as she looked down at me. At Donovan. “I know.”

      “We’ll always be here for you,” he said, tugging on her nipple. That made her forget everything and ride me like the most perfect cowgirl until she came all over my cock. Until I filled her with my cum. Yeah, there was no going back now. She was fucking mine.
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      KIT

      

      I stirred when Donovan kissed my forehead. I smiled, snuggled into the covers and opened my eyes.

      “Hi,” he murmured. “I didn’t want to wake you, but I wanted to say goodbye.”

      Lifting the blanket over my mouth, I said, “Don’t get close. I have awful morning breath.”

      He grinned. “Nothing about you is awful.”

      I rolled my eyes, but didn’t lower the blanket.

      “I have to get to the office.”

      I looked to the other side of the bed—empty—and then back at Donovan. “Where’s Nix?” I breathed in the scent of coffee and Donovan’s spicy aftershave. Definitely something I could get used to.

      “He left early. You were out cold.”

      “You guys wore me out.”

      They had. I was relaxed in a way only several orgasms could achieve. I was also a little sore. To say they were vigorous and thorough lovers was an understatement. And two men? My body totally got worked. I was also exhausted. The nightmare hadn’t helped at all.

      He grinned, stepped back. “If I don’t get out of here, I’ll be getting back in bed with you.”

      Yes, please.

      “I’ve got to go to my apartment, shower and get ready for work.”

      It was then I noticed he was in the clothes from the night before. I’d assumed—until last night—that Donovan and Nix lived together.

      “Your car’s in the driveway. We went and picked it up from your office.”

      “You went and got it for me?”

      He shrugged. “Figured you’d need it.”

      Everything came back in a rush and my smile slipped. The good feelings slid away. How could I have forgotten?

      Erin was dead.

      I pushed myself up in bed, leaned against the pillows and the headboard, tugged the sheet up so I was well-covered. Murdered friends and sexy times didn’t go together.

      My eyes felt gritty with lack of sleep and I rubbed them. I needed coffee and soon. “I’ll call Nix and find out when he wants me to give my statement.”

      “He told me to tell you nine.”

      I glanced at the bedside clock. Seven forty-five. “Sure.”

      “Be careful.”

      I remembered Erin’s bloody body. “Should I be worried?”

      He sighed. “The murderer’s out there.”

      I didn’t need that reminder.

      “You have no idea how fiercely protective I am of you, but this situation is a mess. We finally get you… here”—he tugged gently at the sheet—“and Nix is off trying to get your name off the suspect list.”

      “He’s worried about his job? How being with me will affect him?”

      “He’s worried about you.”

      “And you?” I asked.

      He smiled. “Kitty Kat.” He didn’t say more on the subject. “We can’t call you since your phone records are being checked. While I’m not ashamed of us, I don’t need to screw up the investigation. I’ll get in touch with you later.”

      With a wink, he was gone.

      Screw up the investigation.

      I had nothing to do with Erin’s murder, but I was tangled in it. Being with Nix and Donovan could screw not just with the investigation, but with their jobs. Fucking a suspect probably wasn’t a good idea. If I were cleared, then was us being together okay? I didn’t know the nuances of the law, but I knew they were the ones putting their careers on the line. Not me. I had no career.

      I climbed from the bed, my earlier happiness about being in Nix’s bed pretty much gone. Alone, reality returned.

      I found my overnight bag on the vanity in the bathroom. I showered, using the soap and shampoo that smelled like Nix, and pulled myself together. Nix had packed me jeans and two shirts, sandals, toothbrush and hairbrush. He’d included no makeup or hair products, so while clothed, I’d certainly be casual.

      As for underwear, he’d found the sexiest and skimpiest silk panties and matching bra. Knowing how Nix felt about me, about what he liked to do to me, it only made my pussy clench in eagerness for him.

      After making Nix’s bed, I sat at his kitchen table as I worked on my first cup of coffee—someone had left a full pot for me—and called Eddie Nickel. He answered on the second ring. “Hi, Mr. Nickel, this is Kit Lancaster.” I tried to sound bright and cheerful.

      “Kit! You caught me on a break between shoots.”

      He sounded very upbeat for first thing in the morning. I was finishing my first hit of caffeine, but it sounded like he was on his fifth.

      “Eddie, remember? No one calls me Mr. Nickel.”

      He was casual. Far too casual for my liking, but I had a feeling that was the way of Hollywood stars. Everyone knew him, therefore everyone was a friend. In his forties, he hadn’t quite hit over-the-hill status in films. For men, they didn’t age, they matured. He was handsome, incredibly so. He knew it. Women flocked to him which gave him the validation he clearly craved. I’d never fawned over him. He wasn’t my type. Erin was—had been—friends with his daughter, Poppy. We’d all gone to school together.

      I liked Poppy. As for Shane, he was a year ahead in school, but our paths didn’t cross that much. They were both really nice and well-adjusted considering their father’s ego and his being off shooting a movie more than he’d been at home, but I learned early enough to be jaded about rich parents. Money could buy pretty much anything, except love. Parents who actually gave a shit.

      “Right.” I stirred my coffee with a spoon, even though it didn’t need it. “I’m sure you’ve heard the news.”

      “A detective notified me yesterday morning. Awful.”

      My mind flashed to finding Erin dead on her floor. I paused, swallowed, pulled myself together.

      “Obviously, we missed our meeting with you,” I plowed on. “I know your movie will go on even with what happened to Erin.”

      “Yes, we have a deadline to wrap up shooting here in Cutthroat in three weeks.”

      “Right, that’s why I was calling. Did you want to meet later today to talk end-of-shoot party?”

      “Kit, Kit, Kit.” His voice sounded as if he were scolding. “We can’t work with you now. I mean, there’d be bad press. The movie’s event planner was murdered. That’s what the tabloids would latch on to, not the movie itself.”

      I set my elbow on the table, rested my forehead in my hand. “But—”

      “You’ve done great work, but my assistant has found someone else.”

      He had no clue what kind of work we’d done. It had been all behind the scenes tasks, planning a venue, caterers, band, for the party. He was full of shit. And he wasn’t going to change his mind. I knew his kind. Rich, self-centered, thoughtless. I felt sorry for Poppy.

      “I hope they find out what happened to Erin. Good kid.”

      He hung up. Good kid?

      I groaned. Loud. Stood. Paced. Tried to rip my hair out.

      Eddie Nickel’s production company had been Mills Moments’ biggest client. Our biggest money-maker that would have lasted almost a year in events and projects for the movie they were shooting now. We’d hoped they’d use us for future work as well. This work was why I’d returned to Cutthroat.

      Now? Only one other client remained, a baby shower scheduled for next month. I looked up the hostess’s number, introduced myself when she answered. “I’ve got the invitations ready to go to the post office.”

      “You can just drop them off, Kit, and I can take over.”

      My stomach dropped and tears clogged my throat. I took a second, tried to keep my voice even. “Are you sure? That’s our job.”

      “Our?” she replied. “Your partner’s dead… murdered and you’re carrying on as if it never happened.”

      I shook my head but she couldn’t see it. “No, no, it’s not like that. Erin would want to ensure her clients’ needs are being met, that their events go smoothly.”

      “They are,” she snapped. “Leave the box of invitations on my front porch. You’ve been paid for work to date.”

      She, too, hung up without saying goodbye.

      Mills Moments was officially out of clients. Out of business.

      I had no trust fund. No rich parents. I needed to make money. So much for my dream job. My mind turned to the diner, where I’d worked all through high school and college. I’d made decent tips. Would they take me back?

      I glanced at the clock on the stove, stood. I had to get to the police station for my statement. The only positive was that I’d see Nix.
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      KIT

      

      “You said on the 9-1-1 call that Erin was dead.”

      Detective Miranski sat at the table across from me. She was in her early thirties, dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. White dress shirt with a simple turquoise necklace. While I couldn’t see beneath the table, she was wearing jeans and sturdy leather boots. She was pretty, but understated. Kind, since she’d introduced herself with a smile when I’d first arrived, but very thorough.

      I had to guess Nix had asked her to do the interview, perhaps for impartiality, I wasn’t sure.

      She wasn’t Nix’s partner, but they were the two police detectives in Cutthroat County, assigned to different cases. Erin’s murder was a big deal, and probably Mr. and Mrs. Mills had put the pressure on the department to find the killer. Detective Miranski seemed competent and put together, making me second guess what Nix saw in me. Why wasn’t Nix into her? Smart, pretty. Employed. Probably had an alibi for Saturday night. I, on the other hand, was out of a job, currently homeless, living out of a travel bag and a murder suspect.

      The interview room was just like on TV. White walls, industrial carpet on the floor. A metal table with four chairs. A one-way mirror.

      I glanced up at Nix, who stood in the corner, leaning casually against the wall. He looked incredible in jeans and a dark blue golf shirt with the police department logo embroidered on the chest. I wanted to run my hands all over him, but folded them in my lap. Besides stating his name and job title for the video recording an hour ago, he hadn’t said anything else. Barely moved.

      I tried to block him out, for if I didn’t, I’d think about how I knew exactly what he looked like beneath his shirt, that I’d pawed and licked every inch of those rock-hard abs. And other rock-hard places on his body.

      “I guess I did. I was a little freaked.”

      “But you touched her. If you knew she was dead, why did you touch her?”

      I frowned. “When I saw her lying there, my first instinct was to go to her and help. Wouldn’t you do that?”

      She didn’t say anything, just waited.

      “Her eyes were open,” I continued, blinking back tears. “Staring. Her color was awful. God, I had no idea people turned that pale. I didn’t want her to be dead.”

      I ran my hands up and down my arms. It wasn’t cold in the room, but there was a huge air vent in the ceiling and it had a ridiculously strong breeze for such a small space.

      “You didn’t hear anything.”

      I took a deep breath, let it out. Sniffed. “I told you this already. No. I didn’t hear anything.”

      “How is that possible?”

      Shrugging, I said, “I don’t know. Her house is big. My bedroom was on the first floor in the back. The kitchen, the laundry room and an exercise room are between my room and where she was found. I didn’t usually hear her come in at night, and if she had someone with her, I wouldn’t know. Unless they were shouting.”

      “Had that happened before? Erin shouting with someone?”

      I thought back. “Loud voices one night. She’d brought a guy home. After a minute or two, they went up to her bedroom and then it was quiet. I fell back asleep. I met him the next morning in the kitchen. She’d said they’d been drunk.”

      “What’s the man’s name?”

      “Kurt something. He was in my Econ class at the community college, but that was a few years ago.”

      “You said you were working a wedding at the Red Barn.” The detective looked at her papers. “What time did you get home?”

      “Around eleven thirty. On the way home, I stopped at the gas station on South Fourth to get my mom her lottery ticket.”

      “Is this something you usually do?”

      Nodding, I said, “Yes. My mother is agoraphobic. She hasn’t left her house in years. She hopes to hit the mega millions, although because she doesn’t leave the house, it’s not like she’ll buy a boat or something.” I sighed. “Anyway, yes. I’ve been getting her a ticket every day, even when I lived in Billings.”

      She wrote something on her papers, then looked up at me. “How long have you been back in town?”

      “Five weeks.”

      “Anyone else in particular?”

      “She mentioned a few guys. Shane Nickel.”

      Her eyes widened. “Eddie Nickel’s son?”

      “Eddie grew up in Cutthroat,” Nix told the detective. “His kids grew up here. I went to school with Shane.”

      “Okay, so Shane Nickel,” Detective Miranski repeated.

      “I don’t know much about it because I think she kept me out of the loop.”

      I remembered her saying they’d been hanging out. I wasn’t sure if that meant they’d slept together or if they’d gone bowling. With Erin, I had no idea. I just knew it had been casual since he hadn’t been the only guy.

      She arched a dark brow. “Why’s that? You worked together, were even roommates.”

      I bit my lip. The list—and the short time frame—made Erin out to be kind of slutty. I didn’t care what Erin did with guys. I was a little envious of her boldness, of her ability to put herself out there, but I always wondered if she were lonely. In the time I’d been back in Cutthroat, Erin and I hadn’t been all that close. We’d worked together, but she went out every night. Partied. We hadn’t done our nails together while watching movies. Nothing girlfriends did. It was clear, even though I had been staying in her house, we’d drifted apart while I’d been gone.

      “Because I was gone for a year, maybe. She’s always been more extroverted than me. Loved to go out. Have fun. Before I left, I worked too hard to date much. She was, well, gorgeous and could have any guy she wanted. Definitely out of my league.”

      Nix moved then, crossed his arms.

      She offered a small smile, like girlfriend to girlfriend and pushed a notepad to me. “Here, you said she mentioned some guys. Write the names down.”

      I scribbled down the few names I knew. One or two I remembered from high school, but hadn’t seen much of them after graduation. And not since I’d been back.

      “Since you didn’t hear an argument, or anything else the other night, she must have known her assailant.”

      I stared at the detective, then at Nix for a moment. “I have no idea.”

      “You lived in Billings for the past year?”

      I nodded.

      “Why did you leave Cutthroat in the first place?”

      I didn’t dare look at Nix. “I took a job at a hotel there in their events department.” It wasn’t a lie, just not all of the truth.

      “Right, Erin’s company is Mills Moments,” she said, picking up her pen and making a notation on the pad in front of her. She glanced up at me with her piercing green eyes. “Did you and Erin always want to do event planning?”

      “I did. I like to be organized.” An understatement considering my mother. Nix knew about her. Most people I went to school with knew about her. It wasn’t a secret, but I wasn’t going to share my mother’s anxiety and hoarding to the detective. It had no impact on the case.

      “You came back because Erin offered you a job.”

      She didn’t state it as a question. “That’s right.”

      “Had she gone out with a specific guy Saturday night?”

      “Not that I know of. Like I said, she doesn’t do boyfriends. Never has.”

      “But based on the list you just gave”—she tapped her finger on the paper with the names—“what were they then? One-night stands?”

      “We didn’t talk about her sex life.”

      “What do you think?”

      I shrugged. “Back in high school, her parents would get on her for guys she dated. Doing high school stuff like a movie or a dance. They pretty much vetoed every guy as not good enough. As you can imagine, she didn’t like that. What teenager did? So she adapted to that, never got serious enough for her parents to get involved. Also steered clear of high school boys. Moved onto older ones.” I tucked my hair behind my ear. “These days, from what I can tell, she hung out. Fooled around. Did the casual thing. You could call them one-night stands, I guess.”

      “It’s been said that you and Erin had a fight.”

      I stared at her wide-eyed. Her topic switches were giving me whiplash.

      “The other night?”

      She opened a folder she’d set to the side, slid it in front of her and read something on the top page. “At The Gallows. Last week.”

      The Gallows was a bar downtown. It was popular with locals, had good food and a happening ladies’ night. I’d been once with Erin, but I had only been there as her wingman, but obviously we’d been noticed.

      “Yeah. We got into an argument about taking the Eddie Nickel account. Organizing events for the movie launch. It was a big deal. Big money. Erin wanted it because it would get the business name out there, to Hollywood.”

      “You didn’t want that contract?” she asked.

      “I did, but Erin and I, we have… had, different ways of thinking about some things.”

      “Like what?”

      I gave a little laugh. “Money. She had it. Lots of it. While she was trying to make the business a success, I think it was just a pastime for her. She didn’t have to work. I don’t have money. You know that, I’m sure from your investigating. I need to have a job, need a paycheck to pay the bills. To cover some of my mom’s expenses.”

      “I’d think the Nickel’s account would be great for you then,” she replied.

      “If it worked out, yes. The money would have been great and the connections would have really pushed the business. But if it failed, if the contract fell through, then we’d be out of clients. It was her plan to have that be our only client. She didn’t do anything small, including arguments.”

      “But Saturday night, before Erin was murdered, you were working a wedding the company planned. The last time you saw Erin?”

      “Yes, even though we were ramping up work for the Nickel’s movie, that event had been on the books for months, well before I returned. A baby shower, too, which fell through this morning.” I thought of the phone call, frowned. “Erin had a cushion of cash to take big risks. I didn’t. We fought about that because I moved back here to work with her, and if it fell through…”

      “Then you’d be out everything.”

      “Exactly. In all the time we’ve been friends, she never once made me feel bad for having less, but she also didn’t understand.”

      She looked at me pointedly. “Keith Mills said you were friends with Erin for her money.”

      Wow, that hurt. Even though I knew that’s what he thought to be true.

      “I’ve known that since the seventh grade when he told me that to my thirteen-year-old face.”

      “Oh?”

      I flushed hotly. “I’d been invited with a bunch of other girls to a sleepover at Erin’s. I got my period. First time.” I flicked my gaze to Nix. “Ruined my jeans.”

      Fortunately, being a woman, she understood. I wasn’t too thrilled to share the story with Nix listening in.

      “Erin had been cool, lending me a pair of her pants to wear. Mr. Mills noticed I was wearing her hundred-dollar bejeweled sweatpants and accused me of using her to get better clothes. I was crushed and left instead of spending the night. That was the first time he made his feelings known.”

      After all these years, knowing Mr. Mills still felt that way, that he’d told that to the police…

      “In college, I dated Lucas Mills for a few months. Erin’s brother,” I added, even though she probably already knew. Based on her questions—and the fact that she wasn’t familiar—I didn’t think the detective had grown up in Cutthroat. “We did dinner, movies, the usual stuff.”

      “And his parents didn’t like it?”

      I frowned, remembering. “He was twenty at the time and wasn’t living at home. His parents didn’t find out right away. We ran into them one night at a restaurant. Mrs. Mills pulled me aside, called me trash. Said it was fine for her son to sow his oats with someone like me.” I used the little air quotes. “But he’d settle down with someone better.” I huffed out a laugh. “He was young and I doubt he was looking to settle down with me or anyone else. He left for the military shortly after that. While we hadn’t really broken up, we just… stopped. He stayed away for a few years. Got deployed. He’s not like his parents at all.”

      “I see,” Miranski replied neutrally.

      “Do I need to tell you more stories?” I asked.

      She held up her hand. “Nope. Got the idea. Keith and Ellen Mills don’t like you.”

      I offered a fake smile. “Pretty much.”

      “Would Erin hire you just to make her parents mad?”

      I stiffened, because it was definitely something she’d do. “She is… was twenty-six. I have no doubt she did things to snub her parents, and maybe having me work with her to mess with them was a side benefit. But that’s going a little far, even for her.”

      I took a deep breath, set my hands on the table.

      “Erin was the face of the company. She could sell ice to an Eskimo. What she couldn’t do was organize. That was where I come in. I’d say I’m a little OCD, liking things in the right place, which is great for an event planning business.”

      The detective looked thoughtful for a moment. “If Mills Moments is shut down, what will you do now?”

      I shrugged again, glanced up at Nix. “I’m going to go see if I can get my waitressing job back. Am I all done here?”

      “For now,” she replied, standing.

      I stood as well, tucked my hair behind my ear.

      “You’d have arrested me if you thought I did it, right?”

      Nix pushed off the wall. “If we had evidence that proved you did it, we’d arrest you.”

      I frowned at his statement. “You think I did it but can’t prove it?”

      God, I’d slept with Nix and he’d thought I’d killed Erin?

      “Nix didn’t say that,” Detective Miranski replied. “We’re working all angles right now. So you’re aware, a judge has signed search warrants for your phone and bank records and the crime scene team went through your bedroom at Erin’s house yesterday.”

      I had nothing to hide. They’d find that out soon enough, but I had no doubt they would look. Hard. I barely had cash in my bank and my phone was a pay-as-you-go plan and I didn’t use it much. Intentionally. As for my bedroom. I’d felt funny knowing Nix grabbed underwear for me. But crime scene techs pawing through it, or… god, my bedside drawer with my vibrator—”

      I flushed just thinking about them finding it. I felt… violated. Judged. Like I was bad again. Trash. “I can’t be the only one you’re looking into.” I couldn’t be the only person whose panties were pawed over.

      “No. We’re working—”

      “All angles,” I finished for her, holding up my hand. “Got it.”

      “I’ll walk you out,” Nix said, going to the door and opening it.

      He followed behind me, through the station and with a hand on my elbow, stopped me in the hall front of the vending machines. Once I turned to look up at him, his hand fell away.

      “You’re not the only person of interest, Kit,” he told me, tipping his voice low even though there was no one in the hall with us and the sounds of a busy station echoed off the utilitarian walls. “We’ve got warrants for Erin’s parents’ phone and bank records. Her brother, too. We’re looking at boyfriends, who she called, her credit cards. Everything. Okay?”

      He offered probably more than he should.

      “Okay.”

      As we headed to the front entrance, a man’s shouting couldn’t be missed. “Why is my bank calling me? My daughter was murdered and you’re digging through my financials? What the hell is wrong here? You should be looking for the killer!”

      Keith Mills’ voice was easily recognizable. So was his anger. We came around the corner and I saw Mr. Mills. The policeman at the front desk stood, hands tucked into his utility belt, unfazed. “Sir, calm down.”

      He looked the same as always, perpetually tan, perfectly groomed salt-and-pepper hair, pressed khakis and a blue golf shirt. The only thing that ever changed in his appearance was the shirt’s color.

      “My daughter was murdered and you want me to calm down?” Then he saw me and his face shifted from anger to disdain. “Well, well. Kit Lancaster.” He looked me over as if I were still wearing Erin’s borrowed sweatpants from seventh grade. “Why aren’t you behind bars?”

      I froze, all the hateful things he’d said to me over the years coming back. But wanting me in jail? It was a new low.

      Mr. Mills glanced over my shoulder at Nix. “My life’s being picked apart and the woman who was in the house when Erin was murdered is walking around scot-free?”

      Veins stuck out at his temples and spittle flew as he pointed at me.

      With a hand at the small of my back, Nix urged me into motion. “I’m walking Miss Lancaster to her car. When I return, I’ll talk with you about the case. But only if you calm down.”

      Mr. Mills sputtered as we walked away, Nix’s pace quickened, and I was outside and across the parking lot to my car within a minute. I realized that Nix hadn’t contradicted Mr. Mills or stood up for me.

      “Do you think I killed Erin?” I whispered, suddenly weary. The lack of sleep was catching up with me. My emotions were like a rollercoaster.

      “What?” His eyes widened. “No.”

      “Then why didn’t you say that? Why didn’t you have my back in there?” I thought of the night before, being held in his arms. Holding me after my nightmare. God, I’d practically climbed him like a monkey after, desperate for him.

      “With Keith Mills? Because I have to remain impartial.”

      “Impartial?” I snapped. “He pretty much said I did it. And you didn’t tell him otherwise.”

      He leaned forward so he could look me in the eye. “I want to go back in there and rip the asshole’s head off.” He stuck his arm out and pointed toward the station. “After what you said to Miranski about him, you think I liked letting him say that shit about you? Knowing he’s been doing it for years?” He raked his hand through his hair, his eyes filled with rage. “Punching a murder victim’s father in the face isn’t in my job description, Kit. In order to find Erin’s killer, I have to put up with guys like Mills. I’m just mad you do, too.”

      “What about during the questioning? You barely said a word.”

      His hand slid over his hair in obvious frustration. I’d held those silky strands between my fingers as he fucked me. “Because we were on record. Because what I said in front of Miranski is true. If we had evidence that proved you killed Erin, you would be in jail.”

      I paused, waited for him to say more. “But…”

      “But you didn’t fucking do it, therefore you’re free to go.” He took a step closer, all that dark intensity shifting to need. “Free to be in my bed.”

      “Nix,” I murmured, checking out the embroidered police logo on his pec. I couldn’t look him in the eye. “I can’t do this hot and cold thing. I was in your bed all night and now you pretend you barely know me.”

      “That’s right. Pretend. No one can know we’re together.”

      That hurt. A lot. If they meant forever, then they should want to show me off, not hide me like a dark secret. But it wasn’t about what they wanted. It was about their jobs.

      “Mr. Mills would lose his shit.”

      The corner of his mouth tipped up, barely, but it wasn’t that much of a joke. It was actually true.

      “The case could be compromised.” Yeah, that, too. What he didn’t say was their jobs would probably be at stake, too. I didn’t like the feel of that, the weight of that on our relationship. Their careers were at risk because of me.

      “I want to kiss you,” he said, but didn’t step close to do so. He had about four feet between us, far enough to keep anyone who might look our way from thinking we were anything more than detective and witness.

      “What about your job?” I asked, voicing aloud what I’d been thinking.

      “I’ll worry about that. So… later?” He said that last word with so much intent, I knew it meant getting naked and screaming his name.

      He growled and stepped close, set his hand on the roof of my car, penning me in. I loved the dominance of the moment. He didn’t have to say anything for me to know he wanted me and wasn’t planning on taking no for an answer.

      “Nix,” I whispered, looking around. Standing like this wasn’t a good thing. What if Mr. Mills saw us? Nix might say he would worry about his job, but I worried. I wasn’t worth losing all he’d worked for.

      “Later,” he repeated, this time not as a question. I took a deep breath, picked up his clean scent. I recognized the smell of his soap since I had it on me, too.

      I nodded because I had a feeling he wouldn’t step back until I agreed.

      “I can’t call you,” he said, pushing off the car and stepping back. “As I said, your phone records are being reviewed.”

      “Right,” I replied, remembering what Donovan had said earlier. I dug my keys from my purse, turned to my car. I wasn’t sure if my hand was shaking because of his dominance or the reminder I was still a suspect. Reality was sinking in. My friend had been murdered. I was under investigation. If my pussy wasn’t a little sore, I’d have wondered if last night had actually happened.

      “What are you going to do now?”

      That was the question of the day. I glanced over my shoulder at him. I couldn’t believe a guy so hot was into me. I glanced at his hands, remembered what he could do with them. How gentle he could be. How skilled those fingers were. And I knew what was beneath that jeans and shirt. Knew every sinewy plane, every inch of his huge dick. Still, us being together was a dirty little secret. One that could blow the case, his career. Donovan’s too.

      Was I as Mr. Mills had said? Trash? Was I ruining two men’s lives for a wild time? The night before, they’d said forever. But that was when I was naked. When faced with losing everything, was I worth it? I couldn’t rely on them. I trusted them, believed what they said, but couldn’t hold them to it. I needed to be able to stand on my own two feet, to support myself and my mom. I needed a paycheck.

      “Eddie Nickel ended the big contract and the baby shower that was the only remaining client wants nothing to do with me.” I kicked a pebble on the pavement. “I’m headed to the diner to beg for my old job back.”
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      DONOVAN

      

      “You wanted to see me?”

      My father looked up from his desk, smiled. “Donnie. Come and sit.”

      He extended his hand to indicate the chairs that faced him. He didn’t stand, didn’t give me a hug. We didn’t have that kind of relationship. Oh, I’d gotten manly slaps on the back and got the usual Donnie, which made me inwardly cringe. He’d said he was proud of me often enough. But not to me, Donovan Nash, but the prosecutor for Cutthroat County. I’d ensured some bad people were off the streets and he’d been pleased with my stats. I kept Cutthroat safe and that helped keep him mayor.

      And who could be more satisfied with that than Anthony Nash, mayor?

      Yeah, the fucking mayor.

      He was sixty-two and had no plans to retire, unless he got voted out of office.

      “What’s the latest on the Erin Mills’ murder?” he asked as I dropped into a chair.

      I knew this was why he’d asked for me to take the elevator to the third floor of the city building that housed his office as well as the DA. Small time drug dealers and wife beaters didn’t affect his chances for reelection like a murder of the town’s “It Girl” and daughter of his biggest campaign contributor.

      He didn’t give a shit that my summer softball league won the championship or that I’d bought a new car. He would care about Kit, but for all the wrong reasons.

      “You’d have to ask the detectives about that. It hasn’t hit our office yet.”

      He pursed his lips. People said we looked alike. His fair hair was mostly gray now, but he hadn’t lost any of it, which boded well for me. He kept active, in the summer playing golf and the winter skiing on the slopes of Cutthroat Mountain, and it showed. He hadn’t married again after Mom died, but I knew he’d been casually seeing Angela Martin on the side. Had been for years. Another thing we didn’t talk about.

      “You’ll be trying the case,” he commented, resting his elbows on the arms of his high-back chair and steepling his fingers together. “I’m surprised Nix didn’t give you the latest over a beer or something.”

      I didn’t answer. Instead of sharing a beer the night before, we’d shared Kit. Fucking her was much more fun than talking about the case.

      He sighed, leaned forward and rested his forearms on his desk. “I’ve heard they’re looking into the Mills family, men Erin may have dated, Erin’s roommate, the house cleaners and even neighbors.”

      I nodded. “Autopsy is this morning. It all sounds like standard procedure,” I replied, picking up a glass paperweight and tossing it from hand to hand.

      “This shouldn’t be standard procedure,” he countered. “We need this killer found. And fast.”

      I stopped the juggling and looked at him. “Why? Because the election’s in a few months?”

      His jaw clenched. “It’s not only my career on the line.”

      I frowned. “What are you talking about?”

      He shrugged. “The District Attorney’s going to want the killer behind bars just as much as I do. That falls to your shoulders.”

      “Meaning don’t fuck this up.” While the DA was in charge of the office and dealt with politics, like meetings with my father, I dealt with the actual cases, did the time in the courtroom. If things went south, it was on me.

      This meant I shouldn’t have fucked a prime suspect’s pussy while she sucked the lead detective’s dick. And planned to do some other variety of that later tonight.

      He lifted a hand in a stop gesture. “I didn’t say that.”

      I stood, set the paperweight back down.

      “You didn’t have to.” I was used to his passive aggressiveness.

      “You’ll be the DA within five years if I have my way,” he said to my back as I made my way to his office door. He had aspirations for me that had never matched my own. If he were mayor and his son DA, the power he’d have. Nash and Nash, like some kind of TV show.

      Whatever.

      “Your way?”

      He smiled, saccharine sweet. “Donnie, having power means you control lots of places in the government, not just one seat. Imagine what the Nash boys can do if we’re running Cutthroat.”

      I hadn’t cared all that much about his aspirations for me, until now. But this was the first time he’d practically admitted being heavy handed in my career. Had he pushed cases my way to build up my resume? Did he know things about the DA to get him tossed out of office?

      Fuck. I knew we weren’t close, but I’d never imagined being my father’s pawn.

      I hadn’t thought about it much at all. Until now. Until there were more important things. I’d been going along for the ride because I’d been able to put bad guys away. I’d been content with that, clearly not knowing what Pops had been up to. But there hadn’t been much to stand up for. To protect. Now there was Kit.

      I didn’t want to throw away three years of law school because my dad was power hungry, but I didn’t want any puppet strings either. I wanted to be the man Kit turned to. In the middle of the night, when she was sad. Happy. Horny. I needed her to be able to look me in the eye and be proud of me. And I needed to do the same with myself.

      I turned, looked at the man I once looked up to. Now, I didn’t like anything he stood for. “I want justice, Pops, not to be DA.”

      He looked at me as if he wondered if we shared the same DNA. “It’s the same thing.”

      It was like talking to a fence post. No matter how many times I said it, he wouldn’t understand. I’d gone into law for Mom, not for him. “It’s not the same thing at all.”
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      KIT

      

      “Look who the cat dragged in,” Dolly said, her usual smile on her face, a coffee pot in her hand as she walked by where I stood at the hostess stand. She didn’t stop to say more, but worked her way down the row of booths by the front windows offering refills. I’d rarely seen her out of the diner’s uniform of jeans and a T-shirt with a drawing of the building on the back and sturdy black shoes.

      Once done, she turned on her heel and worked her way back to me.

      “Give me some sugar,” she said and I hugged her. Hard. She was taller than me by a few inches and bony, although she was strong from lugging heavy trays of food about all day. She smelled like cooked onions and rose water. A familiar combination that had me blinking back tears. I’d missed her.

      Dolly’s Diner was one of the only places that was frequented by all of Cutthroat. Tourists and truckers passing through as well. Open twenty-four hours, everyone liked a greasy, late-night breakfast after hard drinking or an early morning business meeting. The rich liked good food in large portions as much as those on a budget. Her parents had started the place back in the sixties—and obviously named it after their only child—when the highway first opened. While they’d retired to Florida when I was a little girl, Dolly and her husband, Clyde, took over the running of it.

      “I heard you were back.” She walked around the lunch counter and put the coffee pot back on the warming plate. Reaching beneath, she pulled out a box of sugar packets and began tucking them into the plastic holders.

      “I’ve been working with Erin Mills.”

      “Heard that, too.” She shook her head. “I can’t believe what happened to her.”

      “I… I found her.”

      Her hands stilled and her shrewd eyes met mine. “Kit.”

      I pasted on a fake smile and leaned against the counter. “I’ve been staying with her, saving up some money for a place of my own.”

      “You’re the hardest worker I know,” she commented. “Still taking care of your momma?”

      I nodded. Nothing more to be said on that one. “I’m sorry I haven’t come to say hi.”

      I was ashamed of myself. I’d hoped to get beyond waitressing, making a career out of event planning. The job at the hotel in Billings was my start toward that, but it was definitely over now. Murder took care of that. But Dolly had been more of a mother than my own, and I should have at least stopped in to visit. I’d started working for her in tenth grade, first bussing tables then waitressing. I’d had the job until last year when I went to Billings. I hadn’t given her notice, but I had called her, let her know where I’d gone.

      Now I was eating humble pie and hoping she’d take me back. I’d always complained about the rich snobs in Cutthroat, but I realized, in this, I wasn’t any better.

      She looked over her shoulder at me, her dark eyebrow raised.

      Seeing the mess she was making of the sugar packets, I sighed. “Here, let me do that.” I stood beside her, grabbed the holders and rearranged the packets so they were tidy.

      “You never liked things out of place,” she commented.

      “I can’t imagine how the customers survived without me the past year,” I replied sarcastically.

      She chuckled. “We’ve muddled through as best we can. Especially since Melinda’s out on maternity leave and one of the new night waitresses—Sally Jennings, I think you babysat for her younger sister back in the day—isn’t the sharpest tool in the shed.”

      The bell that indicated an order was ready rang and Dolly went over to the pass-through window to grab the plates. She walked past me, the scent of greasy fries and burgers followed.

      I bit back a smile. Things around here didn’t change.

      The bell rang again and Dolly called to me. “Get that, will you?”

      I abandoned the sugar packets and went to the window. A cook I didn’t know looked surprised to see me picking up a ticket. “What table?” I asked him.

      “Twelve.”

      I nodded and stacked the plates up my left arm in a way that was second nature. “Got it.”

      Going to table twelve, I handed out the meals, ensured no one needed anything else and went back to the sugar packets. I needed something to keep my hands occupied, and Dolly would make a mess of them if she didn’t let me finish them.

      “I’m a disaster,” I admitted when she returned. “My friend was murdered. I no longer have a job. A place to live. I need money to cover my bills and my mom’s. Dolly, I’m a suspect in Erin’s murder.”

      She set her hand over mine, stilling it. “What?”

      I shrugged. “She was killed while I was sleeping just down the hall. I don’t have an alibi.”

      “The truth will come out. It’s awful about Erin. She was a handful, but she didn’t deserve to have an end like that.” She shuddered, then looked to me. “We could use someone who knows her way around the menu and can do more than basic math with her fingers,” she said as she came to stand beside me again.

      My hands stilled and I looked to her. “You’d take me back, after what I did?”

      “All you did was leave town with a broken heart.”

      She waved her hand as I stared at her, my mouth open.

      “You knew?”

      “I know heartbreak when I see it.” Her keen eyes looked me over. “And I know when that’s over.”

      I blushed and made sure my shirt was in place—as if Donovan or Nix had been around to tug it up to cop a feel. I couldn’t help it because, well, this was Dolly. She didn’t have ESP or anything, but she could read people better than they wanted. Like right now.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “Mmmhmm,” she murmured.

      “What? Do I have a sign on me or something?” God, I hoped not because it would say Double Fucked. I had a hickey on my right boob, but I refused to lift my hand to my neck, worried there was on there I hadn’t seen. Total giveaway.

      “Worked out your issues with those men of yours? By the dark circles under your eyes, I’d say all night.”

      My mouth fell open. “Dolly!”

      “Well?”

      I leaned in and whispered, “You knew about… both of them?”

      “They used to watch you all the time.”

      I frowned. “What are you talking about?”

      She sputtered, shook her head. “They didn’t come in for my coffee. They came here for you. All the time,” she repeated. “Whose section did they always request?”

      I thought back. They used to come in frequently. And sit in my section. I’d thought, well, I hadn’t thought. I’d assumed it was one-sided.

      “But… it’s Nix and Donovan.” I blushed, thinking about them. Smart, handsome, ridiculously virile. I’d been… so unlike myself with both of them. Together. I wasn’t a prude or anything and wasn’t ashamed about wanting sex, but two men was definitely pushing my sexual boundaries. “I mean, two men. One’s the detective on Erin’s murder and the other will prosecute the case.”

      She pursed her lips. “That’s definitely a hot mess, but you’re innocent, so why not be with them?”

      “They could have anyone. I mean, you’ve seen them.”

      She fanned herself. “They aren’t hard on the eyes, that’s for sure. If I were thirty years younger. Why wouldn’t two men be interested in you?”

      I glanced down at the box of sugar packets, then reached in and grabbed a handful, set them on the counter. Without looking up, I stuffed them—neatly—into the containers. “I’m nothing special.”

      “Kittredge Lancaster, what happens when you talk about yourself like that?” she scolded in the mothering tone I’d known for a decade, and used frequently enough.

      “I have to clean out the grease trap,” I replied sullenly. I felt fifteen again dealing with catty high school girls who made me feel less than important.

      “And wouldn’t your time be better spent working the dinner shift?”

      I whipped my head about to meet her shrewd gaze. “Really?”

      “Really,” she countered, and I hugged her something fierce.
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      NIX

      

      “Kit.”

      She spun around when I called her name. The back door of the diner slammed shut behind her, making her jump. The parking lot lights cast her face in sharp contrast, but I couldn’t miss the panic in her eyes.

      When I realized I was in shadow and she couldn’t see me, I stepped forward.

      She stumbled backwards, then froze when she recognized me.

      “Nix,” she replied, on a breathy exhale, her hand going to her chest. Her purse fell off her shoulder and she shoved it back up.

      “Shit, I’m sorry,” I said, stepping close, realizing I’d scared her.

      She whacked me on the chest. “Don’t do that!”

      Her body shook and I grabbed her into a hug. She was all soft and warm, and she was all but vibrating with adrenaline.

      “What kind of policeman are you, scaring the crap out of people?”

      “Why are you out here by yourself?”

      “My shift’s over. My car is right there.”

      I knew exactly where it was since I parked next to it.

      “Have someone walk you to it if it’s dark. Okay?”

      “Yes.” She tried to pull back and I let her. Only enough so she could look up at me. “What are you doing here?”

      “I couldn’t call you, so I was going to have you follow me to Donovan’s. He’s waiting for us.”

      “Oh,” she breathed. I could hear the sound of dishes clattering inside the diner. Her shift was done, but the place was open all night.

      “I told you later, didn’t I?” Ever since the questioning this morning, I’d wanted her. It had been torture letting Miranski grill her. I’d wanted to yank her out of the chair, hug the shit out of her and tell the other detective to fuck off.

      I liked Miranski. She was good at her job, which made my life easier. She could drink most guys under the table over happy hour and could ski the back bowls better than most locals on a good powder day. Being from Colorado, she wasn’t a local. She didn’t think Kit had anything to do with the murder any more than I did, but she knew nothing about Kit, hadn’t grown up with her like I had, so her questions weren’t just to mess with her.

      Keith Mills, on the other hand... The fucker had a thing for Kit, and not the good kind. Hell, I didn’t even want him to know her. But he did and he thought she was bad news. I had no idea if he really considered her guilty or found her a perfect person to vent his anger toward. Kit had taken it for years. Why not dish a little more shit on her plate?

      I’d calmed him down, a little. He was still out for blood, but I warned him from acting out and told him to let us do our jobs. I also gave him a piece of my mind for harassing Kit, although his hatred seemed to run deep. He’d left, but it wasn’t the last I’d see of him about the case.

      “How did you know I was working here?”

      I laughed. “I am a detective.” And she’d told me she was going to try and get her job back. I knew Dolly and Clyde and all those times I’d gone to the diner to talk with Kit, I’d seen the way they doted on her. I knew they’d give her the job back. I didn’t know she’d work tonight, but pulling into the lot and finding her car was easy enough.

      “You thought we weren’t going to connect with you.”

      She was quiet for a one heartbeat, then another.

      “Kit,” I said, drawing the word out.

      She sighed. “I just… it’s happening so fast. I wasn’t sure.”

      I grinned as I walked her backward until she was pressed into the cinder block wall. “Fast? It’s been happening for years.”

      I couldn’t help myself. I kissed her. And nudged my knee between her legs. Our height difference had her practically riding my thigh. My dick pressed into her belly.

      I wanted to flip her around and take her right here. Right now. But she deserved better than behind the diner. And no one saw Kit getting fucked but me and Donovan.

      With a growl, I stepped back, looked down at her. Fuck, she looked good. Her lips glistened in the lights. Her eyes were blurry and she was all soft and pliant against me. I could even feel the hard tips of her nipples against my chest.

      I wouldn’t fuck her here, but that didn’t mean I’d stop touching her. I stroked her hair back. “Where were you going?”

      Her eyes darted away and even in the harsh lights, I could see her blush. “Dolly offered me her couch.”

      I counted to ten, but it did nothing to ease my frustration with her. I wanted to shake some sense into her. I settled my hands on her slim shoulders, but didn’t shake. “Kit—”

      “It’s eleven at night. I hadn’t heard from you, so I thought—”

      “Whatever you were thinking is wrong. You’re ours now, Kit. If you didn’t get that after what we did last night, then Donovan and I aren’t doing it right.”

      The corner of her mouth tipped up. She didn’t believe we were in this all the way. I didn’t like that, that she doubted us, but it was a trust thing. While we’d been into her for so long, she’d thought we’d been off limits for over a year. I stifled a smile. Donovan and me, together. Yeah, no. So maybe it would take her a little longer to get her head in the game, but we’d show her. Prove to her we meant every word. Every touch. Everything.

      “Let’s go.” I slung my arm around her shoulder and led her to her car.

      Thirty minutes later, we were in Donovan’s apartment and she was in my arms again. “Finally,” I murmured, kissing her neck. “Mmm, you smell like French fries.”

      She laughed pulled out of my hold.

      “Let me see,” Donovan said, grabbing her hand and spinning her around so she was in his arms. He kissed her, then nuzzled her neck. Sniffed.

      “I need a shower,” she replied.

      He stepped back, but kept her hand and led her toward his bathroom. “That can be arranged.”

      I followed. If she was going to be naked, wet and have soap bubbles all over her, I wasn’t going to miss out.

      There was no seductive strip tease, just Donovan helping her out of the diner T-shirt and her jeans. Still, I was instantly hard.

      “Oh shit.”

      Shyly, Kit turned to me. “Out of all the underwear in my drawer, you picked out this.” She didn’t sound too thrilled with the scraps of black lace and silk I’d selected when I packed her a bag the day before, but the way her nipples were hard beneath the flimsy fabric, I knew she wasn’t really upset. I’d been right, she looked hot as shit in sexy lingerie.

      Donovan grinned. “Nix is in charge of your bras and panties from now on.”

      Fuck, yes. I was all in when it came to finding sexy things for our girl to wear. Just for us.

      I couldn’t help but stroke a finger over the upper swell of her breast. The bra didn’t cover much and my dick liked that just fine. And lower, those panties… just a triangle with little strings covered that sweet pussy.

      “You look hot as shit in that. Now take it off,” I said, pulling my service revolver from my holster and sitting it on the vanity. Donovan’s apartment was in a new building downtown, modern and spacious. The bathroom, thank fuck, had a steam shower that easily fit three. No way could we fit together in my bathroom, let alone the clawfoot tub.

      She must have caught on to the way we were watching her hands undo the front clasp of her bra, because she slowed down. A turtle could undo the clasp faster. And the impish little twist of her lips…

      She was teasing us.

      I looked to Donovan.

      “You’re getting spanked, Kitty Kat, for teasing your men,” he growled. “I’ve spent all day with a semi. It’s hard to get shit done… hell, it’s hard to walk.” As he spoke, he opened his pants, pushed them and his boxers down enough to grab his dick, pull it out and stroke it. It wasn’t a semi at all, but ready to fuck. “I can still taste you and I want more.”

      “Oh,” she whispered, finally letting the bra slide off her shoulders and to the tiled floor.

      We stared at her perfect breasts. A handful and heavy, they were teardrop shaped with upturned plump nipples. Pretty pink nipples that were hardening as we watched.

      “Fuck,” I breathed. My mouth watered to get my lips on them.

      Donovan made a grunting sound and stalked to the shower, fiddled with the various knobs and got the water going. Before either of us could get our clothes off, steam billowed out the open door.

      It was her turn to stare. Clearly, she wasn’t used to watching two men strip.

      Donovan tugged Kit into the shower with him and grabbed the soap. I followed, then sank onto the bench seat. He handed me the bar before his lathered hands ran over her shoulders, down her arms and then to her breasts. He was taking high, so I’d take low. With her pussy right at eye level, I was content with the arrangement.

      She had four hands on her, running over every inch of her, getting her nice and clean. I did her legs, then carefully washed her pussy, ensuring no soap remained on that delicate flesh before I began to play. She was wet, and not from the shower, my fingers sliding into her easily.

      She went up on her tiptoes as I fucked her gently, my palm rubbing against her clit as I did so. Her head was angled back and Donovan was kissing her as he played with her nipples. Gorgeous.

      She broke the kiss when she came, her breathy cries of pleasure echoing off the tile. Her inner walls clenched and milked my fingers as her body went soft and pliant. “Hold her up for me,” I said to Donovan.

      He was able to use her sated state to lift her up, his hands hooked behind each knee as she was pressed into him. She was wide open for me, her pussy lips parted and I could see every inch of her. Swollen, coated in her sweet arousal and ready for another orgasm. I could even see the hole continuing to clench from the remaining pleasure.

      I leaned forward and put my mouth on her. Donovan had eaten her out the night before and I hadn’t gotten the chance. Now I had her sweet flavor on my tongue. Her hips bucked but Donovan’s hold kept her right where I wanted her. I flicked her clit, circled it, then took one lip into my mouth, then the other. I hardened my tongue and fucked her with it, then moved lower still, rimming the tight rosette of her ass.

      “Nix!” she cried, her hand going to my hair. She tugged and I looked up at her. “Oh god, what are you two doing?” This was probably the most erotic thing she’d ever done. If we wiped out every thought about any guy before us, then good.

      We weren’t vanilla. We could be, like the night before, where we were tame and gentle, but we liked things a little wild. Bold. We weren’t going to curb our sexual appetites just because the things we liked to do were illegal in a few states. Hell, sharing her was pretty damned wild.

      Unless she absolutely hated something, screamed some kind of safe word like “pineapple,” we would push her, to get her off in ways she never imagined.

      I grinned. She was spread wide, water beaded and rolled down her creamy skin. Her tits were upturned and ripe.

      “We’re loving you,” I said.

      “Yes, but that was… where you licked—”

      “Your ass? It’s virgin, isn’t it, Kitty Kat?” Donovan said, licking up her neck.

      “Yes,” she breathed. She didn’t try to wiggle out of his hold, but I knew Kit was vulnerable like this, even aroused. So I’d make her forget she was embarrassed, especially since there was nothing to be embarrassed about. We would take her ass, play with it, fuck it. But she’d be prepared first. A little warmup now would show her how much she would like it.

      I didn’t say anything more. Our girl had her thighs spread wide and I wasn’t wasting the opportunity. I brushed my tongue over her asshole once more, briefly, then worked my way back up. I slipped a finger into her again, coated it with her arousal, then moved it to her back entrance. While I worked her clit with my tongue, I played with her ass, circled it, pressed in, circled some more, then eventually was able to get the tip past the tight ring of muscle.

      She gasped and her eyes flared open. Hungry. Needy. Surprised. I smiled against her clit and carefully moved my fingertip, waking up all those nerve endings I knew would make her come so hard.

      While I did all that, Donovan talked to her. Dirty. Filthy, even.

      “I’m watching Nix finger your ass. You like it, don’t you? That little pussy’s ours to take. To fuck. That ass is going to be ours soon.”

      He talked her up until she came, then crooned to her, how beautiful she was as she screamed, coated my chin in her juices. Her ass squeezed my fingertip and I knew it was going to be a tight fit, a death grip on my dick when I finally got in there.

      “Put her on my cock,” I told Donovan.

      He stepped forward and together, we carefully lowered her so she was straddling my waist, her pussy hovering over my dick, then onto it. Her eyes fluttered open.

      There she was. My Kit. Her pussy was clenching, adjusting to be crammed full of dick. I wrapped my arms around her, kissed her. When she pulled back, she licked her lips and I knew she could taste herself.

      “I guess you like a little ass play, huh?” I asked, stroking her wet hair back.

      Her dark eyes met mine. “More,” she breathed.

      Donovan swore and shut off the shower. I followed him into the bedroom, Kit still riding my cock, now with her legs about my waist.

      I lowered her onto Donovan’s bed as I stood at the edge, began to fuck her. Donovan moved so he could take her hands, hold them over her head, pinning her in place again. If she wanted more, she’d get it.
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      KIT

      

      “Obviously, Dolly took you back,” Donovan said, tearing off a bite of crust with his teeth.

      Pizza had been delivered ten minutes ago and we were eating it sitting on Donovan’s bed. Before that, after Nix came inside me, Donovan took his turn, sitting on the edge of the bed and having me straddle him. Even though it was the three of us together, they were different lovers. They kissed differently, fucked differently. Even their dicks felt different when inside me.

      There was no question of one versus the other, choosing. I wanted both, needed what each of them offered.

      While they’d slipped on their boxers—and Donovan a pair of gym shorts to answer the door—they hadn’t let me get dressed and I sat cross-legged between them. Naked, except for the sheet that settled about my lap. It was strange to sit between them, my boobs right out there. But the looks they gave me as they ate, and the way my pussy felt after being with both of them, I felt… pretty.

      And after what we’d done, well, sitting naked was the least of what I should be embarrassed about. Nix had put his finger in my butt. That sounded ridiculously clinical, but he had. And god, I’d liked it. My pussy clenched remembering how it had felt. I had no idea something so… dark would feel so dang good. I’d gone off like a firework. What woman could resist one guy’s mouth on her clit while another said very naughty things in her ear. Oh, and holding me open, like yoga-wide open.

      I was a total slut. And I was loving every minute of it.

      I forgot what Donovan had said. Dolly, right. “She did. After all she’d done for me, I wasn’t very nice to her when I left for Billings. I’m surprised she was so cool about it.”

      “She cares for you,” Nix said, grabbing another slice from the box.

      “Not to be mean to my mom, but Dolly’s been there for me.” I glanced between the two of them. “She knew about you two.”

      They stared at me. “Oh?” Donovan asked.

      I shrugged. “I guess she’s known all along. She said you guys used to come in to the diner just for me.”

      “You didn’t know that?” Nix asked.

      “You really did?”

      “Kitty Kat.” That was all Donovan said, as if it had been obvious. For everyone but me, it seemed.

      “Wow. Okay, well.” I was flustered. The guys had stopped by the diner because they’d liked me. And I remember serving them, a lot. “Anyway, she knows we’re together. She could tell by just looking at me.”

      Nix ran a finger down the side of my neck, then winked. “We didn’t leave any hickeys.”

      I nibbled on my piece as I raised a hand to my neck. “Thanks for that, but I think she’s been expecting it. Waiting.”

      “Us, too,” Nix said.

      “She’s glad we finally got together.” They looked a little unsettled. “Why? I thought… I’m naked in bed with you. This isn’t together?”

      I freaked a little and the pizza in my mouth tasted like sawdust all of a sudden. I’d said the wrong thing. Assumed too much. I dropped what was left of the slice back into the box and moved to get up. God, I’d been so silly!

      Donovan gave my ass a swat and I spun about on my knees. “Kitty Kat, we’re together. After what we just did, you question it?”

      “I always question it.”

      He frowned. “Why? Haven’t we made ourselves clear on where we stand?”

      I gave a little shrug. “You just look a little uncomfortable or something.”

      “We’re not ready to share you yet, that’s all,” Donovan said.

      I believed that, but there was so much more baggage to the three of us than just us being together. There was the murder, which I wasn’t even going to bring up now. Then the same other stuff I’d been dwelling on. I thought I had my shit together, but definitely not. As for them?

      “Yes, but… look at you two. Big, mountain men. And then there’s me.”

      Donovan grabbed my wrist and tugged me over his lap as Nix pulled the pizza box out of the way.

      “What are you doing?” I asked, pressed into his sturdy thighs, looking over my shoulder at him.

      “Spanking you. Like I’ve been saying.”

      His hand landed on my upturned ass, not too hard, but enough to have me squeak and my butt to sting. “Donovan!”

      He did it again, then a third time. “Do you need more to know we’re in this with you?”

      I shook my head, my butt stinging. “No. No more spanking.”

      His hand nudged my thighs apart and he grinned. “Yeah, but you love it. So wet.”

      I pursed my lips. “That’s your cum. You guys have too much of it.”

      Donovan growled. “Nix, in the drawer.”

      Nix shifted to look in the bedside table. He pulled out a small package and grinned. He ripped it open swiftly, tossed the packaging on the floor and held up the item.

      A butt plug. Instantly, I clenched down thinking about that shiny metal object going inside me. There.

      Donovan grabbed it as Nix pulled out a small bottle of lube from the drawer.

      “Guys,” I said warily, trying to squirm off Donovan’s lap.

      “Don’t move, Kitty Kat. You liked it when Nix played with your ass earlier, so you’ll like this too.”

      I wasn’t so sure about that, and when he got it all slicked up and pressing against my back entrance, I gasped.

      Nix moved closer so he could play with my pussy as Donovan slowly worked the plug inside me. “I can feel all our cum in her.”

      It was too much. I was so sensitive after coming earlier. Those awakened nerve endings fired back to life, and I squirmed now for an entirely different reason.

      The plug slipped into place with a silent pop and I begged. Yes, begged. I was so close to coming and both of them were touching me. How did they know how to work my body so easily, giving me incredible pleasure? A finger brushed my clit as the plug was bumped.

      I came, clenching down on the hard plug and the insistent finger. Sweat bloomed on my skin and I felt wantonly… incredible.

      Their hands moved away when the feelings subsided. I was a panting, clenching, sweaty mess. Again.

      Donovan picked me up and set me back between them so fast, my breasts bounced, the plug shifted deep inside me. He growled.

      “What?” I asked.

      His gaze was dark, intense. “Seeing that plug stretch you open, knowing our cum’s in you, filling you up, coming out…”

      Nix shifted on the bed. “Finish your pizza. You’re going to need your strength.”

      It was my turn to squirm because the plug was keeping me really aroused. They wanted me, again, and god, I wanted them. I reached for my piece and took another bite. I wanted the orgasms I knew they’d give me, but I also wanted to talk. “You’re worried that Dolly knows about us,” I said, circling back to their earlier unease.

      Donovan went to the bathroom and I heard the sink come on. When he returned, he grabbed his glass of water from the bedside table, took a drink. “Do you know how long we’ve wanted to be with you? Fantasized fucking you, putting a plug in your ass? Hell, fucking your ass and pussy at the same time?”

      “I…” I had to assume as long as I wanted them.

      Donovan’s pale gaze held mine. “But the murder investigation is a problem.”

      All pleasure evaporated. Oh yeah. The murder. “Because I’m a suspect,” I replied.

      “Because if anyone finds out we’re together, the case could be compromised.” Nix went to the bathroom, washed his hands.

      “Then why are we here like this?”

      Nix came back out, grinned. “I could remind you, but the cum coating your thighs is doing the job.”

      “Don’t forget that gorgeous ass with the plug deep inside,” Donovan added.

      “Guys,” I moaned.

      “We want you. Want to marry you, and we don’t want Erin’s murder to get in the way of that.”

      The pizza got stuck in my throat. I crawled over to Donovan’s glass and took a big swallow. “Marry?” I asked, finally.

      They both looked at me. Big, brawny, their chests bare, washboard abs on display.

      “You’re not a one-night stand, Kitty Kat.”

      Since it had already been two nights, I didn’t think so. But marriage?

      “You mean it?”

      Donovan’s brow winged up and he patted his lap. “Do you need a spanking again to believe us? Maybe a bigger plug?”
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      Maybe a Monday night was quiet and that was why no one bothered me on my shift at the diner. But Tuesday’s lunch crowd was brutal. Not because it was busy. Even though it had been over a year since I’d waitressed, I was used to it. What I wasn’t used to were the whispers behind my back.

      She’s the roommate.

      How could she have slept through a murder?

      Maybe she takes after her crazy mother.

      The buzz in the restaurant wasn’t from the caffeine in the coffee. It was about me. The other waitresses weren’t thrilled I’d been back a day and everyone wanted to sit in my section.

      Not because I was an exceptional server, but they wanted to look me over. Ask me outright, then leave shitty tips.

      “Who do you think killed Erin Mills?” a long-haul trucker asked me.

      I topped off his coffee and pasted on a big smile. “I’m just your waitress, not the police.”

      A group of women who appeared to have just left a church Bible study, looked down their noses at me, even though they were sitting down. An older lady in the group took it upon herself to be their spokesperson. “Young lady, someone like you shouldn’t be reaching.” She glanced around to see her friends nodding and continued. “God gives us what we can handle, and it seems working here is all you can handle.”

      I didn’t refill their iced teas or carry off their finished plates. I just spun on my sneakered heel and stopped by Dolly. “Table six is all yours.”

      She glanced that way, made a humph sound, then nodded.

      All the customers were doing was validating my weaknesses. Maybe it was because I was tired, not from being kept up late into the night by two men with strong sexual appetites, but from the two nightmares I’d had later on. They were the same thing: seeing Erin, feeling the blood, smelling the scent of it. I couldn’t escape it, not in my dreams or in reality.

      I had been a waitress since high school to make ends meet. I still was. There was nothing wrong with it. Nothing. But while Dolly had been the mother I barely had and the diner was like a second home, I’d wanted to branch out. I wanted to be an event planner. Had for a long time. The idea of organizing a party or something fun and special… something meaningful made me feel good. Perhaps it was because I’d grown up in a house that was a complete disaster. I’d never had birthday parties or anything like that, but wanted to see others have pretty invitations and party favors and cute finger foods.

      I’d even put that bee in Erin’s bonnet back in the day, that it would be fun… and pay the bills. She’d had the money to back the idea, and since she liked to party, it was a good fit for her.

      And now, with Erin gone, her business along with her, I didn’t have the capital to start a company of my own. With having to support my mom, it was even harder to get ahead. But extra shifts at the diner would help. I’d get the cash I needed to get back on my feet.

      That was a goal that seemed pretty damned hard to obtain. That wasn’t what my problem was. Something bigger, something worse, because there was no happy ending. The flare of hope I’d had for the past two days was being snuffed out. All the whispering and comments reinforced every doubt I had about being with Nix and Donovan. Oh, they told me, showed me, and even spanked me to let me know that they wanted it all with me. They’d even mentioned marriage, which was insane.

      I really wanted that.

      But they were thinking with their dicks. Good sex made brain cells fry. I could relate. Perhaps that was why I’d stayed with them for two nights. Listened to their vows of a long-term relationship.

      It wasn’t going to work out. It couldn’t. I would only bring them down. How could I not? Nix was a detective on the fucking case. If anyone found out he was sleeping with a suspect…

      And Donovan, when the killer was found, the entire case could be blown because of either witness tampering or conflict of interest. I wasn’t a lawyer, but even I knew it wasn’t right.

      They’d both lose their jobs. Their careers. Cutthroat was a small town in the middle of Montana. They weren’t going to find another police department for at least fifty miles or more. And the nearest DA’s office was probably in Helena.

      I considered all of that as I worked, as I listened to the gossip, deflected the most piercing of questions. My heart ached, because I’d almost gotten over the idea of Nix and Donovan being in love with each other. When that had been cleared up, I’d had hope that it could actually work between us.

      Hope. Fuck, that could destroy anyone. And all that I had for the three of us to be together was crumbling.

      I loved them. I loved them enough to let them go because I only wanted what was best for them. Obviously, it wasn’t me.

      The lunch rush had tapered off when the mayor came in, took the corner booth in my section. I knew him because it was a small town and he was involved in the community, but also because he was Donovan’s dad. We’d just never been face-to-face before. Until now.

      I set the menu on the table in front of him. “Hi there. Can I get you a drink while you look over the menu?”

      Anthony Nash looked up at me and gave me his signature smile. He and Donovan looked so alike that it was easy to picture what he would look like in thirty years. When Donovan smiled at me, I felt it clear to my toes. It was genuine. Warm. Hot.

      The mayor’s smile was fake, pasted on because it was what he did. He needed to be friends with everyone in town who could vote. He was good, I’d give him that, but perhaps it was because I had the real deal from his son that I could spot the difference.

      “I’ll have a slice of Dolly’s coconut cream pie and a cup of coffee.”

      I picked the menu back up and nodded. “You got it.”

      I returned with both a few minutes later.

      “Thank you, Kit.”

      I paused when he said my name.

      “Yes, I know who you are.”

      “That makes us even then,” I replied.

      He laughed then. “I can see why Donovan likes you.”

      I stilled. “Excuse me?”

      “There’s nothing wrong with having a little fun.” His gaze dropped from mine and raked over my body. Even though I was wearing a T-shirt and jeans, I felt naked. I took a step back. “Fucking two men. It’s always the quiet ones who are the wildcats.” He glanced up at me, that creepy smile back in place.

      “Maybe I underestimated you.” He looked me over again. “Fucking the detective and the prosecutor? Witness tampering. Possible evidence tampering. Conflict of interest. So many ways for you to get off scot free.”

      I should have turned and left, but it was as if my feet were bolted to the floor.

      “Nix is not my problem, but Donovan? He’s my boy. Scratch your itch with someone else.”

      His crass words were a direct hit to my already weakened emotions. But I wasn’t going to let him see that. No fucking way would I let him know he was wounding me. Destroying me.

      He was just like the Mr. and Mrs. Mills, making assumptions and protecting their children, as if I were going to destroy them. It was any wonder Erin, Shane and Donovan had turned out as well as they had.

      Before I could even think of a response, he continued.

      “Donovan’s going to be DA. He’s got all the backing he needs to be a success. But you? You’ll destroy him.” He leaned forward. “Do you want that? To ruin his chances at a career for a little dick?”

      I sucked in a breath at his words, finally getting myself together to step back again. “Enjoy… enjoy your pie.”

      I fled, went straight through the swinging doors into the kitchen. Leaned against the wall. God, I couldn’t stop shaking. The mayor knew about me with Nix and Donovan. Knew we’d been together the past two nights. If he knew, who else did? And the things he said. Did Nix and Donovan think I was with them so that I could get away with murder?

      “You all right, hon?” Dolly eyed me as she walked by with a box of creamers.

      “Can you handle table three for me?” I asked. No way was I getting near Mr. Nash again.

      She frowned, looked me over. She hadn’t missed all the whispering and gossip. “Sure.”

      When she left me alone again, I remained to hold up the wall. It was over with Nix and Donovan. While Anthony Nash was a total asshole, he was right. I would bring Donovan down. Nix, too. I’d been thinking that all along, but had avoided it because I hadn’t wanted it to be true. I had nothing to do with Erin’s murder, but that didn’t matter. They didn’t know who did and that meant they had to follow the rules.

      Fucking me didn’t follow those rules.

      But now, with an enemy in the mayor, I didn’t stand a chance. I could ruin Donovan. And Nash.

      No, not could. Would.

      Tears filled my eyes and I wiped them away with the back of my hand. I couldn’t break down here. Everyone was watching me, assessing my guilt.

      I knew what I had to do. Pushing off the wall and getting back to work, I had no choice but to move forward. Alone.
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      NIX

      

      “Any word from the lab?” I asked Miranski as I walked by her desk. She’d just hung up her phone and glanced up after she scrawled something on her familiar notepad. Our desks were tucked in the back corner of the main police floor.

      For the past two hours, I’d been at Erin Mills’ house with the head of the crime scene team. She’d confirmed that they’d collected everything they needed and the house could be returned to the Mills family. Since all of Kit’s things were still in the guest bedroom, I left an officer there to ensure her things weren’t thrown out. After Keith Mills’ scene the day before in the lobby, I wouldn’t put it past him to fuck with her.

      “They’ll have everything for us at two,” she said. “Nix.”

      I stopped and turned to face her. “This was dropped off for you.”

      She held up a white envelope. I took it from her and saw my name written in neat handwriting on the front. “Thanks. Can you get in touch with Kit Lancaster and tell her she can get her things out of the Mills’ house?”

      I could have called her myself about this since it was police business, but I didn’t dare. I wanted to hear her voice, which made me completely pussy whipped. I didn’t dare, though.

      “Sure.”

      I went to my desk, sat down and ripped open the envelope. I popped right back up when I read the note.

      

      I’m sorry, Nix. It’s not going to work out between the three of us. I know you said forever, but two days is all we get. Don’t try to change my mind. It will only make things worse for you and Donovan.

      Kit

      

      “Hey, where are you going?” Miranski asked as I strode by.

      “DA’s office,” I said.

      “Don’t forget the lab at two,” she called as I cut through the other desks. I raised my hand in acknowledgement, but my mind wasn’t on the case. It was on Kit, on what she wrote.

      I didn’t believe a word of it. She was in with us. All the way. I’d seen her when I said we wanted to marry her. Surprise, definitely. But she’d also been happy about it. She wanted forever. From what I’d heard of Erin Mills, the info Miranski had collected, she’d worked through quite a number of men in Cutthroat. I didn’t really give a shit if she had a different guy in her bed every night. A woman could do whatever the fuck she wanted. But Kit wasn’t like that.

      She wasn’t a one-night stand woman. She wanted forever. Hell, she’d wanted it with us and have even left town to let Donovan and I be together. As I tugged open the door on my SUV, I rolled my eyes. Me and Donovan in love. I dialed his number on my cell.

      “Where are you?” I asked.

      “Office,” he replied.

      “Meet me out front in five minutes.”

      I hung up, turned the key in the ignition.

      We weren’t in love with each other, we were in love with Kit.

      And now she was dumping us.

      I drove to the city building and pulled up at the curb. Donovan climbed in. He had on a tie, which meant he had to be in court. He looked at me, knowing something was up.

      I handed him the note. He scanned it. Cursed.

      His eyes met mine. “She’s protecting us.”

      “The murder investigation,” I said, as answer.

      He nodded. “Has she been cleared yet?”

      “Miranski confirmed she got a lottery ticket at the convenience story at eleven ten. It fits with Kit’s statement that she got home—back to Erin Mills’ house—around eleven thirty. That means Erin was still alive then.”

      “No time of death yet?”

      “The coroner only offered a four-hour window. After midnight.”

      “Fuck.”

      “The killer’s going to be found and this will all blow over.”

      “Except we’re the prosecutor and detective for the case. Our asses are on the line.”

      “I’m not letting this get in the way of making her ours,” I said. “We’ve waited long enough. She had nothing to do with it.”

      He ran a hand down his face. “I know it. You know it. But there’s no evidence to prove it.”

      “Yet.”

      “Yet,” he repeated.

      I slapped my hand on the steering wheel. “Why the fuck can’t we have the woman we want? Why can’t it be fucking simple?”

      He didn’t reply. “Let’s go talk to her.”

      Now he was talking.

      I put the SUV in gear and headed toward the diner. I had to assume she was working. “Being with us, she’s going to learn that we protect her.”
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      KIT

      

      I knew they wouldn’t let it go. Knew the note wouldn’t have given them the answers they needed. There weren’t any answers, none that any of us wanted to hear. None that would let us work out.

      I couldn’t let them lose everything. I knew what it was like, and I wouldn’t wish it on anyone. I wasn’t worth it.

      When I saw the SUV pull into the parking lot—thank god I’d been doing a pass for coffee refills—I practically ran back to the coffee machine and set the pot down. Dolly came out of the kitchen and I walked right up to her, blocked her path toward the pie case.

      “You have to cover for me.”

      She frowned. “What?”

      I glanced over my shoulder, saw Nix and Donovan headed toward the entrance. God, they looked good. Big, brawny, serious. And pissed.

      Her gaze flicked behind me.

      “I broke up with them.” She knew who.

      “What? Why?”

      The answer would take much longer than the twenty seconds before they came into the diner.

      I grabbed her hand, squeezed it. “I’m not here. Please, Dolly.”

      I didn’t give her a chance to say no, just dashed behind the counter before they could see me and sat down on the floor, tucked my knees up.

      Dolly came over to me, then stared down at me as if I’d sprouted a second head.

      “Please,” I begged. I couldn’t face them or talk to them. It would be too hard to push them away, to do the right thing. The diner was the Grand Central Station of Cutthroat, and I wasn’t going to have my love life front and center for everyone to see. To talk about. They could talk about me all they wanted, to spread idle gossip about my involvement in Erin’s murder. I wouldn’t drag Nix and Donovan into it.

      That was the reason I’d left them in the first place.

      Perhaps she could sense how frantic I was because she turned and faced out into the restaurant. I could see her arms moving, probably wiping down the salt and pepper shakers to appear busy.

      “Gentlemen, you’re looking mighty handsome today.”

      They were there. Right there on the other side of the counter. I wanted to pop up and throw myself at them. Have them wrap their arms around me and hold me and tell me everything was going to be all right.

      “We’d like to talk with Kit.”

      I heard the deep tone of Nix’s voice and my nipples went hard.

      “She’s not here,” Dolly replied.

      “Her car’s in the lot.”

      Shit, it was.

      “She took the van to the mega store. We’re out of paper towels for the bathrooms.” Dolly was an impressive liar. “You’re not going to hurt my girl, are you?”

      What was she doing? My mouth fell open and I gave her ankle a whack.

      “That’s the last thing we want to do,” Donovan said.

      She must have been satisfied with that, because she switched topics. “Any updates on the murder?”

      “We can’t comment about an open case,” Nix said.

      “Why not? Everyone else is,” she countered, referring to the non-stop gossiping among the patrons. “Some people are saying Kit did it.”

      No one spoke for a moment. “Kit didn’t kill Erin Mills,” Nix told her. His voice was even deeper than usual.

      “You’ve cleared her then?”

      I held my breath.

      “Not yet. The other detective should have called her, let her know she can get her things from Erin’s house.”

      “I’ll be sure she knows.”

      “Make sure she stays somewhere safe tonight,” Donovan told her.

      “If you weren’t saying that because you’re worried about her, I’d call you out for sassing me, young man. She’ll stay with me and Clyde until she can find something.”

      “Thank you,” Donovan murmured.

      “You want to be with Kit, then clear her.” Dolly’s tone was one I knew well. It was her don’t fuck with me voice.

      “Yes, ma’am,” Donovan replied. “When you see Kit, tell her we stopped by.”

      “Will do.”

      Thirty seconds later, Dolly turned, set her hands on her hips and looked down at me. “What did you do to those two? They looked fit to be tied.”

      I assumed they were gone and pushed myself off the floor. “I broke up with them.”

      She pursed her lips, studied me. “You never could do anything the easy way.”

      That was for damned sure.

      “Those men love you.”

      My heart leapt at her words. Did they? They hadn’t said as much, but it had been two days. I knew how I felt, but them? I didn’t believe it. I couldn’t. It would hurt too much. I shook my head and she held up her hand.

      “They do. I know why you did it, why you pushed them away. I wish you could get what you want for once. And if it’s two sexy mountain men, then so be it.”

      I tried to smile, but it was hard. My heart walked out the door with Nix and Donovan. “Me, too, Dolly. Me, too.”
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      DONOVAN

      

      Two nights with Kit and I couldn’t sleep without her. My bed felt empty without her in it. I eased my hard dick in the shower with my hand, but it wasn’t the same as her hot pussy and my balls were still blue as fuck. I wanted her. Needed her.

      I glanced at my unmade bed, remembered what the three of us had done in it the other night.

      It wasn’t just the sex with her I craved, but her smile. Her softness that smoothed all of my rough edges. She was light where I was dark. I could sound like a fucking poet, but she was everything.

      She’d been all in, been right there with us in this relationship. We hadn’t lied, hadn’t played any games. Only two days together, but the thing between the three of us had been simmering for over a year. Longer than that even. What kid saw a girl across the school and wanted her forever?

      Me.

      Nix, too.

      It had taken for-fucking-ever to get to this point. When we’d told her we wanted to marry her, we’d meant it.

      This fucking case was ruining everything. Sure, I sounded petty thinking about my love life when Erin Mills was on a slab in the morgue, but what Nix and I had with Kit had nothing to do with the case, with what happened to Erin.

      I put my empty coffee mug in the sink, turned off the kitchen light.

      Fuck, the case was ruining everything. The one line of Kit’s note, it will only make things worse for you and Donovan, told me all I needed to know.

      She was sacrificing herself for us. That wasn’t how this was going to work. No fucking way. Our girl didn’t get to decide shit like that all on her own. She didn’t get to decide what I did with my job, what Nix did with his. Yet, she had.

      I grabbed my keys and headed out of my apartment. Nix leaned against his SUV out front.

      “You look like you slept as well as I did,” I grumbled, walking up to him.

      His hair was a mess, as if he’d run his hands through it and dark circles were beneath his eyes. It went unsaid that while we’d spent two nights in bed with each other—naked—it had been because of Kit. For Kit. With Kit. I had no interest in Nix. I didn’t play for that team. We had a shared interest in our woman. Making her happy, keeping her happy. And since two dicks were in her playbook, we stripped down and gave her what she wanted.

      “You slept?” he asked, taking a sip of his to-go cup of coffee. “This isn’t going to work.”

      “What isn’t?” I practically growled. If he was going to agree with Kit, he was going to be sporting a black eye.

      He held up a hand. “Hear me out, fucker. She broke up with us to protect us.”

      “Yeah,” I said, waiting for something I didn’t know. I was surly as fuck and didn’t have time to wait for him to get his ass in gear.

      “We should be together, no matter what.”

      That, I agreed on.

      “But she’s trying to protect us,” I said. “Our jobs.”

      “Exactly. We’ve known all along that being with her while working the Erin Mills case was not a good idea.”

      “But we did it anyway,” I added. “Why should it tear us apart? It’s not fucking fair.”

      Nix smiled, let it fall away. “This isn’t kindergarten. I think Miranski has an idea about the three of us, but she hasn’t let on. If my boss found out through channels… he’d shit a brick.”

      I could imagine. “There’s epic conflict of interest on my part. Any case against Kit could be thrown out because of impartiality alone.”

      “Which is why we shouldn’t be together,” he replied.

      “Fuck that.”

      A couple walking by eyed me funny at my vehemence. I ran my hand over my head, stepped closer to Nix.

      “I’m resigning,” I said.

      He froze. “You’re serious.”

      I tucked my hands in my pant pockets. “Deadly.”

      “Good.”

      My eyebrows went up. “Not what I was expecting to hear.”

      “I called my boss. Told him I was in a relationship with Kit, a suspect, that it had been going on for a while and that wasn’t going to change.”

      “I thought you said he’d shit a brick when he found out.”

      “If he found out from someone besides me. Kit’s worth whatever he wanted to do to me. I don’t want to hide what we have.”

      “Holy shit. You got fired?”

      “He wanted to fire my ass. He wanted to suspend me. But he can’t. Not with the murder case.” He laughed, rubbed the back of his neck. “He put Miranski on the Mills case. I’m tackling all others. He’s not happy, but he’ll survive. It’s only been forty-eight hours since she was found. I handed over my notes. Miranski ran Kit’s questioning. It’s all recorded and legit. Keith Mills might have his panties in a twist, but it would only become an issue for your office… if she were actually under arrest for the crime.”

      I sighed, because that was never going to happen. “Which she won’t be.”

      “You’re quitting?” he asked, circling us back to my earlier announcement.

      “I’ve been my dad’s pawn in the DA’s office all along.”

      “You didn’t win cases because of your father.”

      “No, but I got the resume building cases because Daddy’s mayor. He has plans for me.”

      He studied me and I waited for him to connect the dots. “The mayor and his future DA. Nash and Nash.”

      “Exactly.”

      “You don’t want to be his right-hand man?” The words were laced with sarcasm. Nix knew Pops well, knew how slick he was.

      “I’ll start my own practice. He won’t be happy, but his happiness is not my concern.”

      “Kit’s is,” he replied, pushing off the side of his SUV.

      “That’s right. I have to run. Time to watch the shit hit the fan.”

      I couldn’t be happier.
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      KIT

      

      I was going through the motions. I spent the night on Dolly’s couch. I’d slept on there before, back in high school when my mom had either been in one of her manic moods or in the hospital on psych eval. But I hadn’t ached for two men, nor had lusty thoughts about them that had me slipping my hands beneath my sleep shorts, still leaving me unfulfilled. I also hadn’t had nightmares of my friend being murdered.

      Between crying over what I couldn’t have and waking up afraid I was next on the murderer’s list, I’d barely slept.

      Thankfully, makeup covered most of the puffy eyes and dark circles. I didn’t have to think all too much working at the diner. Not that it was easy, but because, besides the one year I was in Billings, I’d been working there for a decade.

      Never ending black coffee didn’t hurt either. And while it offered the pick-me-up I needed, the lunch rush helped distract me.

      Where I’d been bothered by the whispers and gossip from patrons the day before, now, I barely heard it. If I did, I didn’t care. I’d discovered something that hurt worse than having people think I was a murderer. And that was saying a lot.

      Like something out of a romance movie, I’d thought maybe Nix or Donovan would return. Sweep me off my feet and carry me away to a happily ever after. I loved to see the perfect happy ending in the movie theater and read about them in books, but they didn’t happen in real life. Not for me.

      “How are you holding up?” Dolly asked.

      I shrugged as I closed out another ticket in the computer, tearing off the bill from the little printer.

      “Thought so. Listen, Wendy and Sally have been talking.”

      “About me?” I asked, glancing across the restaurant at the other two waitresses.

      One was taking an order and the other filling drinks at the soda machine.

      “Not like that,” Dolly scolded. “Wendy’s sister got engaged over the weekend and she wants you to plan a party for her.”

      “What?”

      “You are an event planner, aren’t you?” she quizzed.

      “Not anymore,” I replied.

      The ding from the bell went off. Silverware clattered, patrons chatted.

      “You still are,” she told me. “You didn’t lose your skills with Erin.”

      “Yes, but… but—”

      “But what?”

      But who would want to have a murder suspect plan your baby shower?

      Wendy came over, a very hopeful look on her pretty face. “Please say you’ll do it.” She’d been four years behind me in school, but she’d been working at Dolly’s for a few years and we’d been friendly.

      “You’re not worried?”

      She frowned. “Have you met my mother? She wants to play hostess on her back patio with streamers and her crock-pot full of barbecue mini hot dogs beside a seven-layer bean dip with the football game on the TV in the background.”

      I didn’t want to cringe and insult her mother, but yikes. “I can probably top that,” I said.

      She beamed. “You’ve saved my life. And my mother’s because my sister would have probably killed her. I’ll catch up with you about the details and a time to meet my sister.”

      A patron at one of her tables waved her down and she left.

      “One event at a time, hon, and your company will take off. Just wait and see.”

      Dolly patted my arm and got back to work.

      My section for the shift was the lunch counter. Those who came in alone usually took a spot. I walked down the line handing out their bills and checking on beverage refills.

      Working my way back, I spotted Lucas Mills settling into a spot.

      Lucas.

      I hadn’t seen him in a long time, well before I left to go to Billings. We’d dated after high school. He’d been sweet. Kind. The first guy to actually like me. At nineteen, we’d been each other’s firsts. I’d been surprised when he’d told me he’d never been with anyone. He had those boy-next-door good looks with his fair hair and killer smile, and I’d expected him to have gotten lucky well before me.

      But he hadn’t and while it had been sweet… yup, that word again, it had been awkward. And it had hurt. I had no doubt he’d worked on his technique since that long-ago night. He was even more handsome than ever, and I didn’t doubt if he had a girlfriend.

      I’d loved him once. Or thought I had. Maybe it had been a first love kind of thing, more surprise and giddiness, fizzy desire and breathy need. But it hadn’t been deep. I could see that now.

      Nix and Donovan had showed me not only what real sex was like, but what real love felt like, too. It was wonderful. And awful.

      Lucas saw me and offered a smile. I made my way to him, realizing there was so much more than the counter between us. His sister had been murdered. I was one of the last people to see her alive. And I was a suspect. What was he doing here during such a terrible time for his family?

      “Kit.”

      “Lucas. It’s… I’m, god, I’m so sorry about Erin.”

      He gave me a sad smile. He and Erin looked so much alike. Fair, blue eyed. The same face shape even. Erin had been tall, but nowhere near the six-two of Lucas. He’d gone into the military—the reason why we didn’t stay together—and that had bulked him up. He’d been back in town for a few years, but he hadn’t lost a bit of the muscle.

      “Yeah, I know. She was excited for you to come back and work together.”

      A pang of sadness hit me. “It was good.”

      “We weren’t that close, she and I,” he admitted. “Not since I came back. She was… different.”

      I knew what he was talking about. While she hadn’t had tons of responsibility because of her money, she’d turned… reckless in the past few years. Lots of men. Partying. I hadn’t been able to keep up. I hadn’t wanted to. I knew Lucas, at least the younger version. I’d heard he’d been deployed to Afghanistan and had been injured. Had a rough go of it for a while before founding his non-profit. He’d been quiet and introverted before, but if he struggled with his deployment, he probably couldn’t keep up with Erin either.

      “It doesn’t make it easier,” I offered. “She was special to a lot of people.”

      It was true. Every word. I just didn’t know what else to say. I didn’t do it wasn’t going to work. His sister had been murdered. It wasn’t about me.

      “Can I get you a cup of coffee?” I asked, remembering why he was here.

      “Sure.”

      I turned and grabbed a cup and saucer and the fresh pot. I was pouring it when the entry door was flung open. “Lucas!”

      It was Keith Mills. Fuck.

      He stalked over to his son. “What are you doing here?”

      Lucas lifted his cup. “Having coffee.”

      “With her? Are you insane? She killed Erin!”

      You could hear a cracker snap in the restaurant. Everyone was staring.

      “Mr. Mills, I didn’t—”

      His gaze lifted to mine, filled with a hatred I’d never seen before. He looked as put together as ever with his pressed pants and golf shirt, but he had a wildness about him. I knew people who lost their children went out of their minds with grief. Some went a little crazy. But this? All of his grieving and frustration at Erin’s murder seemed directed solely on me.

      “I don’t want to hear it,” he shouted. “It’s lies, all of it. You’ve got people believing your sweet and innocent act, but I won’t.”

      Lucas slowly stood, put himself between me and his father as if the counter wasn’t enough.

      “She didn’t kill Erin,” Lucas said.

      Mr. Mills flashed his anger at Lucas. “You don’t know that!”

      “You don’t know she did it,” he replied calmly. His back was to me, but I could easily compare his calm stance to his father’s tense one. “If you did, you’d have told the police and they would have arrested her.”

      “She’s been a menace to our family for years.”

      Lucas shook his head. “She’s been a friend.”

      “Friend? You’re one to talk.” Mr. Mills pointed at him. “She had you panting all over her, had a tight grip on your balls until you went overseas.”

      “Yes, Dad. I had to go to war to get away from her ruthless clutches.”

      Mr. Mills wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “She’s a money grubbing—”

      “Don’t say it, Mills, or I’ll have you arrested for slander.” Detective Miranski stood behind Mr. Mills, hands on her hips. She was tall for a woman, but not as big as Keith Mills. But, if I had to put money on who’d win a fist fight, I’d back her. And the service pistol on her hip.

      “She—” Mr. Mills began.

      “She didn’t kill your daughter,” Miranski said, loud enough for everyone in the diner to clearly hear. She wasn’t from Cutthroat. She was close enough in age that I would have come across her often enough. Still, she knew how small towns worked, that the best way to get accurate information out was to spread it yourself, and the diner was the perfect place to do so. Because of his outburst, Keith Mills had given her the perfect opportunity.

      My eyes widened at her statement. She’d been by the books until now. Making such a statement meant—

      “You don’t know that!” he shouted.

      “Actually, I do. A man confessed to the murder. He’s in jail right now.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            13

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      DONOVAN

      

      “Donnie,” Pops said as he saw me.

      He was walking down the hall with a man and a woman, but excused himself to join me. I was leaning against the wall outside of his office. The city building had been built in the late 1800s. Made of brick, it had high ceilings, large windows and wood floors. It had been renovated about a decade ago to historical preservation standards, but also to become energy efficient. The only outward change to the place was the addition of an elevator back in the sixties.

      “You’re on the wrong floor.”

      “I came by to tell you something.”

      He looked at his watch. “I’ve got a few minutes.”

      “Thought I’d give you the courtesy of telling you before you heard it from someone else.”

      He arched a brow. “Oh?”

      “I quit.”

      His face went slack and he stepped closer. “You what?” he whispered.

      “I quit.”

      He looked both directions down the hall. “I heard you the first time. Why?”

      “As a thank you.”

      He frowned. “A thank you? What the fuck are you talking about?”

      Ah, the swear words. He was pissed. Like I gave a shit.

      “I figured you wouldn’t want the scandal of a prosecutor being in a relationship with a suspect, and when cleared, a witness in a murder trial.”

      His eyes flared, catching on quick enough. “I know you’re fucking Kit Lancaster, but—”

      “I am.” I wasn’t fifteen. While I didn’t kiss and tell, denying it wasn’t going to work here, especially when I knew my dad kept tabs on me, had people loyal to him even watching me, his own fucking son.

      “For fuck’s sake, there’s pussy everywhere in this town. You’re my son. You’re a Nash. We can get any woman we want.”

      I had no interest in reading into that statement or the women he slept with.

      “I want Kit.”

      “She can’t be worth chucking your career over?”

      I nodded. “She is. I love her and I’m going to marry her.”

      A vein popped out on his forehead.

      “Ethically, I would have to recuse myself from the Mills case. I can’t be impartial when it comes to her. She didn’t do it.”

      “You don’t know that.”

      “Yes, I do.”

      “You’re walking away from being DA.”

      “I’m walking away from being your puppet,” I countered.

      “Puppet? We’d be perfect together. Keeping the town safe.”

      “You want the power. I want justice.”

      He scoffed at that. Put his hands on his hips and paced in a circle. “What are you going to do now?”

      “I’ll put out a shingle.”

      “You’re making a huge mistake,” he replied.

      It was very obvious he wasn’t going to be coming to our wedding.

      Nix came down the hall at a fast clip, stopped in front of us. He nodded at Pops, then looked to me. “A man turned himself in and confessed to killing Erin Mills. Miranski and the chief questioned him. He did it.”

      Relief coursed through me. Kit was safe. She was no longer a suspect. That meant we could be together. “Then we can go get our girl.”

      Nix nodded. “That’s right.”

      “What are you talking about?” Pops asked.

      I looked to him, saw him differently for the first time. A weight had been lifted. Not because of the murderer being caught, but because I was no longer considering my dad in any of my decisions. I was excited about quitting. Cutthroat wasn’t a metropolis like New York, but I punched a clock, reported to a boss. And my boss reported to Pops.

      I was free of that shit now. I was free of the politics that came with the DA’s office, with my dad.

      “Oh, I forgot to tell you,” I told my dad. “You might have known about me and Kit, but Nix is fucking her, too. We’re both marrying her.”

      The look on Pops’ face was priceless.

      “What am I supposed to tell people?”

      I laughed, slapped him on the shoulder. “As mayor of a progressive, modern town, I’d say you’re thrilled your son’s found love and that Kittredge Lancaster is quite the woman if she’s captured the hearts of not one man, but two.”
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      After Detective Miranski left, escorting Mr. Mills to his car and ensuring he pulled out of the diner’s lot before leaving herself, I went into the storage room and cried.

      Cried for Erin, who’s end was because of some man who was now in custody. While Miranski blatantly shared that a man had been arrested for the crime, she hadn’t shared the why of it all. Why had he killed her? Who was the man and what was his relationship to Erin?

      It would all come out soon enough, but for now, I was relieved he was in jail. Relieved he hadn’t really been after me, although that was still just an assumption. I grieved for my friend, for what could have been.

      I also grieved for myself. For losing a friend. A job. For my mother who was still a hot mess, for what could have been with her if she wasn’t so consumed by her mental illness. By finding love with Nix and Donovan and losing it. For giving it up.

      For everything.

      I was back in Cutthroat where I belonged. I could avoid Mr. and Mrs. Mills. I’d done it for years. Perhaps he’d only find me a money grubber now and not a murderer on top of it. And yes, I’d totally corrupted Lucas by stealing his virginity, but he wouldn’t see it that way. As for any other haters… they could fuck off.

      I had Dolly. Clyde. The other ladies at the diner who’d I’d been friendly with but broke ties when I moved away. I had my first job as an event planner. All on my own.

      It wasn’t much, but it was something. I didn’t need to go big, I just needed to keep moving forward.

      As for Nix and Donovan? Fuck, it was going to be really hard to see them walking down the street, at a restaurant, moving on and dating someone else. Marrying her.

      I swiped my tears away. I’d done the right thing. I had.

      But it hurt like a bitch.

      The storeroom door burst open. I jumped a foot.

      It was Nix and Donovan, side by side, completely blocking my way.

      “What… what are you doing here?”

      “Claiming our woman,” Donovan said.

      Claiming—

      “What?” I replied.

      Donovan stepped into the room, Nix following. He closed the door, leaned against it, arms crossed. “We’re here to get you back.”

      My heart was practically beating out of my chest. They wanted me. They came for me.

      “But the murderer—”

      “Is in jail. He confessed,” Nix said.

      “I know but why? How?” So many questions.

      “The guy’s name is Dennis Seaborn. Late-fifties. They’d had a fling and she ended it for another guy. He was jealous. He describes the wedding, how he followed Erin home. When she didn’t take him back, he hit her with the trophy in anger.”

      “But I didn’t hear anything,” I replied, confused as how it was possible.

      Nix shrugged. “I don’t know the details. Miranski and the chief are on it. All I know is everything ties in with what forensics says. The time of death, all of it.”

      “Now there’s no excuse for you to push us away,” Donovan said.

      I shook my head. “No. God, please. Don’t. It’s too hard.”

      Donovan smiled, swiped a tear away with his thumb. “It’s easy, Kitty Kat. Just say yes.”

      I swallowed down a lump in my throat. “I can’t.”

      “Why not? You don’t want us anymore?”

      I shook my head, realized that was the wrong thing. “No, I do. It’s just—”

      “What, Kit?” Nix asked. He had on his cop face, hiding all of his emotions.

      I was an ugly crier, a total mess with splotchy cheeks, puffy eyes and a boogie nose.

      “I won’t let you risk so much for me.”

      Nix pushed off the door. “Donovan’s the one who likes to spank your ass, but my palm’s feeling twitchy. Since when do you decide what Donovan and I do about our jobs? Our feelings toward you?”

      “When you’d get fired!” I shouted. “You’ve worked so hard for what you’ve accomplished and I won’t have it taken away.”

      “Why? Because you have?”

      I tossed my hands up. “Yes!”

      “So you’ll take away even more—us?”

      I looked at the linoleum floor at my feet. “Yes.”

      “No,” Donovan snapped. “Do you love us, Kitty Kat?”

      I looked up at him, at his expressive eyes. I saw everything there. Heat, need, frustration. Love.

      “Yes,” I whispered.

      A smile spread across his face and his hand hooked behind my head, pulled me in for a kiss. God, his mouth felt so good against mine. Soft and warm, bold and wild.

      When he pulled back, my mind was fuzzy and my fingers were curled into the front of his shirt.

      “That’s all that matters,” he murmured, kissing my forehead. “Because I love you.”

      “And if he’d get out of the way, I’d show you how much I love you, too,” Nix added, bumping Donovan’s shoulder to make him move.

      I released my hold on Donovan and Nix swooped in, pulled me into his arms. Kissed me senseless.

      “We haven’t solved anything.”

      “I’d say loving each other is a pretty fucking good start,” Nix said.

      It was, but the same problems remained.

      “I quit my job.”

      I met Donovan’s gaze after I processed his words. “Why? Oh, Donovan, no.”

      “And I told my boss about us. I’m not on Erin’s case anymore.”

      “But the murderer is in jail. Miranski said so.”

      “He is,” Nix confirmed. “My quitting has nothing to do with the arrest.”

      I frowned.

      “I quit before the guy turned himself in,” Donovan said.

      “Again, why?” I asked.

      “Because you gave us up to protect us. It pissed us off to know you were protecting us from you.”

      I looked away. “I was,” I admitted.

      Nix practically growled, set his hands on my shoulders and made me look at him. “We. Protect. You.”

      “You made us realize what’s important. I don’t want to be a pawn for my dad any longer. So I walked away.”

      “I can be a meter maid if you’re by my side,” Nix added.

      The image made me smile.

      “There’s my girl,” Donovan murmured, cupping my cheek again. “We knew you were innocent. Now everyone else does, too.”

      “Won’t you miss your job?” I wondered.

      He shook his head. “I’ll start my own business. Know anyone who might be able to plan a grand opening celebration?”

      With that, my heart opened back up. The misery lifted like morning fog in the sunshine. I loved these men. They loved me.

      “We want everything, Kit,” Nix said. “No more sacrificing yourself. We’re in this together.”

      I nodded. “Together.”

      “Let’s go,” Donovan said, flinging the door open, taking my hand and leading me down the hallway to the back door.

      “Wait! I have to finish my shift.”

      He didn’t stop.

      “Dolly’s covering for you,” Nix said, following right behind. “And with what we plan to do with you, a storeroom’s not going to work.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            14

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      NIX

      

      “We’re going to need to buy a new house,” I said as I worked Kit’s diner T-shirt up and over her head.

      I was impressed we’d made it all the way to my house without pulling over and fucking her.

      I hadn’t been inside her in over a day. Way too long. I knew Donovan was just as desperate, but nothing loomed over us any longer. I hadn’t jerked off because I knew we’d get her back. It had only been a matter of time. And now my balls were full for her.

      “This house is too small for the three of us,” Donovan added. “My apartment’s too sterile. Too small.”

      As Donovan’s fingers worked on opening her jeans, she laughed and wiggled her hips to help him. “Your apartment is plenty big.”

      “Not for the four kids we want.”

      She froze.

      “Four kids? You want… four?”

      Donovan grinned. “Four.”

      She looked to me. “Works for me,” I replied.

      “Can we just, um, practice for now?”

      Donovan glanced at me.

      “Fuck yes, we can practice.”

      She grinned, pushed Donovan’s hands away. “Good. Get your clothes off. Hurry,” she said as she used her feet to push her jeans down and tug them off. With deft fingers, she stripped off her bra and panties.

      “Hurry,” she repeated when we stopped and stared at her gorgeous body. “I want your big dicks.”

      We hustled then, naked in a matter of seconds.

      Reaching out, she grabbed both of our dicks in her small hands, began to stroke them.

      “Oh fuck,” Donovan said, grabbing her wrist and making her let go. “I’m too worked up and I want my cum in you, not on you.”

      She looked up at both of us through those dark lashes.

      I groaned when she released me too—not before she gave me one long, perfect stroke with her snug grip—and moved up the bed. Fuck me, she crawled on her hands and knees so we could watch her perfect tits sway and then see her upturned ass and wet pussy.

      I snagged her hip before she could get far, leaned forward and licked her. I missed her flavor, that sweet honey.

      “Nix!” she cried and I reveled in that sound. I’d hear that for the rest of my life.
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      KIT

      

      Oh. My. God. Nix’s mouth on my pussy was incredible, his tongue was magical. I’d been wet for them ever since they said the word love back in the storeroom. Hell, I’d been wet for them for years. But now, nothing stood in the way of us being together.

      The murderer was behind bars. Donovan had quit because of me. Nix probably got demoted. They were adamant about the change. And they’d done it before the guy had confessed, meaning they hadn’t done it because of the case, but because they’d compromised. For me.

      As Nix continued to eat me out, Donovan flopped down on the bed, head on the pillows. My mouth was right by his dick, which was sticking straight up. Turning my head, I tried to take him in my mouth. I wanted to feel the silky hardness of him against my tongue, to have the burst of pre-cum coat my tongue. To get him so worked up he lost his mind.

      “Nix, get her up here,” Donovan growled, tipping my chin away from my goal. “If she gets that hot mouth on me, it’ll all be over before we claim her together.

      What? Together?

      My pussy clenched at the idea and Nix groaned. He slapped my ass, not hard, but to get me moving. “Climb on Donovan’s cock. Take it for a ride while I get all lubed up to take that ass.”

      I climbed up Donovan’s body as Nix went to the bathroom, came back with a flip top plastic bottle of lube. He was all dark skin, rippling muscles and hard dick. When he saw me staring, he grinned. “Ready for me to get in your ass?”

      I glanced at his dick again. Long. Thick. That head was so much broader than the plug they’d used the other night. Could he fit?

      “Kitty Kat, we’ll get you all hot and ready for him.” Donovan turned my attention back to him. “Climb on and get my dick nice and wet.”

      I was apprehensive about Nix’s intentions, but I trusted them. I remembered what it had felt like when he’d used his finger there. I’d come so hard and so fast. But that wasn’t anything like the size of his dick.

      “Come on, Kitty Kat,” Donovan said, hooking my hip and pulling me toward him. I straddled his hips shifted so he was at my entrance. He slipped in an inch or so, stretching me open. Looking down, I watched his jaw clench, his eyes flare with heat.

      I bit my lip and lowered myself down, took him all the way in until I sat upon his lap.

      “Good girl. Fuck me.”

      I rode him then, hands on his chest, moving and feeling so damned good.

      “That’s it. You’re right where I want you, right where you belong.”

      Nix moved onto the bed, dropping the bottle of lube by my calf and within reach.

      “Between us,” Donovan continued.

      He was right. This was where I belonged. “I love you,” I whispered. “Both of you.”

      A smile spread across his face and he pulled me down for a kiss. I clenched down on him and he groaned as his tongue found mine.

      I gasped as Nix’s finger brushed my entrance. “It’s time, Kit, to make you ours.”

      I couldn’t nod, but only relaxed, lying on Donovan’s chest and allowing Nix’s finger to slip into me. He’d slicked it with lube to prepare me.

      Lifting my head, I gasped. “So full,” I moaned and glanced over my shoulder.

      Nix’s gaze was on my ass, probably watching as his finger disappeared inside me. He could also see how Donovan’s cock filled me, stretched me wide.

      “Not yet, Kit, but you will be,” Nix promised.

      He slowly fucked my ass with that finger, adding lube and then a second finger to prepare me. Donovan lifted and lowered me just a few inches so he rubbed over every delicious place inside me.

      Finally, Nix asked, “Ready?”

      I nodded.

      “Good girl,” he replied.

      “Kiss me some more, Kitty Kat,” Donovan said. “In just a minute you’ll belong to both of us. Nothing’s separating us again.”
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      DONOVAN

      

      She was so fucking tight. Her pussy walls clenched and milked my dick. I had been close to coming before I ever got inside her, but now I was practically considering baseball stats not to blow my load too soon.

      Nix had hooked her hip so her ass was tilted just right for him to get in her ass. As I kissed Kit, I could feel him press against her, then get the head of his dick into her. I felt every inch of it, only a thin membrane separating us. Kit stiffened in my hold, her lips stilled on mine as she moaned.

      “I’m in. Fuck, Kit, you’re so tight.”

      She was, like a fist. Hot. Wet. Perfect. And the feel of her, all soft, lush curves. Plump breasts pressed into my chest. The scent of her arousal and the musk of fucking filled the air around us.

      I tried not to move, to give Nix time to work his dick into her no-longer virgin ass.

      He kept dribbling more lube onto her, some of it sliding down to get on the base of my dick and I’d fuck it into her.

      She was dripping.

      “I’m so full,” she moaned, her dark eyes meeting mine. Her lips were red and swollen, her cheeks flushed.

      “You did it, Kitty Kat. You’ve got both your men in you. You make us one. Whole. A family.”

      She nodded, her sweaty hair falling around her face. “Want to come?”

      “Yes,” she begged.

      My hands slid from her hips to her ass, cupping those perfect cheeks and pulling them open for Nix.

      As Nix pulled almost out, I thrust deep, then reversing direction so we alternated our in and out motions.

      Kit moaned, begged, whimpered as we took her, slowly and carefully. It was too much for me. I gritted my teeth not to come, but she was too much. We’d been waiting too long. It was better than I ever imagined. Loving her.

      I came on a shout, emptying myself deep inside her pussy. My mind was blown, but her pleas for something, anything, had me reaching between us, brushing my thumb over her clit.

      Just a press and she came. I could feel her milking my cock, my cum slipping from her as she did so. I knew Nix could feel it as well, that he had superhero powers if he could keep from coming as her inner walls worked us over.

      He couldn’t. He was a mere mortal when it came to Kit and came on a deep thrust. I felt him throbbing, filling her up.

      Kit dropped her head to my chest, her breathing ragged. Her sweaty skin stuck to mine. Nix sounded as if he’d run a marathon as he carefully pulled out. Kit gasped and I stroked my hand up and down her damp back. My cock, softening slightly, was still inside her. It was a great place to be because as soon as she caught her breath, I’d fuck her again.

      I wasn’t done with her. I never would be.

      “Kitty Kat,” I said. She lifted her head and her eyes met mine. “Forever.”

      She looked to me, up at Nix who’d just returned from the bathroom with a wet washcloth. “Forever.”

      “Fuck, yes,” Nix added, making her laugh.

      The sweetest sound in the world.
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      KIT

      

      The past two days have been incredible. Donovan and Nix had let me out of bed… barely. I made it to my shifts at the diner on time… barely. I’d met with Wendy and her sister for the initial planning of her engagement party. Nix had filed paperwork to open his own business.

      We’d stayed at Nix’s, but he continued to talk about buying a bigger house. But it had been two days. Just two days. Two amazing days. I still had nightmares, but they were there to wake me, soothe me, hold me close until I fell back asleep.

      Nix had said he’d pick up Chinese for dinner, so Donovan and I were in the kitchen, setting out plates, getting silverware and drinks. We’d also been kissing. A lot. When Nix came through the front door, I was on the counter with Donovan between my parted knees. His hands were under my shirt and cupping my breasts.

      “I’m hungry for Kitty Kat right now. Chinese later,” Donovan called to Nix while grinning at me.

      I wasn’t going to stop him. They were creative, gentle and also very dominant lovers. And we hadn’t had sex in the kitchen. Yet.

      When Nix didn’t offer a witty reply about getting me out of my panties, we both looked to him.

      “What’s wrong?” Donovan asked.

      Nix looked pissed. His hair was messed up, his jaw clenched, his shoulders tense. He had his pistol on his hip right next to his badge.

      “Seaborn lied.”

      Donovan’s hands slipped out from under my shirt and he stepped back.

      “What the hell are you talking about?” Donovan asked.

      The arrest had been all over the local news outlets. TV, radio, internet, newspaper. People were relieved to know the murderer had been found, that it had been a crime of passion not random.

      “They installed one of those red-light cameras on Main by the library,” he said.

      Donovan nodded. “I remember. Pops promised it was a way to make crossing the street safer.”

      “The photos and tickets are issued once a week. The technician went through the pile today. Guess who’s on it?”

      “Seaborn?” I asked.

      Nix shook his head as he went to the fridge to get a beer. “Erin Mills.”

      “When?”

      He popped the top, guzzled a third of the bottle in one go. “The night she was killed. Miranski said the photo was stamped at twelve-thirteen a.m.”

      I’d gotten home around eleven-thirty and had been asleep at that time. “If she was in her car then, that means she wasn’t at the house.”

      “Seaborn said he killed her at midnight.”

      “Holy shit,” Donovan murmured.

      “Wait.” I held up my hand. “If Seaborn said he killed her at midnight but the traffic camera captured her alive and downtown almost fifteen minutes later, that means—”

      “He’s lying. He didn’t do it.”

      My stomach dropped at what he was saying. “Then who killed Erin?”

      Nix shrugged, set his beer on the counter. “He’s still out there.”
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        Read the next book in the series now!

        Get Mountain Delights!

      

      

      
        
        Hailey Taylor knows ski racing, and it's paid off, because she's a champion. The top of her game. Until she wiped out last season and blew out her knee. Her body may have recovered, but her head's not back in the game. Meeting Lucas Mills doesn't help, because the instant connection they share is just too good to ski away from. And when Lucas is game for getting his best friend in on their bed sport? Hailey's ready to play.

      

        

      
        Lucas is in love with Hailey. He's all in, from the first moment he sees her. But he knows he's not perfect, not with his PTSD from being deployed. He wants to make sure she's got someone watching out for her, besides him. Because the one thing he's learned between war and the murder of his sister, bad things can happen.

      

        

      
        Cy Seaborn's dad is a piece of sh—work. He walked away from his family when Cy was a kid, forcing his mom to work two jobs to make ends meet, to leave their house and live with his grandparents. He hasn't heard or seen from him since. Until the man falsely admits to killing Erin Mills—his best friend's sister. Cy has no idea why his father did it, and neither do the detectives working the case or the reporters who've been hounding him. He's wary. Jaded.

      

        

      
        All three are scarred. Damaged, outside and in. Lucas wants it all, but doesn't think he's enough. Cy's not worthy of a woman like Hailey, tainted by his father's bad blood. And Hailey? The only commitment she's known is to her sport and all that's gotten her is loneliness and injury. What if they let her fall? Can her heart recover?

      

        

      
        And most of all...with a murderer roaming Cutthroat, will they survive?

      

      

      
        
        Read the next book in the series now!

        Get Mountain Delights!
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      Guess what? I’ve got some bonus content for you with Kit, Nix and Donovan. So sign up for my mailing list. There will be special bonus content for books, just for my subscribers. Signing up will let you hear about my next release as soon as it is out, too (and you get a free book…wow!)

      As always…thanks for loving my books and the wild ride!
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            Join the Wagon Train!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        If you’re on Facebook, please join my closed group, the Wagon Train! Don’t miss out on the giveaways and hot cowboys!

      

        

      
        https://www.facebook.com/groups/vanessavalewagontrain/
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            Get A Free Book!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Join my mailing list to be the first to know of new releases, free books, special prices and other author giveaways.

      

      

      
        
        http://freeromanceread.com

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: Free Book!]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also By Vanessa Vale

          

        

      

    

    
      For the most up-to-date listing of my books:

      Click here

      or go to:

      http://vanessavaleauthor.com/v/14s

      All Vanessa Vale titles are available at Apple, Google, Kobo, Barnes & Noble, Amazon and other retailers worldwide.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Vanessa Vale

          

        

      

    

    
      Vanessa Vale is the USA Today bestselling author of sexy romance novels, including her popular Bridgewater historical series and hot contemporary romances. With over one million books sold, Vanessa writes about unapologetic bad boys who don't just fall in love, they fall hard. Her books are available worldwide in multiple languages in e-book, print, audio and even as an online game. When she's not writing, Vanessa savors the insanity of raising two boys and figuring out how many meals she can make with a pressure cooker. While she's not as skilled at social media as her kids, she loves to interact with readers.
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