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      SAMANTHA

      

      My workday was finally done. At last. The dictation of my patients’ records was complete. I hung up the phone with the recovery room and was glad to hear the afternoon emergency appendectomy patient was awake and responding well. With an extra four hours tacked on to my shift, I took off my glasses, rubbed my eyes before settling them back in place again.

      I stood from the desk, raised my arms over my head, stretched my back. Filling in for someone in the ER, I covered a shift for a guy who’d gone to Texas for the birth of his first grandchild, plus covered my usual duties in the OR.

      I looked at my watch, did the math. Twenty-three hours and six minutes until I was due back for my next shift. Laundry needed to be done. Apartment cleaned.  Finish the latest thriller on my e-reader. Sleep.

      God, I was dull, the excitement of my day a good book and crawling into bed at a ridiculously early hour. Alone. Working seventy-plus hours a week made me crave sleep, not fun. I’d only been in Cutthroat a few months and everyone on staff was friendly, but I was an oddity. It wasn’t often someone graduated from medical school at twenty-two and finished a surgical residency by twenty-five.

      Most nurses were older than me. Some candy stripers, even. My age and the fact that I was legally allowed to wield a scalpel made some patients panic when they found out I was the one operating on them.

      An ER nurse named Helen stopped in front of me. “One more before you go?” I took in the apologetic look on her face for giving me another patient. For a small-town hospital, we’d been crazy busy all day. Full moon, perhaps.

      Inwardly I groaned but only nodded as I grabbed my stethoscope from the desk and slung it over my neck. “Sure, no problem.” What was a little longer? It wasn’t as if my wild after-work plan of reading on my couch was going anywhere.

      “Prostate check.” The corner of her mouth tipped up, but that was the only sign of amusement she gave. We were professionals, no matter the patient’s concern, although sliding my fingers into the rectum of a stranger wasn’t on top of my list of fun things. “Third time this year. You’re new and haven’t met Mr. Marx yet, but he’s Cutthroat’s resident hypochondriac.”

      I knew of them, people who either read too much on the Internet and scared themselves right into the ER or were lonely and wanted some TLC. A prostate check meant the first, hopefully, and not the second. “Gotcha.”

      “Room three.”

      I headed that way, knocked on the door and entered. “Hello, sorry it took some time to get to you. This is the ER, and I had emergency surgery. I’m Dr. Sm—”

      My usual greeting dropped off to nothing at the sight of the patient. He was nothing like the mid-sixties, overly worried man I expected. Tall, dark and handsome were the right adjectives to describe the guy before me, but he was so much more. He was tall; he easily had an extra foot on me. His hair was black, a few weeks past the time for a cut. He was clean-shaven—although it looked like he might need a razor again. His jaw could be used to measure perfect angles. He wore a black Henley and jeans, both snug and fit him to perfection—meaning every one of his muscles was on delicious display. Every one. He reminded me of a short-haired Jason Momoa. And his gaze… penetrating, dark, assessing and focused squarely on me.

      I had no idea where the mental drivel was coming from, but I couldn’t miss the way a tattoo peeked out beneath the sleeve of his shirt at his wrist. Over the antiseptic smell of the ER, I picked up his woodsy, male scent. He screamed bad boy—not hypochondriac—without ever saying a word. And my body responded. Heated.

      Craved.

      I realized I was standing and ogling… and my mouth was open. My cheeks flamed hot at my behavior. I never ogled, but then again I’d never seen such a hot guy before. “Sorry, I’m Dr. Smyth,” I repeated, finally finishing.

      His dark brow winged up as he looked me over. I felt naked, and my nipples decided to pebble, which had never happened before, at least because of a guy. And definitely not because of a patient.

      “Really?”

      I tipped up my chin and replied with my usual. “Yes. Think I’m too young to be a doctor? Don’t be concerned, I’ve done this before.”

      “No, I just expected Sam Smyth to be a guy.”

      I frowned, wondering how he knew my first name, but it was on my badge clipped to my scrub top. I went to the computer, pulled up the patient chart, scanned the details, knew what I needed to do. “Sam’s short for Samantha. Jeans and underwear down, please.”

      His eyes widened. “That’s a new one,” he said.

      I went to the sink, pumped some soap onto my hands and washed them as I looked over my shoulder to him. “Oh?”

      “I’m the one who usually says that.”

      “Are you a doctor?”

      He laughed at that. “No. I’m a guy who likes to take charge.” He cocked his head to the side, studied me, pierced me with that dark gaze. “But I kind of like the idea of you being in control.”

      I blinked, snapping out of it, and grabbed a paper towel, watched as he crossed his arms over his broad chest. The corner of his mouth tipped up, no doubt finding humor in how flustered he made me. I didn’t feel in charge at all.

      “All right then, pants and underwear down, please.”

      “I’m not wearing underwear,” he countered.

      I paused mid-dry, processing that, even looked to his crotch and knew whatever was hiding beneath the denim was right there.

      I cleared my throat and tried to keep my thoughts professional, although I was very interested in seeing what he had beneath. And that ass, wow. I would lose my medical license if anyone knew my thoughts. “Just jeans down then. I’ll make this quick.”

      “With you?” He looked me over again. “Yeah, it’ll be too fucking quick. The first time.”

      The first time. He wasn’t talking about me screening his prostate.

      His hands went to the buckle of his belt, and I stared, watched as he undid it, tugged at the button, then slid down the zipper. It was as if it were in slow motion, his rugged hands pushing his jeans down his hips, and he sprang free…

      Holy shit.

      I’d seen a penis before. I was a doctor. I’d even seen an aroused one, but none had made my panties go damp and my mouth dry like this one. It was hard, long, thick. And hard. Very hard. It aimed toward me from a base of dark curls. It was a dark ruddy red with a broad crown, a little slit at the top.

      “My name’s Mac, by the way,” he said, his deep voice breaking through my… staring. “I figure we should know each other’s names before things get any more personal.”

      My gaze snapped to his, saw his grin. He wasn’t the slightest bit embarrassed. Then again, he had nothing to be embarrassed about. I had to wonder how he walked with that thing between his legs. My inner walls clenched and I wondered what it would feel like to be filled with that monster.

      I wanted to reach out and touch it, to see if the taut skin was as smooth as I suspected, if it was hot beneath my fingers. If I stroked it, would he come?

      “Mac,” I repeated, returning to the ogling.

      This guy was wicked. A total bad boy. He had no qualms about showing off his manhood, his blatant interest in me. I could jump him and take him for a ride. He was definitely offering.

      “My eyes are up here,” he said.

      “Oh shit,” I whispered, spinning on my heel to give him—and his penis—my back. There was no other way not to look. I grabbed gloves from the box on the wall, putting them on, trying to hide how awkward he made me feel. And hot.

      What doctor said oh shit in front of a patient?

      “You’ve got my pants down. Since you’re in charge—this time—what exactly are you going to do with me?” he asked. “Whatever fun we’re going to have, you look like you’ll be gentle, but don’t worry, I like it a little rough.”

      Holy shit. Okay, this wasn’t going as I expected. Focus. FOCUS. Prostate exam. God, I wondered if his ass was as glorious as his—

      “Doc?”

      I cleared my throat. “I’m going to check your prostate. Your chart says you’ve had it screened before. Don’t worry, I have small fingers.” I wiggled them so he could see. “Men say they like me better than Dr. Neerah.”

      He raised his hands in front of him. “Whoa, Doc. I have no doubt I’d like you better than Dr. Neerah or anyone else.”

      I opened a drawer, pulled out a small cloth. “Here. With you… aroused as you are, it’s possible to ejaculate from direct prostate stimulation during a screening. Tug down your jeans some more and lean over the exam table.”

      “You’re serious,” he said, not moving.

      I frowned. “Of course. There’s nothing to be embarrassed about if it happens, Mr. Marx. I’m a doctor.”

      “You’re right, there’s no doubt I’d shoot my load when you get your hands on me, but I think there’s been some mistake.”

      “Oh?”

      “I’m not Mr. Marx. Like I said, I’m Mac. I own the auto repair shop in town. The front desk person sent me in here to wait for you, but not for you to work your pretty little fingers up my ass.”

      “Then why did you pull your pants down?” I countered, pushing my glasses back up my nose.

      “When a beautiful woman wants my pants down, I’m not going to argue.”

      I flushed at that, felt something akin to praised vanity that he called me beautiful. Which was a total lie. And his penis was still out there.

      “What happened to Mr. Marx?” I asked, not sure what to do with his comment.

      His broad shoulders went up in a casual shrug as he tucked himself back into his jeans, pulled them up. “Nervous short guy, comb-over? He told the nurse he was headed to the bathroom. I think he bolted. Not sure why now that I see you or what you were going to do.”

      I should have felt totally offended, but I wasn’t. Somehow this guy’s words didn’t make me feel cheap. He made me feel… attractive, which was completely ridiculous. I had on scrubs, no makeup, my glasses and I’d yanked my hair back into a sloppy tail over twelve hours ago. I smelled like strong surgical soap, had non-latex gloves on and held a tube of lubricating jelly.

      All of that reminded me that to a man like him, I wasn’t a woman, I was a conquest. There were more attractive women working at the hospital, women who were more worldly, less nerdy by far. Like Dr. Knowles, the asshole surgical lead, who had his sights set on me. And this guy, Mac? He did, too, it seemed.

      But Dr. Knowles made me want to shower. Mac made me want to shower… with him. And that snapped me out of it because the gorgeous hunk in front of me would not be interested in that or anything else having to do with me, the dorky, virgin doctor.

      He’d been aroused. For me. By me.

      “Why exactly are you waiting for me?” I asked, confused about so much. “And in an exam room?”

      “I have no idea why I’m in here.” He lifted his hand, indicating the sterile space. “Hospital security called me an hour ago. I guess they circle the lot. They found your car has a flat tire. They wanted me to connect with you, get it fixed.”

      “I have a flat tire,” I said dumbly. I knew the security guys. They’d walked me out when I got off shift in the middle of the night. The fact that they remembered what kind of car I drove and that they noticed I had a flat was another reminder of why I’d moved to Cutthroat.

      “You’re here to fix it,” I finally figured out.

      “That’s right. Now would you mind putting that lube down?”

      I closed my eyes, took a deep breath. “Fuck me,” I whispered. The morgue was one floor down, so if I died from embarrassment, my body wouldn’t have too far to go.

      Mac stepped up to me, grabbed the lube from my hands. My eyes flew open, and I looked up at his grinning face. “That can be arranged.”
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      “Where the fuck have you been?” Hardin asked when I climbed back into the tow truck. His glare would scare most people, but not me. Same went for his size. He was built like a fucking lumberjack, had the beard to match.

      I’d been gone long enough the heat had seeped from the cab and our breaths came out in white puffs, not that he felt the cold. It was only November and was probably going to be a rough winter.

      I laughed, turned the truck on, shifted as I tried to will my dick down. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

      “Try me. I’ve been sitting here bored out of my fucking mind.”

      He wasn’t into electronics, barely used his cell phone and only for calls. I doubted he even knew what an app was or, if he did, fiercely refused to give a shit.

      “I see you left your book in your purse at home,” I snapped. When he glared some more, I added, “Fine.” Turning in my seat, I slung my arm over the steering wheel and told him everything.

      His eyebrows were up beneath his watch cap by the time I was done.

      “You went in to tell a guy you were fixing his flat. Instead you get a woman who wants to tickle your prostate. You get all the fun,” he muttered.

      I shifted, put the truck into gear. “Oh, you’ll get some of this fun. This one… hell, she’s the one. No question.”

      “The one.” He laughed. When I didn’t join him, he went on. “Really? The one? You think because you got your dick out, she’ll be interested in both of us.”

      I shook my head. I’d felt the same way until twenty minutes ago. I’d hoped, but never really expected, a woman to want a serious relationship with two guys. A wild night to check off the bucket list, sure, but not forever. Cy Seaborn and Lucas Mills were in a relationship with Hailey Taylor, the ski racer. It wasn’t rumor. They’d confirmed it for me when I towed her car a little while back. I was happy for them and a whole fuck-ton jealous. Not because I wanted Hailey, but because I wanted the kind of connection they shared.

      I felt in my gut that the doc was the one, even after the ridiculous way we’d met. I wasn’t going to argue with Hardin. He’d find out for himself soon enough. “You’ll see. Third row, five cars back on the left, white Honda SUV,” I mumbled to myself.

      “What?” he asked, looking out the window.

      “That’s where she said her car was.”

      “Who the fuck knows exactly where they park?”

      I laughed, pointed at her car when we stopped in front of it, exactly where she’d said.

      “The lady doc,” I replied. “She’s a by-the-book woman. Precise. Smart, beautiful, organized. Detailed. Gorgeous in a subtle way. And fucking young.”

      When the hospital security office called and said one of their docs had a flat tire, a Sam Smyth, I hadn’t expected Sam Smyth. I was all for women doctors, but I’d been set up for failure with this one. My dick sure had liked the surprise just fine. So did the rest of me. I saw past the messy hair, the scrubs. She didn’t have on a lick of makeup, so she had that girl-next-door look. There was no way she was trying to get me hard. She had zero artifice. I doubted she even knew how to flirt. But that uptight personality, and fuck, those glasses. Those were what had turned my dick into a lead pipe in my pants… to start. Then, when she’d said she wanted my pants down, I didn’t question. My dick had screamed OUT! even though I’d had no idea why a little thing like her was ordering my pants down when I was there to fix a flat.

      “Completely opposite of you,” Hardin countered.

      “No question. She’s meeting me—us—here. She had to track down a wayward patient.”

      Before I left, Dr. Smyth… Sam… gave me the exact location of her car—even the license plate number—and said she’d meet me in the lot but had to track down the missing Mr. Marx first. I assumed it wasn’t good for a patient to go missing. I realized I wasn’t too thrilled to have the hot doc getting the old geezer off with a little ass play. Fuck, I knew it was her job and all, but still. I wanted those hands on me.

      What conscious guy would argue with a stunner like her? If she wanted my pants down, my pants went down. Period.

      I turned off the tow truck’s engine and hopped out to see the damage, if the tire could be plugged and re-inflated. Hardin followed. I squatted down beside the tire to take a closer look.

      “What the fuck? That tire’s slashed,” he commented. We owned the shop together, both of us mechanics. While we tackled all kinds of cars and trucks, we also repaired snowmobiles, ATVs, tractors, even snowblowers.

      Who’d want to slash the doc’s tire? She wasn’t old enough to have enemies. I went from eager to fucking pissed in two-point-five seconds. Who fucked with a woman like this? It was an asshole thing to do. It might have been over fifteen years since my mom died. I hadn’t been there for her, my own fucking fault, but I’d take care of Sam. Cancer and a slashed tire weren’t remotely close to the same thing.

      Most tow drivers would fix her flat and walk away. Never see her again. It was business. One more tire in a long line of tires. That sure as fuck wasn’t happening with us. We’d see her again, and not because some asshole had fucked up her car. We’d see her again because not seeing her wasn’t an option. Hardin would agree as soon as he laid eyes on her.

      “Who the fuck would want to do that?”

      “I have no fucking idea,” I murmured. “I don’t like this.”

      He made a sound of agreement, a cross between a grunt and a growl. A slashed tire was petty. A dick move. Besides being an asshole, the guy didn’t have the balls to be up front about his problem. While I didn’t want a guy getting up in Sam’s grill, this passive-aggressive shit only riled me up.

      Hardin agreed. She’d get our protection.

      The sound of crunching snow signaled the doc’s approach. I looked up at her and… fuck. Yeah, the sucker punch I’d felt when I saw her inside had been real, not the burger I’d had for lunch haunting me. I wanted this woman with a fierceness I’d never felt before. With the slashed tire on top of it all, I was fierce.

      “Holy shit,” Hardin whispered.

      Yeah, I’d been right that the doc would do it for him.

      There wasn’t much of her we could see between her thick puffy coat, fleece scarf, hat and mittens. Her blonde ponytail stuck out below her thick hat. Strands had come loose and framed her heart-shaped face. Her cheeks were as pink as her full lips, her eyes—hidden behind those fucking glasses—were as blue as the cold sky.

      I pegged her at maybe midtwenties, pretty damned young for a doc and pretty damned young for me. Hardin, too. Her coat stopped just above her knees, and she wore blue scrub pants and sneakers. She was a few inches over five feet, and her shape was well hidden. I remembered seeing the swell of breasts beneath her scrubs, but the drab hospital clothing wasn’t flattering and hid too much. I itched to push her up against her car, unzip her coat and roam over every inch of her, but I also wanted to zip the coat up even higher and hustle her into the warmth of the tow truck’s cab.

      She was… adorable, which was the dumbest fucking word for me to even think. I wasn’t a seven-year old girl looking at puppy pictures. Yet she’d gotten my pants down and my dick all hard.

      She wasn’t like any woman I’d ever been with. Hell, unlike any I’d ever met, and the thought of her riding my dick in only her glasses made my jeans fucking tight. Hardin was the one who liked to read books without pictures, and I knew the whole naughty librarian thing did it for him. But a dirty doctor who screamed prickly naivete? He was a goner.

      Fuck, my mind was in the gutter for this one, had been since she walked in that exam room and I practically swallowed my tongue when I saw her. It was insane, but she was the one. I knew it. Felt it. Why? Fuck, I had no idea. But I wanted to know why she was so young and a doctor. Why she was prickly about it. Why she remembered exactly where her car was.

      “Hello,” she said, her voice soft but as direct as her gaze.

      I stood and she had to tilt her chin back to look at me. Her eyes flared wide for a second, unsure after the fun we’d had in the ER, and she licked her lips. Of course I watched her little pink tongue flick out, and I didn’t need my prostate tickled to come.

      I wondered if she was afraid of me. Some women were. I had pulled my pants down, a whole fuck-ton too forward, but how the hell was I to know she thought I was a patient?

      I was big, tattooed, rough around the edges, probably seven or eight years older. My nose was crooked, my knuckles gnarled from fights and work. My nails, no matter how much I scrubbed, were stained. I wasn’t the clean-cut type—I’d lost that the second I was sent to juvie—but that didn’t mean I would hurt her. No fucking way.

      And I wasn’t even considering Hardin in those thoughts. The two of us together in a dark alley would make most men shit themselves.

      “Doc,” I said by way of greeting.

      “Sam’s fine,” she said, waving her mitten-covered hand.

      “Hey… this is Hardin. He came along for the ride. He might be big, but he’s a softy.”

      She looked his way, took in all six-foot-five inches. His beard. Heft. Then she glanced back toward the building, her back ramrod straight. She seemed… scared.

      “Hey, Sam,” Hardin said. “I heard what happened with Mac, and the story’s made my day. He’s a good guy though. He won’t hurt you. He’s the last man on earth who’d hurt a woman.”

      On my mother’s grave.

      “Neither of us will,” he continued. “Okay?”

      He’d picked up on her nerves, too. I leaned forward a little so our heights were closer, so I could look right into those pale eyes. “Okay?” I repeated.

      Sucking in a breath, she nodded.

      “Yeah, not okay,” I commented, noticing she didn’t look the least bit settled. Gently I placed my hands on her shoulders, felt the heft of her coat, but then her beneath. Sturdy. Tense. “I apologize for what happened inside. It was a dick move.”

      For a second she did nothing, then laughed. “Yes, it was.”

      Beneath my palms, I felt her relax just a little. Good, she was able to joke about it. I was the one who’d had his dick out.

      “I admit, it was… unusual, what happened,” she continued. “A misunderstanding for both of us, but nothing to be stressed about.”

      I cocked my head to the side, saw the tense lines around her mouth. “Then why are you stressed? It’s been all of ten minutes since I had my pants down.”

      I wanted to know, to fix whatever shit she had.

      She looked at me with those pale eyes. I could see her mind working and wondered if she ever shut it down.

      “I ran into an annoying coworker. Had words. That’s all.”

      I felt her body tense up as she said that. Heard the snap in her tone. We’d just met, but she was pretty damned easy to read. She wasn’t mad. She was strong, as if her spine were made of steel and she was fortifying it.

      That was good and all, her being strong, but some weights were too heavy for anyone to handle alone.

      “Do I need to beat the shit out of him?” I asked, giving her shoulders a gentle squeeze. “Or I can get Hardin to do it. He can make a guy piss himself with just a glare.”

      Her gaze had drifted to my chest, but at my question she looked up at me again, flicked her gaze toward Hardin.

      “You’d do that? You don’t even know me.”

      Fuck. She slayed me. Done. Dead. She was actually surprised I’d help her ass. Hadn’t anyone stood up for her before?

      I didn’t answer, just tugged her into my chest, wrapped my arms around her. Over her head, I stared at Hardin. His jaw clenched and he nodded. Thank fuck, he was right there with me. He was the touchy-feely one, but I fucking had to hold her.

      I hugged her close, but she stood rigid. Her arms were at her sides. She didn’t lean in, didn’t relax.

      “What did this guy do, Sam?” I murmured, leaning down so I could breathe in her scent. Harsh soap, fruity shampoo and something soft and feminine.

      “How do you know it’s a guy?” she asked. She turned her face into my chest, nuzzled a little. Fuck, that felt good.

      “I know.” I did. Women got pissed at each other. Snarled and hissed before an all-out cat fight. This wasn’t that.

      “Why are you hugging me?” she asked, perhaps just realizing I was doing so. “I’m not much of a hugger. It’s highly unusual.”

      “I think you’re going to learn pretty quick, sweetheart, we’re not like anyone else,” Hardin said.

      She turned her head to look up at him. I liked seeing her in my arms, the confusion, the… fuck, innocence in her gaze. She was standoffish, but not with us. It seemed to be her nature.

      “Look, if someone’s messing with you, we need to know.”

      “Why?”

      “Because an annoying coworker is the least of your problems.” I thumbed over my shoulder. “Someone slashed your tire.”

      She stepped back and I let her go. She looked down at the tire, her long hair slid over her shoulder.

      It was obvious someone had slit it. I’d seen it before, in a bar lot. But a hospital? It wasn’t as if it could have been done somewhere else and she drove here with it. No other cars had been messed with. Why her car? What had she done to someone? I doubted she even killed a spider. Probably studied it under a microscope, then set it free.

      I didn’t like this. No one fucked with her. Not my doc.

      Her mouth fell open, and she stared at me as if I’d just spoken Swahili. “I’m sorry, what?”

      “The side wall’s slit,” Hardin explained, clearly trying not to clench his jaw at the intentional act.

      Someone was screwing with her. Her.

      “So the guy who’s got you all wound tight,” I said. “Think he did this?”

      She studied the tire as she responded. “Doubtful. We were in surgery together until an hour ago. While it is physically possible for him to come out here and do it, realistically it would be beneath him. You said the security guys found the tire on their rounds; therefore they could have found him causing the damage. Besides, he wields a scalpel, not a knife.” She frowned, then pushed her glasses up. “No, it wasn’t him.”

      “A scalpel could have done that,” Hardin commented, tipping his head toward the tire.

      Some dickhead was clearly bothering her, but didn’t slice her tire. What she said made sense. Most people shared their problems, got help from friends. For her I doubted that was the case. She was asked a question, and she replied with fact. Assessing and analyzing was her thing. Feelings and emotions seemed to be a struggle.

      We’d find out about the asshole, abso-fucking-lutely. But if he didn’t do it, then who the fuck did?

      “Can you replace it?” she asked.

      “Got a spare in the back?” I asked, thinking about how I’d grip those long tresses as I fucked her from behind. How Hardin would get her in the shower and wash them. He’d pamper the shit out of her. And she needed it.

      I studied her. She wasn’t wound up. She was way too chill for that. Controlled, definitely. And wouldn’t it be fun to get her to give that up, just for me? Just for me and Hardin, because what she didn’t know was that she had two guys looking out for her. No fucking way could either of us leave her to deal with a tire slasher on her own.

      She shrugged, but the gesture was barely noticeable beneath her coat. “I’m actually not sure.”

      That was a surprise. I angled my head toward her car. “May I?”

      She fished her keys from her pocket, clicked the fob. The vehicle beeped. I went to the back, opened the cargo door and lifted the cover for where the spare was supposed to be. “No spare.”

      What would she have done on her own? Smart as she was, she’d have probably either gone to the security guys and they’d have called me, or she’d have gotten in touch with me directly. Either way we’d be right here, right now. I’d have missed seeing her face when she saw my dick for the first time, wouldn’t have caught on that I’d flustered and gotten her hot for it all at the same time.

      “As in it’s missing or there never was one?” she asked.

      I wasn’t sure what the difference was in this moment, but I said, “Never was one.”

      “Why?” she wondered.

      I frowned, slammed the door closed. “Why? You want to know why?” No one had really asked me that before.

      “I always want to know why,” she countered.

      Hardin smirked.

      I ran a hand over my head. Her curiosity in the face of a slashed tire and freezing temperatures and whatever fuck-a-doc douche canoe had said to her, surprised—and amused—me.

      “Well, to cut down on weight sometimes, for example with an electric car or fuel efficiency,” I told her. “Or because the car company’s cheap.”

      When I turned back around to face her, she was staring up at the sky and mumbling, as if asking God for a tire to drop from the heavens for her.

      My lips twitched, and I glanced at Hardin. She was wound pretty tight, although I’d be pissed too if someone sliced my tire. I was catching on that this seemed to be her all the time. Yeah, she needed someone in her life to slow her roll a bit. Slay some fucking dragons, because a doctor like her seemed to somehow have a shit-ton of them. She was too young and probably spent way too many hours inside a hospital to stir up enemies.

      “Do you have to be back in the ER or are you done for the day?” Hardin asked.

      “Done. Very done.”

      “Good,” I replied. “We can tow you into the shop and swap it out.”

      I wasn’t keen on fixing it and forgetting it. Or her. Someone had slashed her fucking tire. I wasn’t planning on letting her out of our sights anytime soon. She just didn’t know it yet.

      I could see her mind working over the options, which weren’t very many. We were the only tow in town, and there wasn’t a big-box store in Cutthroat that sold tires. I wouldn’t call our little operation a monopoly, but if she wanted her tire fixed, we were the only men for the job. Or any other job she might need filled.

      It was time to stop thinking and start moving.

      “Look, sweetheart, you can say yes and get your cute ass in the truck to keep warm while I hook your car up, or Hardin can toss you over his shoulder, put your cute ass in the truck to keep warm, then I’ll still hook your car up. Which is it?”

      Her eyes widened and she licked her lips. I’d bet my right nut that my taking control had turned her on. When she spun about and went over to the truck without an argument or a why, I knew my nuts were safe. Hardin opened the door, grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up into the cab. Yeah, she needed a guiding hand, and we were going to give it to her. And more.
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      SAM

      

      The day had turned weird, really weird. Really fast.

      I was at ease having my hands inside a cracked chest or open abdomen. In the operating room I was in my comfort zone. I knew what to do, the next steps. I could see it in my mind. Consider every possibility.

      Now? I wasn’t at home in my sweats with my book as mentally planned. As was my normal routine. My comfort zone. Instead I was at the Gallows, the popular bar on Main Street, with Mac, the bad-boy hottie who’d showed me his dick, and Hardin, his huge, linebacker-sized friend. His hot friend.

      Hardin had deep auburn hair, a color most women would kill for. Once he removed his hat, I could see it was cut much shorter than Mac’s, neat and tidy, along with a trimmed beard. I didn’t see a single tattoo, but there was a lot of body that was hidden beneath a blue plaid flannel and jeans. If he carried an ax, he’d be a full-fledged lumberjack. I felt small and weak beside him. I might be able to resect an aorta, but I was sure he could lift a car.

      Yet he didn’t seem scary. He was quiet, gave off a sense of calm that was oddly reassuring, even when I’d been pressed between the two of them in the cab of the tow truck, had thought of Mac’s threat to spank my ass if I were a bad girl.

      I was never bad.

      The testosterone pumping off the two of them must have fried my brain because here I was. I was so far out of my element. I’d turned down coworkers’ offers for a drink after work. Every time they asked. Why had I agreed to get some food with Mac and Hardin? My ovaries must have made me say yes.

      To two men. And that was the second thing that made this day weird.

      Oh yeah, the third? I saw a guy’s penis—Mac’s penis—and it hadn’t belonged to a patient. And that had clearly made me lose my mind. That penis was attached to the hottest guy ever and that made it the hottest penis in existence. It wasn’t just a penis, it was a dick. Penis was a clinical term. Medical. The thing Mac had let spring from his jeans was blatantly sexual. Virile.

      The way Mac was looking at me, like he wanted to drag me back to his cave by my ratty ponytail, had my pussy clenching, made me eager for him to pull his pants down again.

      Hardin sat beside him and eyed me, too. As if he hadn’t seen a woman before, or he’d been at sea for six months and I was the first woman he’d spotted in port.

      Again, two men. TWO. As in more than one.

      If I felt awkward and out of place in a bar, I had no idea how I’d behave if I were in Mac’s bed. He was years older than me. Experienced. Looking at him, he must have conquered every female in Cutthroat County. I had zero experience with a guy. Oh, I knew all about the penis in a medical sense, the two chambers, the corpora cavernosa that was surrounded by the tunica albuginea. But a hard dick, in a vagina… in my vagina or hand or mouth…

      I squirmed in the booth because it wasn’t just Mac’s dick. There was Hardin’s dick, too. I hadn’t seen it, but I wondered if it was proportionately sized, because if it was, it was going to be a baby arm. A baseball bat. A club. How did he walk?

      “You didn’t have to take me to dinner,” I said, trying to steer my thoughts away from their anatomy. What did one say in a situation like this, especially after the mix-up in the ER? So tell me about your dick. Do you get hard for all the girls or just me? How did you fit it back in your jeans? Is it still hard?

      Even with music coming from the jukebox and the start of the happy hour crowd, the high backs of each bench seat made it seem as if the three of us were alone. “You’ve said that. Several times.”

      “Four,” I replied. I bit my lip, realizing my analytical mind was vomiting stupid words.

      The corner of Hardin’s perfect lips tipped up. Yes, they were perfect. Kissable. I amused him. Both of them.

      “You’re very precise, aren’t you?” he asked.

      I nodded, pushed my glasses up. “I am. I can’t help it, actually.”

      A waiter came over, tossed coasters onto the table. “Drinks?”

      “Yes,” Mac said at the same time I said, “No.”

      Mac looked to me. “If there’s anyone who needs a drink, it’s you.”

      Hardin nodded in agreement but stayed silent.

      Back at their auto shop, Hardin had lifted me down from the tow truck, his big hands spanning my entire waist. Mac had detached my car and went in search of a replacement tire. He’d returned, stating that since it was late and if it was all right with me, one of them would fix it in the morning, wanting to take me to dinner—and then drop me at home after—to make up for the ER mix-up. They hadn’t given me much choice since I wasn’t walking the mile to my house in the cold. And I was hungry. And they were hot. I owed it to women to go out with two hot, brawny guys.

      I pursed my lips at Mac’s words, knowing I’d been classified as everything from uptight to frigid. He was right. I needed a drink. Probably several.

      “What do you like?” he asked.

      “Decide for me,” I said, not sure what to pick and not wanting to give that gem of cluelessness away.

      They ordered beers for themselves, a vodka and something for me.

      “Not much of a drinker?” Mac asked.

      I picked up the coaster, twirled it in my fingers. “Not a drinker at all,” I replied. “I was in my third year of medical school when I turned twenty-one. I haven’t had much of an opportunity since.”

      Hardin frowned, then said, “Twenty-one your third year in medical school? That made you… fifteen when you graduated high school?”

      “Fourteen.”

      His auburn brows shot up. “You went to college at fourteen?”

      “Yeah, Harvard.”

      “Holy shit,” Mac whispered, slowly shaking his head. “So you’re pretty smart.”

      “Yes.”

      As we talked, they listened. Focused. Seriously stared, Mac’s dark eyes and Hardin’s hazel ones taking in mine. Mac’s dipped to my lips. He made me uncomfortable, but not in a creepy way like Dr. Knowles, even after what Mac had done in the exam room. If Dr. Knowles had pulled out his penis—no way was I calling it a dick—I’d have lost my shit and HR would definitely have to listen.

      The waiter dropped off the drinks. As I took a sip of mine, I thought of the confrontation I had with Dr. Knowles as I’d gathered my things from the doctors’ lounge to meet Mac in the parking lot.

      “Dr. Smyth,” Dr. Knowles had said.

      I’d frozen when I heard the voice. Closed my eyes. Maybe if my eyes were closed, I wouldn’t have to confront him. I was off-balance from the thing with Mac. Fuck. I’d wanted to avoid the surgical lead before I left, but no such luck. He’d found me. Alone.

      I took a fortifying breath to face the only person I disliked in Cutthroat. In the entire state of Montana.

      I spun on my sneakered heel and tipped up my chin. “Yes?” I asked.

      I had to forget about Mac, what had just occurred, that I was meeting him by my car.

      “Good work on the surgery.”

      His praise was familiar but only because it was usually followed by something else. It was the segue he always used to strike up a conversation.

      “Thank you,” I replied.

      “I want to talk with you about your suture tying.” He approached. “Perhaps we can discuss it over dinner.”

      Suture tying? I’d been tying sutures since the first practical in medical school. That was what he was going with?

      “We can talk of any issues you have out at the nurses’ station,” I replied, not even mentioning the over dinner part of his sentence. I needed a public place for our conversation… and inside the hospital. Every discussion had to be about work and nothing else. I’d given in to small talk with him when I’d first arrived, but that had been a mistake. It led to… well, this. Advances on his part that were unwanted. Cutthroat was a small town, and people talked, made assumptions.

      He took a step closer, and I spun about to face away from him, grabbed my things from my locker and slammed it shut. I wanted to flee, which would have given him the upper hand. I also wanted to knee him in the balls, but that would get me fired.

      He advanced farther so he was pressed against my back. I could smell the slight scent of his cologne, feel every inch of him in his scrubs… and what was beneath. My skin crawled, and I was freaked out. He’d never made contact with me before, only a handshake when we’d first met, and never like this.

      Just looking at Mac had made me hot, made me flustered. Wet. But Dr. Knowles, the feel of him, made me want to vomit.

      He was an attractive man—I would admit to that—but I had no interest in his forty-something ass. Or any other part of him. Nurses batted their eyelashes at him, practically tossed their panties his way as he made his rounds. I’d heard stories and the fact that he’d made his rounds through the hospital staff, too, and the fact that I was next made him even worse. Was I the only one to rebuff him? Was I the only one who wasn’t wired for a one-night stand? For a quick fuck with my mentor?

      Was I supposed to be hot for him? Why was I turned on by a blatant bad boy like Mac?

      Dr. Knowles’s hair was salt-and-pepper, but it made him look mature, not old. He kept himself in good shape and had the whitest teeth I’d ever seen. The other nurses could have him. I knew men like him. Lots of doctors with god complexes, who expected everyone to fall into line… or their beds. Men like him saw me, the young prodigy, as one to teach more than medicine. They all wanted to not only work with me, they wanted to play with me, giving the whole playing doctor a whole new meaning.

      And that was sooo not happening. I was fine with my vibrators. Mac’s dick would be fun, too. He definitely knew what to do with it, I had no doubt. Mac might have been forward, but he wasn’t seeking an advantage, abusing a position of trust. I’d told him to pull his pants down and he had. A misunderstanding, yes, but it was all outside the boundaries of interoffice relations.

      He was a stranger, a stranger I knew to a certain degree intimately.

      I sashayed sideways to get around Dr. Knowles and speed walked for the door, opening it so that we weren’t in private any longer. I had my coat and bag in my arms.

      “You rebuffed a conversation on removing the duodenum during the Whipple procedure and your op notes for the appendectomy. Your lack of participation in the program will show on your work record.”

      That had me pausing, hand on the doorknob, but the door was open enough where people walking down the hall could see into the room and know nothing was happening.

      “Lack of participation in what, exactly?” I asked, my eyes narrowing. I was very familiar with my work record since all I did was work. It was exemplary, and I wouldn’t have him tarnish it. He might question my interpersonal skills but not my work. My heart was beating out of my chest, but I wouldn’t let any of my nerves show. I wouldn’t give him that pleasure.

      “Furthering your medical knowledge.”

      He’d spoken of the Whipple procedure in detail with the entire surgical staff, myself included.

      “As I put in my op notes, the CT was worrying for possible perforation, but when I had the scope in and visualized it, it was clear it was inflamed and distended but not ruptured.”

      “Yes, but we should analyze your performance further.”

      I didn’t need my IQ of 176 to know he meant sex education and my performance while being fucked by him.

      At the rate sleazeballs like Knowles came on to me, my sex toys were going to be the closest things to my vagina… ever. Not that I wanted to have battery-induced orgasms for the rest of my life, but I was selective. The guy who took my virginity at least couldn’t be an asshole. I wanted to burn from his touch, not freeze. And that made me think of Mac. He made me hot. Ache. Want.

      And he was waiting for me outside.

      I met Dr. Knowles gaze head-on. I wouldn’t tell him to fuck off, which was what I wanted to do, but I wouldn’t submit either. I’d stay professional, keep things public.

      I’d had my ass pinched in the past. I’d been propositioned. I’d been the focus of bets, of who could bed the smart chick. I’d learned the hard way at an early age. The guys at Harvard had pretty much avoided me since I’d been jailbait. Being a freshman at fourteen had seen to that. But medical school had been different. I’d been legal and fair game. Fresh meat.

      I looked him in the eye. “We can discuss this further at the nurses’ station,” I repeated. I’d had years to project a calm facade, and I put it in place now. “I’m sure the others will be interested in whatever experiences on the transection or suturing you have to share.”

      With that I fled, tried to calm my racing heart as I leaned against the high counter. I didn’t talk with anyone in the ER—they were busy working—and waited, held my coat in my arms as goose-down armor. After a few minutes Dr. Knowles finally came out of the lounge but turned away from me and down the hall. He didn’t even glance my way. I went to the phone, left a voice mail with HR about the incident so it was documented, but I doubted it would do any good. He wasn’t backing off.
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      HARDIN

      

      “You okay, Sam?” I set my hand on her wrist, rubbed my thumb back and forth over her bare skin. So fucking soft.

      She blinked, then pushed those sexy glasses up her nose. She’d gone off in her mind somewhere, even missed the fact that she’d finished her drink. I flagged down the waiter and indicated we wanted another round.

      “Sorry, I’m fine.” She gave a quick smile, raised her glass to her lips and realized it was empty.

      “You were telling us about going to college at fourteen.”

      The waiter arrived with our drinks, and I pushed the second vodka cranberry toward Sam. She took a big swig before she replied.

      “Right. Fourteen.”

      “That must have been hard. Homesick a lot.”

      She blinked. “Homesick? Of course not. My parents discovered my abilities when I was three. I never went to school, being homeschooled by a variety of tutors they thought would push my abilities. Piano. Violin, you name it. I was raised by the tutors, by the housekeeper. My parents were never home.”

      What the fuck?

      “Why not?” I asked.

      “My father runs a multinational oil company out of Houston. My mother was a trophy wife. I was not what they expected, being able to do quadratic equations and speak two languages fluently by the time I was four—being bilingual because the housekeeper was Swedish. They couldn’t take me places because they said I embarrassed their friends and colleagues with being too smart.”

      She spoke fluent Swedish, and her parents needed a serious fucking talking-to. She wasn’t a simple blonde to pick up at a bar.

      “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” Mac murmured, his fingers white around his beer bottle.

      She took another sip of her drink, and while she was sharing shit that made me want to track down her parents and knock their heads together, she was relaxing. Her body, beneath those god-awful scrubs, lost all that tense energy. Her cheeks were flushed a pretty pink.

      To say I was becoming more protective of this woman by the minute was an understatement. Who the fuck was raised by a housekeeper and tutors? My brother and I had grown up with two loving parents. We were a Norman Rockwell family and all that. Who the fuck went to Harvard at fourteen? I wanted to hug the child she’d been, beat up any of the college fuckers who’d thought about her young pussy.

      “If I said Harvard was easy, would you hate me?” she asked, then bit her lip.

      “Easy?”

      “I’m pretty smart,” she replied.

      No fucking kidding. I was trying to picture her as a young teenager—a girl—at Harvard. Books and lectures would have been safe for her. The rest?

      “So you’re smart, like you said. That doesn’t define you,” I told her.

      She looked at me as if I all of a sudden spoke in Swedish. “Actually it does.”

      I shook my head. “No, it doesn’t. I’m not stupid, but I’m not a genius either. No one thinks of me as the average-IQ guy.”

      “That’s a reasonable statement,” she said finally. “What do you do, then, that is noteworthy?”

      I took a pull of my beer. “Not much. Mac and I, we run the shop together. I’m good with fixing farm equipment, snowmobiles. That has me going out to ranches across the county.”

      Her eyes lit up. “You make house calls for sick machinery.”

      “You could put it that way.”

      “How wonderful,” she added. “Your patients don’t talk back. You are mechanical physicians,” she said, then giggled. She looked to Mac. “And I guess you are a vehicular podiatrist since you are going to fix the tire on my car.”

      I stared at her because her words were fucking ridiculous. True, but ridiculous. I smiled because she giggled, which I guessed for her was pretty rare.

      “I don’t know anything about combustion engines,” she added. “I guess I shall have to get a book and learn about this topic, although that will do nothing about the fact that my car doesn’t have a spare.”

      I thought of the slashed tire, knew someone had it in for the little Einstein across from us. Vandalism was a hands-off way to fuck with her. Had it been a one-time thing, or did someone hate her? I had no idea, but she was safe with us, and we meant to keep her that way.

      “You’ve been busy. I’m guessing you didn’t party. I mean… fourteen,” Mac said, thinking the same as me. “Your parents must have watched over you like crazy.”

      She shook her head, tucked a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear. “At Harvard? They weren’t there. This is good,” she commented, looking down at her glass, tipping it so the ice cubes clinked.

      She’d steered clear of talking about her parents, but it didn’t seem like she was trying to avoid talking about them, rather stating a fact and moving on. Mom and Dad didn’t seem to mean much of anything to her, and it was obvious they didn’t think shit of her. My brother and I had no doubt our parents loved us. They were spending the winter in Arizona, but when they were in town, I saw them probably twice a month. My brother was eight years older, but we were tight. We went out for beers and during football season—and when he wasn’t working—spent Sunday afternoons watching the game.

      I also had Mac. Other friends. Between family and buds, I knew I wasn’t alone. Sam, though? I had to wonder if she’d been alone her entire life.

      “What is it?” she asked.

      “Vodka cranberry. Drink up,” Mac replied.

      I didn’t want her drunk, but I did like her talking. Mac, too. She took another sip.

      “You’re from Texas, went to Harvard and finished medical school, at what? Twenty-two?” I asked.

      She nodded. “I’m a surgeon, that’s my specialty, but today I covered a shift for an ER doc. That’s how I ended up meeting you.” She looked at Mac through her pale lashes.

      My brother was a doctor and worked at the hospital, too. No fucking way was I mentioning him to Sam. The guy wasn’t short on companionship when it came to women. I swore I heard about a new one every time we talked. Any more notches in his bedpost and it would collapse. He liked his women experienced, worldly, and neither of those adjectives was Sam. No fucking way. He’d take one look at Sam and move on.

      I, however, wasn’t going anywhere. She was exactly what I wanted.

      “How did you end up here?” I wondered. It was a long way from Houston and Harvard.

      “In Cutthroat? When I was twelve, my parents came here to ski. I had to come with them since the housekeeper went back to Sweden for a funeral. I loved it here. The pretty Main Street, the people, the snow. God, it was a winter wonderland. I identified the perfect length of ski for my height and weight, learned how to ski by the angle of my skis in relation to the slope of the hill. I even invented a polymer to improve drag.”

      At fucking twelve.

      I’d lifted my beer to my mouth but paused it halfway as she spoke, then set it back down. “Let me guess, you patented it.”

      She nodded, not aware of the sarcasm.

      Mac laughed and a little V formed in her brow. She glanced at him, then at me, then laughed, too.

      “I liked Cutthroat. Wanted to come back. When I was close to finishing my residency, I applied, got the job.”

      Fuck, I was a goner. Now I understood what Mac meant, and I hadn’t had her tell me to pull my pants down. No wonder his dick got hard. I had to shift to get more comfortable here in the bar. Her guile was charming. The pert nose with the spray of freckles. The pale eyes, the messy hair. And, as Mac had said, the glasses.

      She wasn’t flirting; I doubted she even knew how. Her decision to move to a small town in Montana was something I had to think about. I wasn’t sure if it was youthful exuberance or fucking sad.

      “Whoo, is it warm in here?” she asked, fanning herself with her hand. Her nails were short, unpainted.

      “Don’t drink much, do you?” Mac asked, amused.

      She rolled her eyes, then finished her drink as if she were afraid Mac might yank it from her fingers. “I’ve been on call for literally three years, and I don’t get out much.”

      Oh, she had a shit-ton of experience and knowledge packed into her young age. She was smarter than I’d ever be in three lifetimes. Yet she looked around the bar as if we’d taken her on an African safari, studying all the wild animals in their native land. A stranger observing.

      “I don’t drink. I don’t do anything,” she said, accentuating the last.

      Mac leaned forward. “You were gonna stick your finger in my ass. That’s something.”

      Her cheeks flushed, and she looked away, pushed her glasses up. “Yeah, that’s the closest I’ve come to a hard dick in my life. Are they all as good-looking as yours?” She raised her fingers to her lips, shut her eyes. “God, I think this drink is making words fall out of my mouth.”

      Mac and I sat side by side, frozen in place. What the fuck had she said? She’d never seen a hard dick before? My own throbbed. It had heard her just fine. Was she really a virgin? Was that what she meant? I had to ask.

      Reaching out, I took her hand, held it in mine. The gesture surprised her, and she looked to me.

      “You’ve never had sex before?” I asked, keeping my voice low so anyone passing by wouldn’t hear.

      Her cheeks flushed, and she glanced away, tugging her hand from mine. Answer given.

      “No,” she admitted aloud.

      Holy. Fuck.

      Mac lifted his hand, called over the waiter. “We need to get some food in you.”

      “And another one of these,” she said, lifting her glass.

      We weren’t assholes. No. But I doubted she’d have let slip the fact that she was a virgin—or at least vastly inexperienced, since she’d said Mac’s dick was good-looking—if she hadn’t been loosened up by a little vodka. We’d get her some food and get the truth.

      Because we were going to have her. We just needed to know how to go about it. A virgin shouldn’t be taken into a bathroom stall at the Gallows and fucked hard and fast. She needed a bed. Privacy. She needed to be ready to be opened up the first time, softened and sopping wet from a few orgasms. No doubt riding my face would pull that off. Then she’d be ready for our cocks. She’d seen Mac’s, and it wasn’t going to be an easy fit.

      And I was even bigger.
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      MAC

      

      “This isn’t my apartment,” Sam said after I opened the door and let her into my house. I followed, Hardin on our heels.

      “It’s mine,” I told her.

      She was drunk. Not shit-faced but definitely buzzed. Not only was she a lightweight, but she’d said she didn’t drink.

      We’d capped her at three vodka cranberries and ensured she ate something. She’d wanted cheese fries, and neither of us stopped her. Even with the carb/grease combo, she wasn’t safe to drive. Not that she had a car.

      Because of all this, Hardin and I agreed we wouldn’t be taking her home. Whoever had sliced her tire was out there, and we didn’t know who he was or why he’d done it. We weren’t leaving a tipsy Sam home alone in case the fucker planned more shit.

      “You like blue,” she commented, taking in my dark-colored couch and curtains, which were both thanks to Hardin’s mother’s decorating. There wasn’t a knickknack in sight because I couldn’t stand that shit, but I’d agreed to her tackling the rest.

      I didn’t say anything as I worked off my boots and left them by the door. Shucked my jacket. Hardin hung up his coat to stay awhile.

      “Why am I here?” she asked, tugging down the zipper on her heavy coat. She couldn’t get it down more than a few inches, and I went over to help. After the freezing air outside, the house was overly warm.

      “I don’t want you throwing up in your sleep.”

      She looked up at me with those pale eyes, and I watched as her mind worked, even through a haze of vodka. “Yes, aspirating on vomit is not a pleasant way to die. I could do that anywhere. The activity isn’t isolated to my bed.”

      I got the zipper down, and she worked the coat off her shoulders.

      “That’s true, but you’ve got us to watch you.”

      “In bed?”

      I frowned. “In bed, what?” My dick perked up at that word.

      “You’re going to watch me in bed?”

      I could barely get my mind around her words because what I was thinking and what I should say were two completely different things.

      “I’d rather watch the two of you,” she added before I could reply.

      “Sweetheart, the only way Hardin and I will be in bed together is if you’re between us,” I told her. In that analytical mind of hers I didn’t want her to misconstrue anything.

      “Okay,” she murmured. Her cheeks, already pink from the outdoors, darkened.

      I looked to Hardin, who was coming out of my kitchen, glass of water in hand.

      “Okay, what?” I asked. She was reducing me to the dumbest questions.

      “Okay to me being between the two of you in bed.”

      Now she looked away, suddenly shy. I wasn’t having any of it. She might be lacking certain social skills, but she didn’t hide. With my fingers I lifted her chin so she had to look at me again.

      “Do you know what that means, Sam?”

      “Sex.”

      She was succinct. That one word, though, held so much meaning. So many possibilities. Getting her naked. Getting between her parted thighs. Tasting her. Fucking her. Sucking on her nipples. Having her suck our dicks. On her back. On her knees. Holding the headboard. Bent over the side of the bed. Taking two dicks at once, pussy and mouth. Pussy and ass.

      All that would take more than one night. It would take days. Weeks. Hell, the rest of our lives.

      If we got her in my bed, she wouldn’t be getting out for a long time. She had to work tomorrow. We all did.

      And she wasn’t sober. We wouldn’t touch a woman who’d had too much to drink, her consent diluted by alcohol. I had to wonder, would she be this bold otherwise?

      She stepped back, and I let her. “I am being completely irrational.”

      Hardin handed her the glass. “Here. Drink this.”

      She looked at the glass, nodded. “Yes, I do not wish for liver cell destruction.”

      I put my hands over my lips to cover my smile as she took a big swig of water. She worried about the death of her liver. Hardin worried about the wicked hangover she might have tomorrow.

      “I am in the home of a stranger, with not just him but two strangers. No one knows I’m here. I just suggested sex. This is textbook horror movie script or the MO for sex trafficking.”

      I should be offended that she’d think either of us was a fucking sex trafficker, but she was right.

      “Sam, we told you before, you’re safe with us,” Hardin said. “If you’d gone home with some other guys, I’d have taken you over my knee and spanked some sense into you.”

      Her mouth fell open, and she blushed again.

      I got hard at the idea of seeing Sam over Hardin’s knee, ass bared and pink from his big hand.

      “Finish your water,” he ordered. She did. “The reason you came here is because you trust us. You didn’t have to think about it, analyze the shit out of it or run some kind of spreadsheet.”

      She pushed the empty glass of water at me, then—stunner—she grabbed the hem of her scrub top and long-sleeved T-shirt underneath and took them off with all the fumbling and lack of modesty of someone not sober. Her ponytail got caught, and she tugged until it came free. “Good, then we’ll have sex.”

      I stared. Hardin stared.

      She didn’t pay us any attention, just turned and strode to my bedroom. We had a second to see the full swells of her tits beneath a red satin bra before she turned away. The view of her back half made me stifle a groan. She was short, but she wasn’t skinny, thank fuck. She had some meat on her bones, soft and ample curves to grip while fucking her into forgetting her own name.

      She still had on her scrub pants and sneakers, neither of which were the least bit sexy, but her waist was narrow, her hips broad beneath the utilitarian fabric.

      “What the fuck is she wearing?” Hardin asked, adjusting himself in his jeans as we watched her disappear into my room.

      That bra was a weapon, ruthless and lethal to any man who saw it. It was the kind that only went halfway up, creating lush swells that made grown men come in their pants. Her nipples were hidden, but if she took a deep breath or decided to go for a jog, they’d pop free. The shiny fabric caught the light and shimmered. And red.

      Fucking red.

      “Think the panties match?”

      I licked my lips. “With her? Of course they do.”

      He grunted. “We can’t fuck her.”

      Fate was cruel, for we could see what we couldn’t touch? What we couldn’t lick, suck, kiss, fuck. And in satin? I’d be rubbing one out to the vision of her tits for the rest of my life. And we hadn’t even gotten her bare. If she took off her pants, I’d come in mine like a teenager seeing for the first time a girl in just her underwear.

      “Not tonight.”

      “But I’m not standing here.” With that, he strode toward my room.

      I was smart enough to follow.

      She’d climbed onto my bed and knelt at the edge. The satin bra was a sexy contrast to the utilitarian scrub pants. In the soft light of my room, her skin was pale, creamy and perfect. Those tits luscious and full.

      I swore, then stepped up so Hardin and I stood side by side in front of her.

      “Kiss me,” she murmured, her hand grabbing hold of my shirt and pulling me down. I wasn’t going to deny her.

      She was clumsy and sweet, wild and full of passion, yet completely naive about kissing.

      It was the hottest fucking thing in the whole world. My dick wanted to keep kissing her, to cup one of her breasts, test the weight, play with the nipple, see if it was sensitive.

      But no. No.

      I pulled back and she pouted. She fucking pouted.

      “What about me?” Hardin asked.

      She relinquished her hold on me and grabbed the tail of his flannel shirt. No way could she move him, but he lowered his head, ready for a kiss of his own.

      Watching them kiss was just as hot as doing it myself. I could see how her back arched toward him, how her fingers gripped tighter. How her tongue came out, tangled with his.

      Hardin lasted about as long as me and then he stepped back. Pressed his hand to his dick through his jeans.

      “Why’d you stop?” she asked.

      “You’re drunk, sweetheart. We’re not touching you like this.”

      “You just did. You kissed me.”

      “And that’s all we’re doing,” I countered, the words not only for her but for me and Hardin, too. A spoken reminder that we weren’t doing anything tonight.

      Her hands went to her breasts, cupped them. They overflowed her palms, the upper curve of one nipple peeking out.

      Fuck. Me.

      “I want you to touch me,” she practically begged. “I want to know what it’s like. Do you have any idea what it’s like not being touched?”

      I couldn’t imagine being her age and… untouched?

      “You’ve never been touched?” I asked, repeating her words.

      “You haven’t ever been with a guy?” Hardin asked. “Even to make out?”

      She shook her head, and she slumped down, sitting on her heels. “No one wanted to get near me at Harvard. I mean, I was too young and only a few creeps even looked my way. Medical school was different and I kissed a few guys, but none of them made me feel anything and I ended it there. I’ve read about sex being mind-blowing. Heard about it from classmates, how hot it was, how they lost their head with a certain guy. I never felt even an attraction, so I thought maybe I was broken or something.”

      Hardin huffed out a laugh. “Look at you. How the fuck could you be broken? Do you know how gorgeous you are?”

      She smiled then. “But you won’t touch me.”

      We shook our heads. “Not tonight.”

      “Tomorrow?”

      “Tomorrow,” I promised.

      “Fine, but that’s so far away. If you won’t do it, I’ll touch myself,” she huffed, then flopped back in the casual, relaxed way of a drunk. Her body bounced, and she set her feet on the bed, her knees bent. I, of course, watched her tits sway, hoping–begging—for one to slip from a satin cup. It didn’t, her hand slid down her belly and beneath the drawstring of her scrubs and I forgot all about nipples.

      “I’m really wet for you guys,” she said, her arm moving in a way that we knew she was playing with her pussy and rubbing her clit even if we couldn’t see it.

      I looked to Hardin. “Do we stop this?” I didn’t want her to stop. Fuck no. This was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and we were all clothed.

      He didn’t look my way. “She’s doing it herself,” he said to me. “Don’t need to stop that.” Then, “Show us how wet your pussy is.”

      We watched as her arm stilled, then lifted. The arousal on her fingers caught the light. Fuck, I wanted to grab her hand, lick that sweet juice right off.

      But no.

      “Do you touch yourself, sweetheart? Make yourself come?” I asked, my voice sounding rough and ragged.

      Her hand went back inside her scrubs, and she worked herself with a little more enthusiasm. “Yes.”

      “When you get in bed at night?” Hardin asked.

      Nodding, she bit her lip as she lifted her hips. She knew what her body liked and got herself there quickly. Clearly the liquor had lowered her inhibitions, but I wondered if it had ramped her arousal or if she was always quick to climax.

      “Yes!” she said, her eyes falling shut.

      “Oh no, sweetheart. You want us to watch, then you keep your eyes on us as you work that clit.”

      Her eyes flew open, and a gasp escaped. Her other hand joined the first in her pants, and she went to fucking town. I imagined one set of fingers fucking her pussy, the other working circles over her clit. We couldn’t see, but we could imagine and just watching her… fuck.

      I pressed my hand to my cock, tried to ease the ache.

      She looked to Hardin, then me, then came.

      Her back arched. Her hips thrust up. Her tits shifted with every deep breath.

      She was gorgeous, completely lost to her pleasure, but she was looking straight at us. She knew we watched and was getting off on it.

      She might be a virgin, but she wasn’t tame. Not one fucking bit. She was like Clark Kent, hiding her real identity behind a pair of glasses.

      Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, but when it finally wound down, she caught her breath.

      “Good girl,” Hardin told her. “Letting your men see you come so beautifully.”

      A small smile played at the corner of her mouth and then she fell asleep. From one breath to the next, she was out, the orgasm that fucking good.

      Hardin groaned.

      “Is this for real?” I asked him, my voice low. “The perfect woman in my bed, her fingers still on her pussy, sound asleep?”

      “Abso-fucking-lutely.”
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      SAM

      

      I woke up because my cell rang. Not because I was in a strange bed beneath a cozy down comforter. In a strange bedroom. I was by myself, the smell of coffee in the air, which meant I wasn’t alone. I wasn’t sure how my phone had ended up on the bedside table beside my glasses, but I had to assume one of the men had put it there before I’d fallen asleep. God, had I passed out?

      I grabbed it on the second ring.

      “Hello?”

      “Dr. Smyth, this is Marion Gables in HR. I received your voice mail from yesterday.”

      “Yes,” I replied.

      “I’ve added the incident you mentioned to your file, but just so you know, there’s nothing that I can do from a human resources standpoint.”

      “Dr. Knowles got in my space, made physical contact and invited me to eat with him.”

      “And you said you told him you wanted to keep things professional. Has anything happened since then to indicate he didn’t take that to heart?”

      “That was eighteen hours ago. I haven’t been in the hospital since.”

      “Please let me know if it changes. Have a good day.”

      She hung up. While the woman was calm, she was abrupt and far from thorough. I knew sexual harassment laws, knew Dr. Knowles was pushing every one of them. Without HR taking my concerns seriously, I was on my own.

      As usual.

      I let it go, just as I always did, and thought of my more immediate problem. Hardin and Mac.

      I had to go out and face them. The bedside clock told me I had two hours until my shift.

      I considered escaping out the window, but my coat was by the front door and I had no car. I wouldn’t make it a block before I froze. I did consider that as an option, because I had no idea how I was going to confront them. Not after how I’d behaved. After what I did.

      Oh. My. God. I’d masturbated in front of them.

      I was in my scrub pants, no top. I remembered taking it off. Wantonly. I’d all but thrown myself at them, and they’d pushed me off.

      “Oh my God,” I whispered at the ceiling. It all came back, how Mac had told me to keep my eyes on them. While. They. Watched.

      Shit, shit. SHIT. While they watched!

      I grabbed my glasses and launched myself out of bed, went to the connecting bath. I stared at myself in the mirror, took in the snarled hair, bleary eyes. I had to shower. Was it polite to use a guy’s shower after a one-night-stand—even if there hadn’t been any sex? I didn’t have any choice; there was no way I could look them in the eye like this. I was a hot mess under normal circumstances, but now? I groaned. What they must think of me!

      I didn’t linger under the hot water, even though it felt so good and I was enjoying the familiar scent of Mac’s soap. After drying off, I separated the scrub top from the long-sleeved shirt I’d worn beneath, put the long-sleeved shirt back on. There was no way I was putting on dirty panties, so I went commando beneath the scrub pants.

      I ran my tongue over my teeth, felt fur and finger brushed my teeth using some of Mac’s toothpaste.

      I looked in the mirror again. I still looked mortified. Wet and mortified.

      I’d never thrown myself at a man before, let alone two. Two! Who went after two men? I’d behaved like a lunatic. Like a sex-crazed… no, sex-deprived lunatic.

      I could see them in my mind as they’d watched. The way their gazes were squarely fixed on me, barely moving as if, if they did, I might stop. I’d even seen the thick bulges of their dicks in their pants. I remembered what Mac’s looked like, wondered how it fit inside his jeans when it was hard like that. They’d wanted me. Even a virgin could figure that one out.

      Vodka was not my friend. Wait. I’d wanted Mac and Hardin before I’d started drinking. I still wanted both of them, but there was no doubt they were done with me.

      I just had to get them to take me to work and, once my tire was fixed, to drop it off in the lot and leave my keys with the hospital information desk. I’d pay for Mac’s services by credit card—over the phone.

      And I’d never see them again.

      I sighed, knowing I was being mean. They’d been nothing but kind. Some guys would have taken advantage. They hadn’t. Hardin had even given me a glass of water and ordered me to drink it all. Because of hydrating, I wasn’t the least bit hungover.

      I’d faced medical boards, review boards, done rounds with the most ruthless of senior staff. I could face a walk of shame in front of two Montana men.

      It was so unfair, a walk of shame without the sex!

      I went out into the living room, the scent of coffee stronger.

      “Morning,” Mac said, coming out of the kitchen.

      I stopped in my tracks, looked down at the wood floor, then cowgirled up and met his dark gaze. He had on a black T-shirt and jeans, socks on his feet. Had I been so drunk I hadn’t remembered him sleeping in bed with me or getting clothes from his closet?

      “Hi,” I murmured. I looked around for Hardin. He was so big; it wasn’t like he could hide behind a plant.

      As if reading my mind, he said, “Hardin went home after you fell asleep. Was supposed to meet his brother for breakfast at the diner.”

      I nodded, but I was disappointed he wasn’t here. No matter how shamefaced I felt, I wanted to see him again. I felt silly thinking he’d stay the night at Mac’s house. He had his own… somewhere. And he had a life. Plans. Clearly a brother. These new feelings made me realize how quickly I’d fallen for him. How was that even possible?

      “Coffee?” Mac asked, breaking me from my thoughts.

      “Please,” I replied.

      He turned and went into the kitchen. I followed, stopped inside the doorway. He faced the coffee maker.

      “Mac, I’m, um… I’m sorry for how I behaved last night.”

      He looked over his shoulder at me, his eyes at first on mine, then raked down my body. “I’m not.”

      “But I threw myself at you.” I closed my eyes. “And Hardin.”

      I heard him laugh, and I looked to him in confusion. “Sweetheart, every guy wants a woman to throw herself at him. It’s good for the ego. Trust me, Hardin’s not the least bit sorry either.” He went to the fridge.

      “I did so much more than that.”

      “You sure the fuck did.”

      I groaned. “I’m never like that. I’ve never done anything like this before.”

      “Since you’re a virgin, that’s not surprising. Milk?”

      “Black,” I replied.

      He handed me the steaming mug. I took a sip, then another. I was used to sludgy hospital coffee, but this was delicious. “How can you be so calm about it?”

      His dark brow winged up, and he crossed his arms over his broad chest. The kitchen wasn’t big, but spotless with granite counters and stainless appliances. A few pictures were on the side of the fridge, but I didn’t look at them. I couldn’t, not with Mac eyeing me so intensely. “You think I’m calm? I had to watch you lie in my bed—my bed—and play with your pussy until you came. So hard, it seems, that you passed out.”

      “Mac, don’t remind me.”

      “That it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen? That after you passed out, I had to rub one out in the shower before I went to bed? That I was still so hard after climbing in the guest bed that I had to empty my balls again?”

      He could speak so easily about such things.

      “I kicked you out of your bed?”

      “You’re powerful, you know that?” he asked.

      I frowned, pushed my glasses up. “How?”

      “You make me lose that much control. That I have to jerk off twice to stop the ache just to fall asleep. No way was I sharing a bed with you.”

      “That was last night,” I said as an excuse. “It was probably my satin bra talking, not me.”

      He picked up his own mug from the counter, took a sip.

      “Oh, that bra sure the fuck spoke to me. Hardin, too. You think I want you less because the sun’s up?”

      I shrugged, said nothing.

      He set his mug down, stepped closer. “I want to push you up against the fridge and kiss you senseless. Get those scrub pants off you, set you on the counter, drop to my knees and eat your pussy for breakfast.”

      Suddenly I felt hot all over. Eager. He really did want me. Still. And the way he wanted me. No guy had ever been like that before. The idea of Mac’s head between my thighs, his morning stubble scraping my delicate skin… “Oh.”

      “Yeah, oh.”

      “Why didn’t you last night?”

      “We want you sober, sweetheart. We want you to remember everything we do with you. Especially if it’s your first time. We’re not assholes.”

      “Both of you? I mean, Hardin’s not here.”

      “Both of us. Hardin went home and, I’m sure, busted a nut a time or two just thinking of that red bra and watching you make yourself come. Trust me, he wants you.”

      My heart skipped a beat at his words. “Two times you’ve said want in the present tense. Not past tense.”

      “That’s right. I’ll say it again. We want you.” He grabbed my mug and set it on the counter beside his, all without looking away. His hands went to my waist, and he steered me so I walked backward into the fridge. Nervously I pushed my glasses up my nose again.

      He leaned down and kissed me. The last thing I saw was his mouth lowering to mine.

      Oh! We’d kissed the night before, but it hadn’t been like this. Liquor made things easier, but they also made them blurry. This kiss was in sharp focus. I felt the softness of his lips brushing over mine, the press of his body, the feel of his T-shirt beneath my fingers where I grabbed and held on. He tasted like coffee and mint, his scent of soap, manly and dark.

      When he took the kiss deeper, his tongue finding mine, plundering, I whimpered, then moaned. I’d been kissed before, but it had been foolish nonsense. Guys who wanted to get somewhere with the geek. I’d spurned them all.

      Now I knew why. I’d been waiting for this. For Mac. And Hardin.

      I had no idea how long we kissed, but he finally stepped back, his gaze darker than before.

      “You’re going to eat me for breakfast now?”

      He turned away, set his hands on the counter and appeared as if to be counting. “If I get those pants off, they’re not going back on for a long, long time. Tasting you for the first time, making you come all over my mouth, it won’t be enough. When we fuck you, sweetheart, it won’t be in a rush, it won’t be on a counter, and it won’t be just me.”

      I craved him, what he’d told me he wanted to do. My nipples were hard, and it seemed he and Hardin were the only ones who made me want. From just a kiss, I wanted more. I missed Hardin, wished he were here to kiss me, too.

      “Hardin, too?”

      “You think Hardin would walk away?”

      “He went home last night.”

      “You’re so fucking smart, but this seems hard for you to understand.”

      I looked down at the floor.

      “Hardin left because his dick was hard and he wanted to take care of it. Like I told you last night, the only time he and I will have our dicks out around each other is if you’re between us. Conscious.”

      “Oh.” He’d dumbed me down to saying that a lot.

      “He’s a big guy, sweetheart, but he’s not that strong. And neither am I. Not when it comes to you.”

      He spun about, stalked to me. “Mac!” I cried as he tugged the drawstring on my scrubs. They fell to my ankles.

      “Holy fuck,” he muttered, then lifted me onto the counter. “Where are your panties?”

      I squeaked because the granite was cold. “They were dirty,” I countered.

      “That’s right, you showed us how wet you were.”

      “Mac!” I cried again, mortified. “What are you doing? This can’t be sanitary.”

      He chuckled as he dropped to his knees, then spread mine wide.

      “Set your hands behind you and brace yourself.”

      He kissed up my inner thigh, and I gasped, slapping my palms behind me on the granite. “I thought you weren’t doing this now. I have to go to work.”

      “I changed my mind. If how fast you came last night is any indication, this won’t take long.”

      When his tongue slid up the center of me, my hips bucked and I knew he was right. This wasn’t going to take long at all.
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      HARDIN

      

      “Coffee, guys?”

      “Yeah, thanks,” I told the waitress.

      Mark and I were at the diner for our once-a-month breakfast meetup.

      The waitress was a pretty thing, all petite and curvy and a quick smile. Mark winked at her, gave her his patented grin with his ridiculously white teeth. She blushed.

      I rolled my eyes.

      My brother could charm the panties off a nun, and I had no doubt the perky waitress would be easy prey for him.

      Me? I wasn’t interested in her. I thought of Sam, of her lying on Mac’s bed, legs spread, hand in her pants getting herself off. She was no skilled seductress, that was for fucking sure, but she was it for me. My dick got hard, and I had to shift in the booth to get more comfortable. I’d jacked off twice since I left Mac’s, once when I got home and again a little while ago in the shower.

      “Did you see the game?” Mark asked after the waitress went to take another table’s order. The diner was busy on a weekday morning, even at six thirty.

      I nodded. Mark sat across from me. We looked nothing alike; I had the lumberjack physique of our dad. Mark wasn’t small at six feet, but he’d watched football from the bleachers instead of on the defensive line, like I had. His hair was much darker than mine, although it had a liberal sprinkling of gray now being as he was in his forties.

      “I couldn’t believe they scored a touchback in the last two minutes.”

      The waitress dropped off two mugs and a carafe of coffee.

      “Tell me, doll. Got a man in your life?”

      She blushed at his words and looked away, coy. “No.”

      “What’s your name?”

      “Sarah.”

      I pegged her fair hair at being natural, her age in the early twenties, and she was probably working her way through college. She seemed nice enough, but too young, even for me. But Mark? He didn’t mind a two-decade age gap.

      Mark leaned toward her. “Well, Sarah. Maybe I’ll come back later and we can talk and I can get to know you. Maybe go out for a drink.”

      She looked down the long row of booths, considering.

      I just sat back and watched. It was ridiculously entertaining to see my brother in action. “I’m a doctor at the hospital, and this guy’s my brother. He can vouch for me.”

      She looked my way and I shrugged. She looked me over as if she were ruling me out as a dating option. I wasn’t putting off any signals. Mark had enough for both of us. Even pulled out the doctor card.

      She bit her lip. “I get off at three.”

      Mark sat back and nodded, the whole thing supposedly settled.

      “Can I get the two-egg special?” I asked. “Whole wheat toast.”

      Sarah blinked and pulled out her order pad. “Sorry, yes. Sure. Over easy?”

      She took both our orders, gave Mark a shy smile and left.

      “Jesus, you’re insane.” I grabbed a packet of sugar, ripped it open.

      Mark grinned, poured coffee into our mugs. “I’m amazed how brothers with similar genetics can be so different about women. I’m all about the fun. You’re all about… fuck, I have no idea what. When’s the last time you got laid?”

      “I’m not getting into that with you.”

      “Which means it’s been far too long.”

      “Watching you is enjoyment enough,” I told him.

      He looked down at the table, sighed. “Fuck, brother. So wrong. Enjoyment is the blonde from last night.” He leaned forward, elbows on the table, and dropped his voice low. “She was a freak between the sheets. Usually I have to coax a broad into taking it up the ass, but she got on all fours, spread those cheeks and gave it to me.”

      I thought of Sam taking me and Mac at the same time. One of us would fuck her pussy, the other her ass. We were a long way from that, but we’d get there, show her what it would be like between both of us. But it wouldn’t be because she was a conquest. No, it would prove to her that she belonged to us. Together.

      First, we had to pop that cherry the right way. Nice and slow. Easy. Then we’d show her all the ways to pleasure her. The idea of spending the rest of my life doing just that made me shift in my seat again.

      “Don’t you want to settle down?” I asked. “I mean, a blonde last night, the waitress this morning.”

      Mark absently stirred his coffee with a spoon. “I’ll tap that by dinner,” he vowed, tipping his head toward the front counter where the waitress was ringing up a customer. “I’ve even got one I’m working on at the hospital. There’s no way I’ll settle down. Too much fun to be had to settle on one pussy.”

      I held up my hand, laughed. “Fine. Have your fun.”

      I wasn’t going to tell him about Sam. Not yet. It was too new, and she was special. He didn’t understand what it felt like to fall for a virgin with glasses and a lush pair of tits in red satin. She might have been hot as fuck in Mac’s bed getting herself off, but it was just between us. Something private. Intimate. Hot yet special.

      I wouldn’t ruin it by sharing it with my horndog brother.

      “It’s supposed to snow Saturday. A foot. Let’s load up the snowmobiles and take them out. I’m off Sunday.”

      “Sounds good,” I told him just as our meals were dropped off.

      Mark winked at the waitress as I snagged a piece of bacon. We’d go snowmobiling on Sunday, if he didn’t cancel because of a woman.
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      SAM

      

      An hour later, after stopping at my apartment long enough for me to run in and change into some clean clothes—I definitely wasn’t going to work without panties—Mac dropped me off at the hospital. He said he’d get my tire fixed and drop the car in the lot before I finished my shift.

      I was in a dreamy haze from what he’d done to me in his kitchen, and I hadn’t even noticed when Dr. Knowles came up to me as I walked through the ER’s ambulance entrance.

      “Dr. Smyth.”

      I didn’t stop for him, only yanked off my winter hat as I made my way toward the doctors’ lounge and my locker. “Dr. Knowles.”

      “You’ve been making new friends.” He pushed open the lounge door and held it for me.

      I sighed but couldn’t argue that his being gentlemanly was inappropriate.

      “Oh?” My pussy still tingled from Mac’s mouth and fingers, and I was happy. Oddly at peace and I tried to stifle the smile on my face. A Mac-induced orgasm was definitely worth grinning over. I went to my locker, worked the combination of the lock so I didn’t have to look at him. Would he be able to tell from my face what I’d been up to?

      “You’re new to town, so I’ll give you some advice.”

      “I thought we were going to discuss sutures,” I countered, shoving my bag into the locker, then taking off my winter coat.

      “Kissing the town mechanic isn’t a good idea. You’re young, have poor judgment.”

      I whipped about, pushed my glasses up. “Dr. Knowles, I will take your guidance and advice on anything medical, my performance in the operating room or with patients. My personal life is none of your business.”

      He ignored me. “He’s not good for you.”

      I thought of how good Mac was, and I could feel my cheeks heat.

      “Again, my personal life—”

      “Fine, fuck a convict. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” He stalked toward the door as I stared at him, processed what he’d said.

      “Wait!” I called.

      He turned back around, a smirk on his face. He’d hooked me like a fish, and he knew it.

      “Explain.” I wasn’t going to talk about whether Mac was fucking me or not. It was the convict part I was caught on.

      “Your boyfriend went to jail for buying drugs.”

      What?

      “Cocaine? Meth?” I knew the signs of both in a person. I saw them all the time as a doctor. Meth was much more noticeable than cocaine usage, but I didn’t recognize either in Mac. Then again, I’d seen his dick yesterday, not a blood panel.

      He shook his head. “Oxy.”

      Being hooked on pain pills was bad.

      “A guy like him into a sweet little thing like you? He’ll eat you up and spit you out.”

      He ate me out, that was for sure. Dr. Knowles was insinuating Mac was paying attention to me because he, what, wanted me to write him scripts for Oxy? That that was the only thing Mac would want me for?

      I spent the rest of my shift, between three back-to-back surgeries, wondering about Mac. About me. A bookish virgin who wore glasses. About the way Dr. Knowles’s words made me doubt not only Mac but myself.

      Yet I’d found a text from Mac, which made my heart skip a beat. At first.

      Second row, twelfth car on the left. Keys with information desk.

      He’d fixed my tire just as he’d said.

      Hardin had texted, too.

      It’s tomorrow and now we can touch you. See you soon.

      We hadn’t made plans, but… wow. That text. I got hot all over thinking of them getting their hands on me. Their dicks in me. I’d finally give up my virginity. I wanted it to be them, knew they’d make it good. God, I was hot from just a text. I’d probably burst into flames if we had sex. Not if, but when.

      Mac. The brooding, dark protector who was an expert at oral pleasure. Hardin, who was remarkably gentle for his size. A thinker. He was a toucher, a hugger. He soothed by contact. He’d make a great nurse.

      But my mind kept getting snagged on Mac, on what Dr. Knowles had said. Was Mac being kind because he wanted to use me for my access to pain pills?

      I wondered that all the way home, but the idea died when I entered my apartment. It was just as I’d left it this morning, perfectly neat. Except it wasn’t as I’d left it. I doubted anyone else would notice, but my TV remote wasn’t in the little basket on the coffee table. Going to the kitchen, I saw that the magnet clip that held the carryout menu from the nearby pizza place was now over a foot to the left.

      My heart pounded, and the tips of my fingers tingled. I held my breath, listened. There was only the hum of the fridge, the air blowing from the heater vents. The front door had been locked. And yet someone had been here since this morning. I knew it. The little changes were something I couldn’t miss.

      I ran to my bedroom. The decorative pillow on the made bed was upside down, the flowers pointing toward the mattress. Just looking at it bothered me. No way would I set it that way. In my bath, the hand towels on the rack weren’t aligned.

      No.

      Bolting for the front door, I grabbed my keys, fled. I hadn’t taken off my coat or sneakers. My bag was still slung over my shoulder. I skipped the elevator and took the steps two at a time to the ground floor, then back out into the cold. Once on the sidewalk, I paused to catch my breath. I felt as if I had tachycardia and my blood pressure must be at stroke point. What was I going to do? Where should I go? There was only one place that came to mind.

      The auto shop.

      There was one thing I could think of that would make me forget about the person getting into my apartment. Two things, actually.

      Mac and Hardin.

      Actually Mac’s and Hardin’s dicks.

      I’d seen one, and I was eager to see the other—and in action. All the adrenaline of discovering someone had been in my apartment was now focused elsewhere. In a much better way.

      As I drove across town, I realized this was the moment. Twenty-five years in the making. After all the duds that had come before, I was going to get two gorgeous men to get me off.

      Before I lost my nerve, I went into the shop, cut through the empty reception area and into the service bay. A car was up on a lift. Another had the hood up. The area was clean considering all the refined motor oils.

      “Hey there,” Hardin said, walking up from the back of the bay. He was drying his hands with a rag.

      The smile on his face was indication he was pleased to see me.

      “Hi,” I replied breathlessly.

      “Mac!” Hardin shouted. “Sam’s here.”

      Mac came out of a back room, walked our way with that casual swagger of his. I remembered Dr. Knowles’s words, that Mac had been in jail for selling drugs. I doubted he was lying; it was simple enough for me to check. I questioned Dr. Knowles’s motives because they seemed petty, as if he wanted to keep me from Mac instead of protecting me from him.

      I didn’t know Mac very well, but on instinct I’d driven myself to the shop after the break-in because… why? Because I trusted them. He’d done nothing to make me think he was less than what he showed me. A gentleman, one who got on his knees in his own kitchen and ate me out. A nice guy and a bad boy in one. And Hardin? He and Mac were friends. A good guy, too. He wouldn’t run a business with Mac if he didn’t think him worthy.

      This was the kind of thing my parents had warned me about—not the actual pussy licking but falling for strange men—when I’d put my foot down and moved to Cutthroat, since I was so naive and young and clueless. A few drinks, a few kisses and I’d lost all judgment. Had I?

      But I didn’t feel afraid, worried, doubtful, cautious. I felt nothing but eagerness. I wanted Mac. I wanted Hardin. Was I making a stupid mistake? Possibly. My pussy was definitely doing the thinking for me. One Mac-induced orgasm had made me eager for another. And with Hardin here, too… I’d find out the truth, but later. After I found out what I was missing. After sex. It was a biological function I wanted to experience.

      Now.

      “Am I interrupting your work?”

      “Yes,” they both said at the same time.

      I laughed because clearly they weren’t bothered that I had. “I… um, well.”

      “Everything okay?” Hardin asked, stroking his beard. “Rough day at the hospital?”

      I blinked. “You’re asking about my day?”

      “Yeah. Your job probably has some tough moments.”

      No one had checked in on me before. Hardin’s concern made me feel good. It also made me feel like crap because it made me realize how alone I’d been.

      “Today was fine. No major issues or deaths.” He asked after my workday. I wasn’t telling them about the break-in. Not now. They’d freak and I wanted sex, not a fire drill. I wanted to forget about it, at least for a little while. I cleared my throat and pushed my glasses up. “The definition of a promise is an assurance that one will do a particular thing or that a particular something will happen.”

      Mac’s lips twitched. “And what was promised, sweetheart?”

      “Sex. Today.”

      “Not here,” Hardin said, lifting his arm to indicate the service bay.

      “Yes, I’m sure there would be a number of insurance infractions,” I said. “Is that an office back there?” I pointed to the door where Mac had been.

      “Yes,” he replied.

      “A desk will work.” I headed that way.

      Hardin laughed. “No woman should have her first time in the back of an auto shop.”

      I stopped in the doorway, took in the typical desk and file cabinets, but I zeroed in on an old leather couch. The scent of motor oil tinged the air. It wasn’t romantic, but I wasn’t one for romance. I was a realist, and this was as real as it was going to get.

      Me. Two guys. One couch.

      “A woman should have her first time anywhere she wants,” I countered.

      Hardin came into the room. His gaze raked over my face. “You’re serious.”

      I nodded.

      “Don’t you want a bed? Soft sheets? It’s probably going to hurt a little.”

      I glanced down at the front of his pants. “If your dick’s anything like Mac’s, I’m sure it will. But you were referring to the tearing of my hymen.” I waved my hand in the air. “That’s long gone.”

      Mac leaned against the open doorway. “If you’re a virgin, how’d that happen? Horseback riding?”

      I laughed. “I’ve never ridden a horse before, and during my OB/GYN rotation, that never once came up in conversation. Although I guess being in Cutthroat, it’s more of a possibility than downtown Boston.”

      Mac pushed off the doorframe and stalked over to me. He tipped his chin down to study me closely. “All right, sweetheart. Tell me how you got that pussy all ready for our dicks.”

      “I purchased a variety of sex toys.”

      Hardin tipped his head back and laughed. “You did a scientific study of masturbating?”

      I shook my head. “No, sexual gratification.”

      Mac made a funny sound in the back of his throat just before he kissed me. Long, hard. Deep. “I think your study is incomplete, don’t you?”

      I blinked a few times when he lifted his head. “Definitely. What you did this morning was exponentially better than anything I’ve ever done alone.”

      “I heard about that. I’m fucking jealous,” Hardin grumbled.

      Mac’s fingers went to the zipper on my jacket, slid it down. “Hardin, lock up. And hurry back. It’s your turn to add to the doc’s scientific research.”

      “My pleasure,” Hardin all but growled, quickly leaving the office.

      “Were you naked when you did your studies?” he asked, his fingers going to the hem of my scrub top, knuckles brushing over my belly.

      I shook my head.

      “First mistake. Naked is very important.”

      I raised my arms for him as he lifted the top over my head, baring me one piece of clothing at a time.

      “Are you guys going to get naked, too?”

      “You want to see my dick again?”

      “Oh, yes.”

      “Mine, too?” Hardin asked as he came back into the room, shut the door behind him. His hands went to his belt buckle and, with deft fingers, opened it.

      “I want both of you, and not for research purposes. Please.”
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      MAC

      

      Please.

      I loved the sound of that. She wasn’t begging. Not yet. But she would be.

      “Out of the way, fucker. It’s my turn with our girl.”

      I raised a brow at Hardin’s words and stared at Sam. Her cheeks were flushed and her lips were glossy from our kiss, but it was the way her tits practically bounced from her little pants.

      Fuck me. She was wearing lavender lace today, which did nothing to hide her nipples. My dick punched against my jeans, eager to get in her. She might have played with some dildos and vibrators, Christ, but they weren’t the real deal. Unless she bought some monster fake cock, she’d never been opened up like she would be taking our dicks. We had to go slow. Get her ready.

      Beyond ready.

      “Hardin’s mad he didn’t get to lick your pussy this morning.”

      Hardin grunted and dropped down onto the couch. It had been here since the previous owner, the leather weathered and worn, but I doubted it had ever been broken in the way we were going to today.

      With my hands on her shoulders, I turned her around to face Hardin. Because he was so big and she wasn’t, his face was at the same height as her tits. He shifted forward so his mouth was inches away. He looked up at her.

      “Okay?” he asked.

      Her consent had been blatant when she told us she wanted us for sex and marched herself back to the office to get it. But being her first time, she didn’t have any idea what she was in for and I was thankful he was checking in. Her body might be eager, but that smart brain of hers might start overanalyzing and change its mind.

      “Yes.”

      I slid my fingers outward along the smooth of her shoulders, taking her bra straps with them. They slipped down her arms. She sucked in her breath, held herself still.

      I worked open the clasp at the back, and the lacy confection fell to the floor.

      “Holy fuck,” Hardin growled.

      Being so much taller, I had a great view of those glorious globes. Not too big, but definitely lush for her small frame. Her nipples hardened as we watched.

      Hardin took one into his mouth, sucked. Her hands went instantly to his hair, gripped hard.

      She gasped. He groaned. I stared, undid the button on my jeans, slid down the zipper to give my dick some room to breathe.

      He played with one breast while he licked and nipped, sucked and tugged on the other. Back and forth he went until she was writhing and moaning. Her responsiveness was the biggest fucking turn-on.

      He pulled back, glanced up at Sam. “I want to play with them some more. Later. Now you ride my face.”

      She frowned. Hardin glanced up at me and I nodded.

      Reaching around her waist, I tugged at the drawstring on her scrub pants, got them off her, held her as she toed off one sneaker, then the other.

      “Just as we thought, your panties match your bra,” I commented, taking in the way the lace covered her heart-shaped ass.

      “Take them off,” Hardin told her as he turned and leaned back, resting an elbow on the couch.

      She didn’t hesitate to work them off until she was bare.

      Hardin scratched his beard as he took her in, but only for a few seconds. With a speed a big guy like him shouldn’t have, he grabbed her hand and tugged her toward him. He fell back onto the couch so he was lying upon it. One foot was up on the seat cushion, knee bent, the other foot on the floor.

      “Hardin!” she cried as he easily maneuvered her so she straddled his chest.

      “I can feel how hot and wet your pussy is. Get it up here.”

      “Where?” she asked.

      He licked his lips, then lifted her again so she hovered over his face.

      “Here.”

      He pulled her down so he had his mouth on her.

      “Oh!” she cried, and he went to town, eating her out.

      One hand slapped on the back of the couch, and she began to writhe, moving her hips over Hardin’s face.

      I reached in, pulled my dick out and gripped the base as I watched her come. Hardin was skilled, and Sam was fucking responsive. My balls ached as I watched her tip her head back, mouth open as she cried out. Her tits thrust as her back arched.

      She was so fucking gorgeous.

      And all ours.

      When she finally quieted, Hardin settled her back onto his chest again, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “So fucking sweet. I’d say you’re ready for our dicks now.”

      She didn’t speak, only nodded.

      Hardin turned his head to look at me. “Condom.”

      We kept a box in the filing cabinet. Why? I had no idea until now. I grabbed a long strip, dropped it onto the desk, tore one off and tossed it to Hardin. He caught it midair and ripped the foil open.

      “Look what you do to Mac,” Hardin said.

      Sam’s gaze was affixed to my dick, just as it had been back in the ER. Instead of being a whole fuck-ton surprised as she had then, she was looking at it like a well-paid hooker. Like she wanted to suck it down and fuck it hard. Since she’d never done either before, I knew her expression was genuine. And if that didn’t make me blow like Old Faithful…

      “She’s seen it like this before, haven’t you, sweetheart?”

      Nodding, she looked down at Hardin. “I want to see you, too.”

      He didn’t even blink, just hoisted her up again and moved her back so she straddled his thighs. “Take it out.”

      His belt buckle was already undone, and she diligently opened his jeans. He helped by lifting his hips to push them down so his cock sprang free. I had no idea, but it seemed he didn’t like underwear either. He was hard, thick and eager for Sam. I wasn’t into his dick; I was into how Sam was going to look when she took it into her, getting that pussy opened for the first time.

      I wasn’t jealous it wasn’t going to be me. Everything we did in this office was her first time. She’d know both of our dicks, always.
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      SAM

      

      Oh. My. God. This was not how I imagined it. Not at all. I knew the biology of it. Arousal. Penis in vagina. Ejaculation. I envisioned missionary position. A bed. Dimmed lights. Thrusting. Grunting. Sweat.

      So far I’d done none of those things with Mac or Hardin. And I’d come twice.

      Hardin tore open the condom wrapper with his teeth. “Watch and learn how to put one on and then you can do Mac’s when it’s his turn.”

      I bit my lip, tried not to laugh.

      “What’s so funny?” Hardin asked, pausing with the condom between his fingers.

      “I never do anything normally. I mean, what woman sleeps with two men?”

      “Not many,” Mac agreed. He was standing as he had in the ER, hand at the base of his dick.

      “Exactly. And for a first time? I’m realizing I’ll never be normal.”

      “Good,” Mac said. “Normal is fucking boring.”

      “Or boring fucking,” Hardin countered, then got busy with the condom.

      I paid close attention as he unrolled it a little to make a reservoir at the tip, then set it at the crown of his massive cock. It was huge. Thicker than Mac’s, the coloring darker. I watched as he gripped the base, unrolled the prophylactic to cover it completely.

      “You said you’ve never been on a horse, but it’s time to go for a ride,” Hardin said.

      “You want me to be on top?”

      “You set the pace, take all the time you need.”

      “But—”

      “She’s thinking too much,” Mac said, and I turned to look at him. He only arched a brow, daring me to argue.

      Hardin crooked a finger. “Come here.”

      I leaned down and kissed him. His tongue found mine and got busy. At some point he’d moved my hands to the arm of the couch. “Up,” he said.

      I frowned but did as he said. Leaning forward, my breasts were right in his face. He cupped them gently, pressed them, kneaded them and then began to play with the nipples. God, I loved his mouth, his fingers. It was like slightly painful magic.

      I forgot Mac was watching. I forgot we were in the back of an auto shop. I forgot who I was. I just felt.

      I began to shift, wanting more. Needing it.

      I gasped when I felt fingers on my pussy, stroking over the swollen flesh.

      “She’s wet. So fucking wet,” Mac murmured.

      I began to wiggle, wanting him to do something. “Please,” I begged.

      He dipped a finger inside of me, and I gasped, clenching down on it. I knew that was nothing compared to what Hardin had between his legs, but I liked it. I craved it.

      “More,” I said. “Please, oh God, it feels so good.”

      Between Mac’s finger and Hardin’s mouth, I was close to coming again.

      “Climb on that dick, sweetheart,” Mac told me. Hardin’s mouth was busy.

      I slid my knees up to the sides of Hardin’s hips, and Mac’s finger slipped from me. Lifting up, I hovered over him.

      “Good girl, now grip him. Harder. At the bottom, like that. Yes. Now work him in. Go slow.” Mac gave me instructions. I listened to his words, how carnal and dirty they were. “Look at him stretch that pussy. Fuck, that’s hot as hell. Lift back up, now down. Look how much more you got in.”

      He kept talking as I lowered myself onto Hardin’s cock. It wasn’t easy. It was nothing like the dildos I’d played with. They were tiny in comparison. It burned, the stretch, but it also felt good. He was hot and hard, so thick.

      “Fuck, you’re so tight,” Hardin said, his breath fanning my wet nipple. “You’re killing me.”

      I looked down at him, the sweat that dotted his brow, the clenched jaw.

      I kept going, kept lifting and lowering, slowly fucking myself onto him. “I’m almost there.”

      “Yes, you are. Such a good girl taking his big dick,” Mac crooned, his hand caressing my back. “You’re so fucking gorgeous. Perfect.”

      Finally. Finally I sat on Hardin’s lap, but his dick was all the way inside me. I sat up and gasped, him nudging me so deep. My hands landed on his chest, felt the play of hard muscles beneath his shirt.

      While I was completely bare, they only had their dicks out.

      “Time to move or I’m going to make a fool of myself.”

      I frowned, thought.

      “Don’t make her think,” Mac snapped.

      Hardin’s hands went to my hips, and he lifted me up so just the flared head of his dick remained inside of me, then pushed me back down.

      “Oh my God,” I cried.

      Hardin grinned. “Again?”

      “Absolutely.”

      Even though I was on top, he was doing the guiding, his strength making it easy for him to fuck me. The discomfort faded, and the incredible feelings he was awakening had me moving on my own. His hands fell away as I found my own rhythm. Circled. Lifted. Dropped. Circled again.

      Hardin licked the pad of his thumb, then brought it down between us, brushed over my clitoris and—

      “Yes!” I screamed, coming as soon as he made contact with that very sensitive bud a few times.

      I clenched, squeezed, rode him as I wanted, enthralled by every bit of pleasure.

      Hardin’s grip tightened on my hips, and he thrust up into me hard, remained deep as he shouted and came.

      I grinned—it was impossible not to—and let my head drop.

      “That’s what I’ve been missing?” I asked, weary.

      Hardin sounded as if he’d run a marathon. Feeling adventurous, I grabbed the two halves of his flannel, tugged them open. A few buttons flew across the room, bounced off the concrete floor.

      “Oh yes,” I said, eager to run my hands over his bare skin. It was hot to the touch, soft, but I could feel the hard play of muscles beneath. He had soft hair on his chest, not too much, just right.

      “We’re what you’ve been missing,” Hardin clarified. Perhaps he was right. It might not have been like that with anyone else.

      “Up you go,” Hardin said, carefully lifting me off him. “Gotta get rid of the condom.”

      I shuffled back, sat on the far side of the couch as he got up, went over to the trash can. “Again, not sanitary,” I said, realizing I was bare assed once more on a public surface.

      “Sweetheart, we’ll never see this couch in the same way after this,” Mac said. “Lie down for round two.”

      I shifted, slid down so I was on my back. At some point he’d rolled a condom on and was ready to go.

      “Eager?” he asked me.

      “You’re the one who looks eager. Take your shirt off,” I told Mac.

      Hardin looked over his shoulder as Mac tugged the T-shirt over his head. He, too, had hair on his chest, darker than Hardin’s. While Mac was well muscled—I wanted to run my hands over those six-pack abs—he was smaller than Hardin. Narrower shoulders, tapered hips. It was the tattoos that snagged my attention, too many to focus on just one. Some were monochrome, others multicolored. Geometric shapes, words, images that covered one arm and part of his torso.

      He settled one knee on the couch. “I’ve been eager since I laid eyes on you.”

      Lowering himself, he settled on top of me, most of his weight held off me by one hand next to my head, but he pressed me into the cushions. I felt every—very hard—inch of him. God, what a feeling. I had no idea I could feel so dominated, so safe, with a guy on top of me.

      “More?” he asked, his gaze shifting from my eyes to my lips and back.

      “More,” I breathed.

      “Not too sore?”

      I shook my head. I was a little because Hardin was big, but it felt good.

      “When you first talked about the dildos you’ve fucked yourself with, I admit, I was a little jealous. Now I’m glad you used them. Virgins can’t take one guy easily, let alone two.”

      I smiled at him. “I’m not a virgin anymore.”

      Hardin made a funny sound as he tucked his dick back in his jeans, then dropped onto the desk chair to watch.

      Slowly, carefully Mac pushed himself into me. “Oh, fuck. Shit, no, you’re not,” he growled, lowering his head and kissing me.

      He swallowed my gasps, my whimpers as he fucked me, his tongue mimicking what his dick was doing.

      Hardin was the calm one, the toucher, but he’d been rough in his fucking—or at least I’d thought so. Mac was the opposite. He was the wild one, but now he was gentle. Slow. Maddeningly patient.

      My hands settled on his waist, slid down to cup his ass beneath his jeans, to feel the play of those taut muscles as he took me.

      “Mac,” I breathed when he kissed my neck, nibbled on my ear. I angled my head to give him better access, lifted my knee to his hip, which I discovered changed the angle of his penetration. I gasped at the delicious feel.

      “So good, sweetheart. So fucking good.”

      He fucked me into that couch with a ruthless, patient precision. I tried to lift my hips to take more of him, to get him to go faster. Harder. He wouldn’t have any of it. He was in control. And that control allowed me to let go, to give up everything in my head, my body, my soul and hand it to him.

      I came on a quiet gasp, the pleasure rolling through me in soft yet powerful waves.

      “Shit, you’re clenching. Fuck.” He dropped head beside mine, held himself deep and came, his chest pressed to mine. I could feel his rapid heartbeat, his ragged breath.

      This hadn’t been clinical. It hadn’t even felt biological. It had been… instinctual. As if something primal inside me had been unleashed. I hadn’t controlled anything about how my body reacted, and it was obvious Hardin and Mac had been unable to do the same.

      That hadn’t been sexual intercourse. That had been fucking.

      Pure and simple.

      And it brought a smile to my face.
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      HARDIN

      

      Holy. Fucking. Shit.

      That had been intense. The most powerful connection I’d ever felt with a woman. And we’d done it on the old couch in the back of the shop. Watching Sam have her pussy opened up for the first time, and knowing it was me who was doing it, was something I’d never forget. The way her eyes widened in surprise. The way she’d bit her lip in concentration and focus. And when she lost that focus and basic instinct took over.

      She was… incredible.

      When I’d sat in that uncomfortable desk chair and watched Mac have her, too, to see her get pleasure not just from me but my best friend as well… fuck me.

      I was so damn pleased. Thrilled. This was what some guys had spoken of. How it was different, better, with the right woman. Mark wouldn’t understand, but I didn’t give a fuck.

      It was everything.

      And I wanted more. Again.

      Mac lifted himself off Sam and went to dispose of the condom. She didn’t move, sated and clearly content naked and unaware of the picture she made. Her legs were parted, her pussy was visible. The hair there was groomed and pale, the pink lips swollen and flushed. I could see how wet she was.

      My cock was hard again, eager for more. Once wasn’t going to be enough. Not today, not in this hour.

      “Time to fuck in a bed,” I said.

      “Your apartment,” Mac added. “I want to see all those toys you talked about.”

      Her eyes popped open, and she sat up so fast I thought she’d topple over from a head rush.

      “No,” she said quickly. While she was gorgeous naked, her tits all perfect and right there for more play—fuck, I could play with them for hours and never get bored—she was back to the prickly, hyperfocused Sam.

      “We want to see the competition,” I joked.

      She shook her head, pushed her glasses up and bent down to grab her panties.

      Using my heels, I moved the chair across the concrete floor to get in front of her. “What’s up, Sam?”

      She looked to me, lifted her leg and stepped into her panties. “Nothing.”

      Mac laughed. “There is no nothing with you. There’s always something. Spill it.”

      She shook her head, attempted to put her other foot through her panties and almost fell over. I set my hand on her arm.

      “Sam,” I said, drawing out her name.

      She tugged up her panties, which was a shame, then stilled.

      “Why don’t you want us at your apartment?”

      “I… I—”

      I tugged her onto my lap, wrapped my arms around her. Fuck, she felt so good, her skin so soft and perfect. I wished I could keep her bare all the time. “You’re going to tell us. Now.”

      I wasn’t letting her up until she did. Her entire demeanor had changed, as if a switch had been flipped.

      She took a deep breath, which pushed her tits into my forearm.

      “I don’t want to go there. Someone was in my apartment.”

      “What the fuck are you talking about?” Mac asked, running a hand through his hair. He moved to the couch, dropped onto it.

      I swiveled us around in the chair to face him.

      “After work, I went home.” She took a deep breath, let it out. “The hand towels in my bathroom weren’t aligned.”

      “Are you sure you didn’t leave them crooked?” I asked.

      She turned her head, looked up at me, one pale brow arched as if stunned I’d ask her that question. “I wouldn’t leave them that way. I couldn’t.”

      I knew she was precise and that meant she had OCD to a certain degree. Probably not to a true compulsion level, but she liked things just so. Found comfort in it.

      “What else?” Mac asked. He watched her closely, as if he could get answers from her demeanor as well as her words. I could. It was obvious she was really bothered by what she’d seen, that she was upset about it.

      “The magnet on my fridge had been moved from one side to the other. I don’t like it when it’s near the handle. The pizza menu bumps my hand when I open the freezer. Also the TV remote wasn’t in the basket on the coffee table. Someone was there.”

      My TV remote was in my recliner, right side. Always. If I came home and found it sitting on the coffee table instead, I’d think myself crazy for about three seconds, then wonder who the fuck had been watching my TV. I believed her.

      And that meant someone had been in her fucking apartment. I didn’t dare ask if she’d left the door unlocked because if she was particular about hand towels, she wouldn’t forget something like that.

      “Why didn’t you tell us?” Mac asked. His voice was calm, but the tone was dark. Yeah, he was pissed, most likely at the fucker who had broken in, but also with Sam.

      She hopped off my lap, grabbed Mac’s T-shirt off the floor, put it on. It fell almost to her knees and fit her like a potato sack. But her tits were outlined in the cotton, and we couldn’t miss the outline of her tight nipples. She was hot as fuck.

      “I was distracted,” she replied.

      Mac shook his head. “No, you used sex as a distraction.”

      She shrugged. “Same difference.”

      I pointed at her. “For you, Miss Persnickety, it’s not the same and you know it. Were you planning on telling us?”

      When she bit her bottom lip, I had my answer. We’d only known her for a day. It wasn’t long when it came to relationships. Hell, any other woman I’d have kissed her on the head post-fuck, walked her to her car out front and forgotten all about her. If she’d wanted more, I’d have called her a clinger.

      With Sam, I felt like the one clinging. I wanted it all with her—hell, I wouldn’t have taken her virginity if I didn’t—but she didn’t seem to be of the same mind-set. And that was what pissed me off, that we felt more than she did. “You wanted our dicks, but not our protection?”

      Her head snapped back as if I’d slapped her with my sharp words, but she didn’t argue. Didn’t contradict. Yeah, that was what she thought. “Why would you want to take on my problems?” she asked.

      Holy shit. She was fucking serious.

      “Why?” I asked, trying to keep my voice calm. I pointed at her chest. “You’re wearing Mac’s T-shirt. I bet your pussy’s sore from our dicks. Why the fuck wouldn’t we?”

      “Someone slashed your tire yesterday,” Mac recapped. “Today someone was in your apartment. And you didn’t think we’d want to know?”

      “I don’t know you,” she finally argued.

      “You’re pretty much naked in our shop. You know us pretty fucking well.”

      She blushed and looked away. “It was just sex,” she said.

      “How the hell would you know? You’ve never had dick before ours. You think it’s always like that?” I stood, went over to her and tipped her chin so she had to look at me. “You think this connection between us is nothing, just a quickie on a couch? You think we’d take your virginity if you didn’t mean something? If you didn’t mean everything?”

      She looked at me with those blue eyes, studying, thinking. I could see her mind at work. “I’m not the only one keeping things a secret.”

      I frowned, stroked my thumb over her soft cheek.

      “What the hell are you talking about?” I asked.

      She looked to Mac.

      “Were you arrested for buying drugs?”
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      SAM

      

      I was having emotional whiplash. One minute I’m coming all over Mac’s dick, the next I’m quizzing him about his arrest history. They were mad because I hadn’t told them about the break-in, and I’d turned it around and made it about Mac.

      Hardin dropped his fingers from my chin and settled back into the chair. “Jesus, this again?” he whispered to himself.

      Mac didn’t flinch, didn’t even blink at my question. “Yes.”

      He admitted it outright. No diverting, no excuses or prevaricating.

      “Where’d you hear about it?” he asked.

      “The hospital.” I wasn’t going to give specifics because they were irrelevant. Only what he’d done was.

      He frowned, leaned forward and set his forearms on his thighs. He looked so good without a shirt, the tattoos only enhancing his bad-boy image. For once I was taller than he. “Figures,” he grumbled.

      I crossed my arms over my chest, waited.

      “What else did your source share?” he asked.

      “Nothing.”

      He shook his head slightly. “Again, figures. You know one part. Will you let me tell you all of it?”

      I swallowed, glanced at Hardin, and he offered me a small smile. Would he be here if Mac were a druggie? Would they be friends if he didn’t just look like a bad boy but was one?

      I liked data, liked to analyze. Process. I didn’t shy away from facts, from real facts. I wanted to know the truth. Needed to know it.

      “When I was sixteen, my mother got ovarian cancer. We didn’t have health insurance even though she worked two jobs. By the time she found out what it was, it was too late for chemo. Stage IV. It got bad quick, and she couldn’t work.”

      Oh God. I’d met women battling that stage of cancer, knew their chances were poor.

      “I worked part-time after school for the shop. The owner was like a dad to me, but that’s another story. He let me take on as many hours as I could handle to pay for rent, food. The medical bills piled up, the money I earned slipping through my fingers like sand.”

      He held up his hand as if imaginary grains were falling to the floor. Mac was intense, but it seemed because he felt intensely. Deeply. The way he looked at me, the way he wanted me wasn’t simple. It wasn’t superficial. It was complex. This guy who looked like Cutthroat’s bad boy wasn’t so bad at all. The tattoos, the dark, growly attitude hid a hurt that wouldn’t go away. Not his kind.

      I let my hands fall to my side.

      “Toward the end she was in pain. More pain than the pills she’d been prescribed could cut. She was dying, so I told her to take what she needed, not what the label said.”

      I hated when people misused prescriptions, but I could understand in this case. She was dying. Overuse of pain meds was the least of her worries.

      “I couldn’t sit by and listen to her suffer,” he continued. “The whimpers and moans late at night I could hear through the wall between our bedrooms. God, it was agony for her. For me to know she suffered. So I went in search of pain meds. Found them, but got busted in a sting. Arrested. Sent to juvie for three months.”

      My mouth fell open in shock. “Oh my God,” I whispered. “Your mom?”

      “She died.” He bit his lip, glanced away, then back. His shoulders drooped as he looked down at the floor between his feet. “I was in juvie. I remember the moment someone told me. The look on the woman’s face. She didn’t have to say a word. Mom never got those extra pain pills, and she died alone.”

      The silence hung heavy between us. Hardin hadn’t spoken and wasn’t now. He wasn’t one to talk just to fill a void. They were waiting for me.

      “I’m sorry, Mac. What happened to you is awful. You committed a crime—Oxy abuse is destroying our country—but the circumstances should have been taken into account. You were judged wrongly.”

      He sucked in a breath, then stood. “Tell me, sweetheart. Did you fuck us for a fun time? A wild ride on a bad boy’s dick?”

      His words were harsh, and I felt dirty. Used. But I’d brought it on myself. I swallowed, couldn’t get any words out to respond before he continued.

      “You knew about this before you came here. Did you want to take a convict for a spin? Pop that cherry of yours to make up for all the years you never fucked?”

      I was used to people yelling at me, venting their anger about an unjust death of a loved one, of the cruel misfortune of some kind of disease. But while I may have been the bearer of bad news, those people weren’t upset with me personally. I was the messenger.

      I’d learned to build up a tough skin. It was required, not just professionally but personally, too. I’d hardened my heart to neglectful parents. To the lack of friends. To people who didn’t really care but were more interested in me being an oddity. To know the child genius.

      But this? Mac’s barbed words were directed at me. Me. And they’d hit the bull’s-eye.

      “Tell me, sweetheart,” Mac said. “Did you think I was the one who broke into your apartment? That I was looking for drugs? That I was into you so I could get drugs or scripts off you?”

      “What?” I sputtered. “I… oh—” I couldn’t get any real words out because what he was suggesting was too stunning.

      He bent down, scooped up my bra and tossed it at me. I caught it instinctively. The lace had made me feel sexy before, but now the lacy garment was tawdry.

      “Here. Go. You’ve had your fun. I didn’t tell you about it because it was a long time ago and it was irrelevant. It’s not that I didn’t trust you with the truth—like you not telling us about someone breaking into your apartment—but because we hadn’t had enough time for me to share it yet. Like Hardin said, we wouldn’t have touched you if we didn’t want you to be our girl.”

      “I didn’t mean to—”

      He cut me off. “Either you let us in, or you let us go.”

      His words hurt. I’d hurt him, hurt both of them by not trusting. I had to make this right because I couldn’t live with this ache. Even with both of them in the small room with me, I suddenly felt alone. More alone than I ever had in my life.

      They wanted me. Wanted to be with me, but I’d ruined it.

      “Yes, I… I knew before I came here.” I glanced at a car calendar on the wall, then forced myself to meet Mac’s angry eyes. “I didn’t think my source was lying when he told me about your arrest. I believed him. But I knew there was a reason behind the truth, that there was more to the story. It’s obvious now he told me deliberately to tear us apart, which is what’s happening right now. As for my apartment, I never thought you’d broken in.” Tears filled my eyes, and I blinked them away. I wasn’t a crier. I had nothing to cry about. I was used to dulling my feelings. From a very early age I’d recognized that getting hopeful about others’ affections would only make me hurt. So I stopped. With work I couldn’t get emotional. No one wanted a weak doctor.

      But this? It was so different. Hardin and Mac had gotten past the walls I’d put up. Knocked them down and now my heart was under attack.

      “I came here because it was the first place I thought of. The only place. I should have gone to the police, but I didn’t consider them. I thought of you and Hardin. That the shop was safe. That you’d be here.” I sniffed, willed the tears away.

      “You didn’t tell us about the break-in,” Hardin said. “Were you planning to?”

      “I came here on instinct even though I’m used to handling everything on my own. I didn’t think of it as your problem. Who wants a needy woman?” I shrugged. “Besides, I figured you’d think I was crazy.”

      “Someone slashed your fucking tire,” Mac said. “You’re not crazy.”

      “Hell, no,” Hardin agreed. “You didn’t see it earlier, but your coming here? It means, deep down, you trust us.”

      I agreed. “I wouldn’t have come here if I didn’t trust you. I wouldn’t have given you my body either.” I licked my lips. “I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. I’m… new to this. Not just sex but interpersonal relationships. I’ve been hurt before. I’m wary about guys because of false intentions—”

      “We don’t have any false intentions where you’re concerned,” Mac said fiercely. “Didn’t you feel it when I fucked you into that couch?”

      I nodded, pushed my glasses up. “Yes. I just wanted to forget the stuff that’s happening for a little while, and I knew you could do that. I felt… feel safe when I’m with both of you. I should have told you. Shouldn’t have turned the argument off myself and onto your past. I’m sorry I messed up.”

      A painful lump formed in my throat. I was going to cry and cry hard. I just didn’t want to do it here, not in front of them.

      I squatted down, grabbed the rest of my clothes, not looking at either of them. I couldn’t. I’d blown it. I had two men interested in me. Two! They’d had sex with me because they’d wanted me. I never expected my first time to be like that. While it hadn’t been in a bed, I hadn’t wanted one. They’d been perfect. Patient. Gentle, or at least as much as they could be considering their size.

      And I’d been ungrateful and petty. I’d go home, call a locksmith and get my locks replaced. Then I’d climb into bed, toss the blankets over my head, try to forget about them, which would be impossible with a sore pussy reminding me of everything we’d done together. I’d been alone all my life, yet in two days Hardin and Mac had made me feel. Made me see what I’d been missing. And I’d ruined it. I’d get over this eventually. Whoever was messing with me, well, they couldn’t hurt me any worse than I hurt now.

      I stood and in a small voice I said, “I’ll just go.”
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      HARDIN

      

      Mac had gone off the fucking deep end. I didn’t blame him, but all Sam had asked was if he’d been arrested for selling drugs. She’d asked, not accused, and she’d been willing to hear him out.

      She was new to Cutthroat, didn’t know the details of everyone’s lives. Small towns were like a microscope; everything was magnified. He didn’t tell people about the fucking mess with the drugs and his mom’s illness, but he never avoided it either. Now she knew Mac’s not-so-secret secret.

      The way he’d reacted showed how much he was into Sam. I’d never seen him like that with anyone else. An asshole at a bar he could shrug off. The old-timers who’d remembered what happened still gave him pitying stares. He didn’t give a shit. But with Sam? He seriously cared what she thought. He wanted her to like him, to know who he really was. To know what made him tick. And all that was completely separate from what we’d just done on the couch.

      Sam saw the real Mac now. No question.

      Thank fuck she wasn’t a stuck-up bitch who’d snub him for what he’d done. Some women had, and we didn’t even remember their names a minute after they walked away. Good fucking riddance.

      Sam understood because she was so fucking smart. No question she’d had a rough childhood. Her parents were still alive but not part of her life. She was a loner. Hell, I was too. Total introvert who liked reading a book over a night out. But I’d never felt alone. My parents were decent My brother was one of my best friends.

      I knew what real friendship was. What a real family was. Knew that what we’d done on that couch was so much more than fucking. Sam didn’t, but she would. Now she thought we hated her. She thought she’d blown it.

      There were moments like this where her brains got in her way. She thought we wouldn’t want to know about the break-in, that we wouldn’t want to take on a woman’s problems. She thought too fucking much. Again, she had no experience with people helping her, being there for her, so she didn’t expect it from us either.

      Even as a kid she’d been alone. Her parents hadn’t done their jobs; a Swedish housekeeper had done it for them. She hadn’t gone to school, so she hadn’t played with other kids. Then Harvard at fourteen. No shopping at the mall. No sleepovers like all teenage girls had. No dating. No prom. Then medical school. Again, alone.

      Had she ever had someone to lean on? No wonder she questioned everything; it was a version of self-preservation.

      But she was ours now and she had to stop fucking thinking so much and just feel, like she had on that couch… and it had been stunning.

      She’d come to the shop because she felt safe here, felt that she could trust us, at least subconsciously. When she stopped to think, that was when she screwed herself and got us where we were now. We’d have to teach her to run with those feelings, to go with her gut. And that meant sharing everything with us.

      Good and bad.

      Seeing her collect her clothes from the floor to leave was the saddest fucking thing I’d ever seen.

      She had her hand on the doorknob when Mac went over and wrapped an arm about her waist, pulled her back into him. Held her close.

      “You didn’t mess up, sweetheart,” Mac said, nuzzling her neck. “Fuck, I’m sorry for pushing you.”

      She shook her head against his chest and kept her head tipped down. “It’s my fault. After what happened, of course you’d think the worst of me.”

      “We’re here for you. Deep down you know it.”

      If she were wound any tighter, she’d snap, but at his words she relaxed, almost wilted.

      “Something scares you, you tell us or that one handprint on your ass is going to have some friends.”

      She gasped at his threat, which wasn’t an idle one. So much for relaxed.

      “You’re not alone anymore.”

      Turning in his arms, she wrapped hers around his waist, clung to him, set her forehead on his chest.

      And cried.

      Mac glanced at me over his shoulder. I could read his look, knew exactly what it meant, without saying a word.

      She was ours. No question. There was no going back. No letting her go.

      “I’ll call Nix,” I said, reaching for the phone on the desk. It was time to get the police involved, although if they couldn’t find the fucker, Mac and I would.

      No question. The asshole was going down.
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      Sam came out of her bathroom dressed in yoga pants, thick socks and an old Harvard hoodie. She’d taken her time in the shower, but I hadn’t wanted to rush her. She was a thinker and needed a little time to herself. We’d hashed out a lot of stuff, and she’d just had sex for the first time. With two guys.

      That was a lot for her small shoulders.

      She’d cried all over Mac’s bare chest. He’d held her, stroked her back and whispered words until she got it all out. I’d given them room, just watched her fall apart and let her learn we’d be there when she did so. To catch her.

      She must be exhausted. Work. Life. Going it all alone. Her work was stressful, literally life or death. Some guy had slashed her tire and broke into her apartment. She’d showed us how things had been moved. As an outsider I’d have never known, but the oddities were unlike her. I couldn’t imagine her setting a flower pillow upside down.

      On top of all that, she now had us.

      I sat on the side of her bed waiting for her. The pale yellow bedspread and matching pillows looked so girlie in comparison to my huge frame. The bed itself was small. I’d have to sleep in it at an angle so I’d fit, which meant we weren’t sleeping here. She’d stay with us at one of our houses.

      “Feel better?” I asked.

      She nodded, came over to me. I spread my knees a little wider and settled a hand at her back, pulled her forward so she stood right in front of me. Since I was sitting, we were eye to eye.

      “Right here,” I murmured, breathing her in. “This is where I want you.” I slid my hands up and under her sweatshirt, my palms resting on her waist, my thumbs brushing her belly. She was so warm, so soft. The scent of her soap and shampoo smelled so fucking good. I would swear it was strawberries.

      “I took a peek in your bedside drawer.”

      She gasped, looked to the little white table with the lamp on top and a biography of Robert E. Lee. It looked innocent enough, the table, but the contents inside… it was like a mini adult store toy collection.

      “I want to play with them someday,” I said, referring to the dildos, vibrators and other fun stuff. I’d gotten instantly hard peeking at the things she’d used on herself. “For now I’m really liking my hands on you.”

      To prove that, I caressed her skin, and I felt goose bumps rise.

      “I’m not used to this, to being touched. Held,” she admitted.

      “Get used to it.” While my words were sharp, my tone was soft. I was big. Really big, and because of that I’d learned to keep my voice low. It wasn’t in my nature to shout, but Sam was the last person I wished to scare. Big size plus booming voice equaled bad, especially after the emotional roller coaster she’d been on.

      “Hardin,” she said, even though we were the only two people in the room.

      “Hmm?”

      “Do you… do you think this is crazy?”

      “What?”

      She worried her lower lip and glanced at me through her glasses.

      “Us. I mean, I really don’t know you, and after what we did in your office and now you’re here in my bedroom and it’s you and Mac I’m interested in and—”

      I set a finger over her mouth to quiet her rambling. Her lips were plump. Soft.

      “You want to be with me and Mac?” I asked, studying her closely.

      She nodded.

      “Good answer after what we did in the shop.”

      That made her smile.

      “That’s all that matters,” I promised, so fucking relieved. We’d cleared things up back in the office, but we hadn’t said much after she’d cried herself out, only brought her back to her apartment to wait for Nix and his partner from the Cutthroat police. They’d arrived while she was in the shower, and Mac was out in her living room talking with them.

      I had Sam in front of me, and I was in no rush to get out there. They could wait. This, us together, was too fucking important.

      “One look, Sam. That was all it took,” I told her straight up.

      Her eyes flared wide at that admission, and she flushed prettily. I vowed to myself I’d never hold back with her, not with how I felt.

      “Surprises you, huh?”

      “Yes,” she admitted with a soft sigh.

      “One look at Mac’s dick in the ER and you were done for.”

      She blushed, then nodded.

      “You’ve put me and Mac in uncharted territory. Being with a woman is one thing. Being with a woman we want to keep is another.”

      “Oh.” She looked half relieved and half petrified.

      I smiled. “Yeah, oh.”

      “So you want to keep me?” she practically squeaked. “Really?”

      “Don’t let Mac hear you questioning again. Your ass is going to be pretty fucking hot.”

      She blushed and that color, that pretty pink, would be the shade of her gorgeous backside after a fun spanking.

      “Don’t panic.” I brushed a damp lock of hair over her shoulder. I hadn’t realized how long it was; the times we’d been together, it had been pulled back. “We’re as much yours as you are ours.”

      “Look at you, then look at me,” she murmured. “I’m not wearing makeup. My hair’s a mess. I’m not all that vain, but all the times you’ve seen me, I’ve been wearing scrubs,” she said, then looked down at herself. “Or sweats.”

      I hated that she was self-deprecating.

      “Or in sexy lingerie. Or naked,” I added. “If after earlier you doubt how much we want you, then we weren’t doing it right.” I yanked her in close so she could feel how hard I was for her.

      “I think you were definitely doing it right,” she replied.

      “Sam, breathe. We don’t have to figure it all out right away.”

      She licked her lips, looked up at me. “I am not used to emotions. They are overwhelming. Confusing. They defy logic. We defy logic. I mean, it’s happened so fast. I guess the meal at the bar could be considered a date by definition, but I got drunk and…”

      I definitely remembered the and. The way she’d played with her pussy. The sight of her when she came. I wasn’t forgetting that. Ever.

      “And then we fucked you good and hard.”

      The blush returned.

      “The only thing I know about you is that you’re a mechanic.”

      “What do you want to know?”

      She shrugged, her fingers going to a button on my flannel shirt—one of the only buttons still left after she ripped it open earlier. I tried to keep calm, but the innocent gesture was a fucking taunt, especially since I knew how wild she got.

      “Do you have a family? What’s your favorite color? Are you allergic to any foods? How do you like your coffee? Are you a morning person? Can you—”

      I laughed, then cut her off. “My parents live in Cutthroat, although they’re spending most of the winter in Arizona this year. I have an older brother, like I said before. He lives here, and we’re pretty close.” I ran my hands up her back until my fingertips brushed the bottom of her bra. I loved the feel of her, couldn’t get enough.

      “I guess I like blue, I’m allergic to blueberries, although I won’t drop dead or anything, coffee should be black and I’m definitely a morning person.”

      “You’re like me,” she commented.

      “Oh? You mean you want to kiss me, too?”

      For a moment I confused her since we’d been talking about my likes and dislikes, not making out. We couldn’t fuck. I wanted to tip her onto her bed, climb on top of her and kiss the hell out of her. Then fuck her senseless. But not with the police in the other room. That would have to wait. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t take a minute of her just for myself and kiss her.

      I liked small women, a stark contrast to how fucking big I was. I liked to spoil them, handle them gently, like they were precious. Sam could stand on her own two feet. She was obscenely smart, most likely a genius, and had a solid career ahead of her. She could deal with pressures I couldn’t even imagine. Life-and-death. I wouldn’t take that from her, but I would help her with finding the fucker who was messing with her.

      I was just wired that way. To protect. As calm as I was, I fucked a little rough. Perhaps it was my size, or even my need for her. As for Mac, while he was the wild one between the two of us, he took the quiet approach. Slow, methodical, as if he wanted to savor every second of being inside her.

      “Yes, I want to kiss you, too,” she whispered.

      Fuck, yes.

      Cupping her face, I held her in place as I brushed my lips across hers, took it deeper when she angled her head. We kissed like teenagers, hot and heavy. Tongues tangled. Hands roved. She all but writhed in my lap as she came alive for me. My hands slipped beneath her shirt, brushed over her smooth belly and higher to cup her breasts. I didn’t feel delicate lace she’d worn earlier, but a soft cotton.

      “Why do I want more so soon?” she whispered as I kissed along her jaw, found the sweet spot behind her ear that made her gasp. “The biological urge to procreate is strong, but it hasn’t occurred in me until now.”

      “It’s more than fucking biological, baby. It’s because it’s right,” I murmured, licking the delicate spot.

      I was the one who groaned, who was lost in this. In her.

      “Hey, Nix and the other detective are here to talk to Sam,” Mac said, barging into the room.

      He’d startled Sam, who lifted her head to look at him. She’d tensed with the surprise but didn’t move from my hold.

      “Fuck, that’s hot,” he added, shutting the door behind him. “Shit, I’m hard now. How am I going to go back out there?”
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      HARDIN

      

      Sam giggled and I loved that sound.

      I had a pliant, willing woman in front of me, my hands cupping her tits beneath her sweatshirt. I felt like a teenager making out, caught by a parent. This time I wasn’t embarrassed, and I didn’t mind that Mac had found us.

      “Who?” Sam asked. She pushed her glasses up her nose, and I was surprised they weren’t fogged up. The fact that she hadn’t tried to push my hands away from her tits showed just how hot she’d gotten.

      “Two detectives. One’s a friend of ours. I called them to take a report on the break-in and the tire.”

      I felt her tense beneath my palms, and I let my hands fall away. My dick was hard, too, but it wasn’t getting inside her until she talked to the cops.

      Mac held out his hand. She took it and went out into the other room. I followed, only after I took a minute to will my dick down, then adjusted myself so I could walk right.

      By the time I joined them, introductions had been made. Nix was a few years younger than me and Mac. He’d started off in uniform and had obviously moved up to detective. He and Donovan Nash, the former assistant DA, were dating Kit Lancaster.

      “This is Miranski, my partner,” Nix said.

      I shook her hand. “I’m Hardin.”

      She was in her thirties, tall, with dark hair pulled back into a simple ponytail. She wore jeans with leather boots and a black fleece jacket with the police department logo on the chest. “Hi,” she said in greeting.

      “So, Sam, tell us what’s going on with you,” Nix said.

      Sam indicated everyone should sit down. Nix and Miranski—no one had offered up her first name—sat on one couch, Mac, Sam and I on the other across from them. A sleek coffee table was between us. Sam’s apartment was decorated simply, without any photos or other personal touches. I had to wonder if it was a rental that had come furnished. It didn’t matter; she wasn’t living here for long. Not another night if Mac and I had our way.

      Which we would. After what we’d done earlier, she would be in bed, between us.

      “Someone slashed my tire at the hospital yesterday. Today, when I got home, I found things moved around.”

      While she’d been succinct and to the point, the detectives liked details. When prompted, she elaborated. Miranski got up and, after she got Sam’s permission, looked around the apartment.

      “Got any enemies?” Nix asked. “An old boyfriend who didn’t think things should end?”

      Sam shook her head. A surge of jealousy made my fists clench. I didn’t want another guy to even look her way, let alone get close to her. I’d been her first, though, and that made me inwardly sigh, to cool my fucking jets. I’d opened up that pussy, saw the look on her face when I got in her. That was a gift I’d cherish forever. The fact that I’d shared it, shared her, with Mac made it that much fucking better.

      “No old boyfriends. I’m a doctor. I guess it could be a past patient, but they usually sue, not stalk.”

      Miranski returned and took her seat again. Nix gave her a look, and she took over.

      “We’ve been investigating the murder of Erin Mills,” she said.

      Sam nodded. “I’ve read about it in the paper. I… I operated on Dennis Seaborn, so gossip spread through the hospital about his involvement.”

      Holy shit. I wondered if she’d talked with Cy.

      “Wow, okay,” Miranski said. Sam’s words had surprised the detective. “We’re a little concerned here because you look a lot like Erin. Blonde, pretty, similar age.”

      I abruptly stood up, ran my hand over my beard. “Holy shit. You think she’s being stalked by a murderer? Because she operated on Cy’s dad?”

      Nix and Cy Seaborn were the same age. I’d had a few beers with them over the years. Cy ran the Flying Z Ranch, and his dad had admitted to killing Erin Mills. Turned out, he’d lied about it and had recently died of complications from pancreatic cancer. I had no idea why he’d turned himself in for something he didn’t do, and I wasn’t sure if Cy knew the reason. If Nix and Miranski were aware, they weren’t saying.

      I knew Lucas Mills, but not his sister, Erin. She’d been closer to Sam’s age than mine. Her picture had been all over the media, and I knew Miranski was right, there was a strong resemblance between Erin and Sam.

      Mac turned toward Sam. “You said you were having problems with a coworker.”

      She frowned, shrugged. “Yeah, but they’re HR problems.”

      “Like what?” Nix asked.

      Sam sighed. “He’s forward. Tries to get me alone. Says he wants to talk about my performance over dinner. I’ve politely declined, but he’s insistent. Yesterday he threatened my job. Put his hand on me. Pressed into me when I was at my locker in the doctors’ lounge. He was, well, aroused.”

      What. The. Fuck?

      “That’s what you were upset about when you met us in the lot?”

      She nodded.

      "Seriously? That’s sexual harassment,” I told her. Why did guys have to be such assholes? “Did you report him to HR?”

      “Yes, several times, but they say he hasn’t done anything wrong.”

      “Pressing his hard dick into you?” I repeated. “That’s so fucking wrong.”

      She stared up at me, wide-eyed, then looked toward the detectives.

      “He couldn’t have done this, though,” she said.

      “Why’s that?” Miranski asked.

      “Because, like I told you guys yesterday, he was with me in surgery for most of the day. He could have slipped out and slit my tire, but he would have been seen. People know him there.”

      “And today? The break-in?” Miranski asked, waving her finger in the air, indicating Sam’s apartment.

      “Everything was fine when I left my apartment this morning. He was at the hospital then… I know this because he came up to me right after I walked in.”

      “Was he the one who told you about my past?” Mac asked, leaning forward and resting his forearms on his thighs.

      She blushed as she gave a quick glance at the detectives. “He saw us… um, kissing goodbye when you dropped me off. I think he did it because he was mad about that.”

      They didn’t even blink at her words. I was damned sure they’d heard racier things than kissing.

      “What an asshole,” Mac muttered.

      “I was with him most of the day, in back-to-back surgeries,” she continued. “I left before he did because a patient in the ICU had to go back in for emergency surgery and he was the lead. There’s no way he could have gotten over here, broken in and messed with things, then returned to work.”

      “Have you seen him outside of the hospital?” Nix asked.

      She shook her head. “No. I’ve never run into him at the grocery store or anything, and I’ve definitely never invited him here. As far as I know, he doesn’t know where I live.”

      Miranski took notes on a little notepad as Sam spoke.

      ““I haven’t done anything to lead him on. I mean, look at me. There are other women at the hospital who are more attractive, more his age, who would love to date a doctor. I… I think I’m a conquest for him,” she admitted, glancing down at her hands in her lap.

      No shit.

      “I’ve heard from other women on staff that he makes his rounds, and I don’t mean with patients. I always turn him down, and I don’t think he likes being told no.”

      “Have you dated anyone else from the hospital?” Miranski asked. “Perhaps he thinks he’s got a shot since you went out with others.”

      Sam looked to the detective. “No. No one’s asked and well, there’s no one there who interested me. I haven’t even gone out for fun with other women I work with. I’m… I’m not very social.”

      “You’re dating Mac then?” Nix asked.

      Sam’s face flamed, and she licked her lips.

      “And me,” I said. She was new to all this, and she’d jumped right into the fucking deep end. She’d started off her dating life with not just one guy but two. I wasn’t ashamed. Hell, it was going to take both of us to keep Sam satisfied. Once she found her way around two dicks, she was going to be insatiable, especially since she had a lot of catching up to do.

      Nix wouldn’t judge. Hell, he and Donovan had claimed Kit together. He knew what it was like. I didn’t know Miranski’s dating history, but if she was partners with Nix, she no doubt knew about his love life.

      Sam’s cell rang, and she stood up and went to grab it from the kitchen counter. “Excuse me, I’m on call and have to answer that.”

      She answered it, spoke with someone for less than thirty seconds, then put the phone down. “I’ve got to go,” she said, grabbing her boots by the door and bringing them to the couch to put on. “Multi-vehicle accident on the highway, probably a ruptured spleen. If that’s the case, I have to operate.”

      Mac stood. “I’ll walk you to your car.”

      “I’m sorry for rushing out, but I have to be at the hospital within ten minutes of receiving the call.”

      Yeah, saving a life was something we were going to get annoyed about.

      All of us stood. I went to her, gave her a quick kiss. Not the best time for an emergency when her life was a clusterfuck itself. She wasn’t alone now though. “Go. We’ll lock up.”

      She nodded once, then left with Mac.

      “Sam’s off-limits,” I told Nix and Miranski as I went around and shut off the lights. “The fucker’s going to have to get used to the idea he doesn’t have a shot. He’ll have to get through Mac and me.” No meant no, and I hated douchebags who didn’t listen. This one sounded like a piece of work. If he wouldn’t back off Sam, then he’d listen to me and Mac—or our fists.

      “What’s this guy’s name?” Miranski asked.

      I came out of Sam’s bedroom and paused. “Shit, I don’t know.”

      We left the apartment, and I confirmed the door was locked behind us. We met Mac out on the sidewalk where the cold wind cut along the back of my neck.

      “Did she tell you what the asshole at work’s name is?” I asked him.

      “Nope.”

      I pulled my cell from my pocket, called her. “Hey, baby, what’s the name of the guy from work who’s giving you trouble?”

      “Hi… oh, um… Dr. Mark Knowles,” she said.

      I pulled the phone away from my ear, stared at it for a second.

      “Hardin?” I could hear her voice through the phone and reengaged. Barely.

      “Yeah,” I snapped, looked down at the sidewalk.

      Fuck. Me. I felt like I’d been kicked in the gut with a steel-toed boot.

      “What’s the matter?” she asked. “Do you know the guy?”

      I looked to Mac, who was waiting for the answer.

      “Yeah, I fucking know the guy.”

      Nix and Miranski eyed me.

      “He’s my brother.”
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      MAC

      

      “Do you think it’s true?” Hardin asked as we climbed from his truck in the diner lot.

      After we’d left Sam’s apartment, we’d gone back to the shop to work but didn’t say much. My best friend was a thinker, and I knew when not to talk. I had no idea what to say anyway, stuck in my own fucking thoughts. I’d walked Sam to her car, kissed her goodbye, but she was not only in a rush to get to the hospital but was stuck on everything the detectives had stirred up. She hadn’t known Hardin and the guy who was fucking with her were related, and now that she knew… she couldn’t be with us to work it out. She had to go deal with a busted spleen.

      It was a total shit show I wasn’t sure how to get out of. I couldn’t fucking believe it was Mark who was putting the moves on her. He was a total man whore, but he was all about consent. Or so I’d thought. I believed Sam, but I’d known Mark my whole life. He’d left for college when Hardin and I were in elementary school, so the two of them had reconnected and begun to really hang out after Hardin finished college and moved back to Cutthroat. Still, that had been over a decade of time to get to know someone. Or at least we’d thought we’d known him.

      Or we’d thought we’d known Sam.

      Jesus.

      “I have no fucking idea,” I replied, running a hand over the back of my neck as we strode toward the diner’s entrance.

      Hardin knew Mark would be at the diner at three, supposedly to try and hook up with their breakfast waitress from this morning. Hardin wasn’t a texter, and for this mess he wanted to have a little chat with his brother face-to-face.

      This was a total kick to the gut because it was a no-win situation. Mark was an asshole, or the woman we were falling for was a liar. Either way we were screwed.

      And Hardin? I’d never seen him so fucking messed up. The guy who’d been fucking with our woman was Mark. His fucking brother. I tried to put together the laid-back guy we drank beers with and the handsy fucker Sam had described.

      It was hard to believe. Mark was a womanizer, no question, but was he a chauvinistic asshole who crossed the line? Why would Sam lie? She had no clue about men—that was blatantly obvious—and being talked to inappropriately, fuck, touched inappropriately, it would have freaked her out. But HR didn’t buy her allegations, so either that made them exaggerations or the hospital’s HR sucked. She’d been alone her whole life, and if HR ignored legitimate claims, then she must have felt even more isolated.

      She’d learned of my time in juvie from the guy who’d been messing with her, which meant Mark. Yeah, he’d known about all that. She’d said he’d seen us kiss when I dropped her off this morning and had tossed my past out there to push us apart. That meant Mark had sabotaged me and Sam. Because he wanted her for himself?

      To make it even worse and a fuck-ton scarier, Nix had pointed out how much Sam looked like Erin Mills. Did Mark have a thing for blondes? Had he been involved with Erin and it had gotten out of hand?

      The idea of Mark sexually harassing women was bad enough, but the fact that Nix even made the connection to a murder… holy fuck.

      And that didn’t even cover the slashed tire or the break-in. Was that Mark, too, and if so, how?

      My head was fucking spinning. Who to believe, the woman we wanted or family? Sam had given her side, so it was time for Mark’s.

      Nix and Miranski wanted to talk with Mark, but Hardin planned to get to him first. We pushed open the diner’s entry door, then searched left and right down the long line of booths.

      And there he was, in the back corner. Just as Hardin had expected, a woman sat across from him, but her back was to us. A blonde.

      I followed Hardin, and Mark smiled when he caught sight of us.

      He stood, gave Hardin a man hug and a slap on the shoulder. “Twice in one day? Join us. You remember Sarah, right?”

      Mark dropped back into the booth, but instead of sitting across from Sarah, sat next to her, forcing her to slide in farther.

      Hardin took Mac’s old spot, and I grabbed a chair from a nearby empty table and swung it around.

      “I just found out you know a friend of ours,” Hardin said.

      “Oh?” He slung an arm along the back of the booth, his fingers brushing Sarah on the neck. “Who?”

      “Samantha Smyth.”

      His smile slipped a little, but I had to give it to him. He was as cool as a fucking cucumber.

      “Excellent doctor.”

      “Really?” Hardin asked, leaning forward so his arms rested on the table. He pushed Mark’s coffee mug out of the way. “She said you’ve got issues about her performance you want to discuss.” He paused, then added, “Over dinner.”

      Sarah suddenly looked uncomfortable.

      “I’m sure she was mistaken,” Mark replied.

      With that response, I had my answer. Holy fuck. Mark was a lying sack of shit. He’d done everything Sam had said.

      Hardin pressed on. “So it was just a stethoscope in your pocket when you pressed up against her?”

      Sarah squirmed, brushing Mark’s hand away. “I think… I think I need to go.”

      Mark looked to her, sighed, but climbed from the booth to let her out. She scurried away without saying another word or offering a backward glance. The woman, as far as I was fucking concerned, had lucked out.

      Mark sat back down, gave us his patented grin. “You two are total cockblockers.”

      “You’ve got a thing for blondes,” Hardin commented, lifting his chin to indicate the way Sarah had fled.

      He shrugged. “Every guy has a type.”

      Yeah, mine was a curvy genius with glasses who had a thing for lingerie and sexy toys.

      “Did you tell Sam about my past because you want her for yourself?” I asked.

      Hardin remained quiet, kept his gaze on Mark.

      A waitress came up, not Sarah. “Would you like menus or coffee?” she asked.

      I looked up at her, smiled. “No, thanks. We’re not staying long.”

      She nodded, then left.

      Mark was dressed as if he belonged at the Cutthroat Country Club. Crisp pants, dress shirt, a fucking sweater. In a flannel, Hardin looked like he’d just come from cutting trees in the woods. I had on jeans and a black T-shirt. Definitely the bad boy of the bunch. But I didn’t fuck with women.

      “Dr. Smyth is an impressionable woman,” Mark began. “You do know she finished medical school at twenty-two? She needs guidance, someone to show her the ropes.”

      “And that’s you,” I said.

      He shrugged. “She hasn’t said yes. Yet.”

      Hardin stood, looked down at Mark. I slowly got to my feet, followed his lead. Clearly he’d gotten all the info he needed.

      “Sam’s off-limits,” he stated plainly.

      Mark looked from him to me. “Mac can’t speak for himself?”

      “She’s not just Mac’s. She’s mine, too.”

      Mark paused, stared. For a doctor he was slow to catch on.

      “Wait,” he said finally. “You’re kidding. Both of you are fucking her.” He laughed. “I pegged her for a frigid virgin that needed thawing. I certainly missed seeing her freak flag fly, didn’t I?”

      I was ready to punch him in the face. I didn’t give a shit that we were in the diner. If I felt that way, I could only imagine how pissed Hardin was. I grabbed his shirt and tugged him away from the table before he did or said anything he might regret.
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      SAM

      

      I didn’t have long to think about the fact that Dr. Knowles—the guy who’d been making my work life hell—and Hardin were brothers. Brothers! They looked nothing alike, acted nothing alike. Mark Knowles was slippery and sleazy. Hardin Knowles was quiet and generous. Protective. Wild in bed. Or on a couch, rather. One I hated, the other I was quickly falling for. They had to be close to ten years apart in age.

      My mind randomly went to genetics, the fact that their parents couldn’t have green and blue eyes because it was impossible for them to have a brown-eyed child like Mark.

      Stupid brain. Focus!

      Earlier Hardin had mentioned a brother, that they were pretty close. Obviously he hadn’t put together that maybe Mark and I might know each other, even work together.

      I stood at the sink outside the OR and scrubbed my fingernails with cleanser as prep for surgery. Did Hardin believe me? Did he think I was making stuff up about his brother? HR didn’t believe me, so maybe I was wrong about how I reacted to Dr. Knowles. Did Hardin hate me now? I’d said some pretty not nice things about his family.

      Or did Hardin know about his brother and not care? Did he condone that kind of behavior? I didn’t think so, but what did I know? I’d slept with two men a day after meeting them. I hadn’t really known them long enough to find out if they were jerks. But I was supposed to go with my gut, not think so damned much, and my gut was telling me they were good guys. But there were over three hundred different kinds of bacteria in the gut so…

      Damn my brain. Stop! I shook my head, scrubbed a little harder.

      Through the glass separating the prep room from the OR, the anesthesiologist nodded, letting me know the patient was under and ready.

      As I pushed the door open with my back and went into surgery, I shoved the thoughts of men and gut bacteria out of my head. The last thing I realized about the whole mess before focusing on the patient was that I’d had sex with a guy and I’d never known his last name. I wasn’t sure if I was an idiot or a total slut.

      Three hours later the patient was in recovery and doing fine. I was bundled into my layers of outerwear and walking to my car. Exhausted, I was ready for my bed. I wasn’t keen on returning to my apartment, not after someone had broken in, but I hadn’t heard from Mac or Hardin. They knew nothing about how long it took to perform a splenectomy, or at least I didn’t think so, and I wasn’t surprised.

      I wanted to call them and ask if I could stay with one of them, but what would Hardin say? How did he feel about the huge bomb that I’d dropped on him? Again, did he hate me? Did he even believe me?

      Fortunately I hadn’t seen Dr. Knowles and had been able to avoid that confrontation. But unlike Hardin, I wasn’t sleeping with Dr. Knowles. Thank God. What were the rules of dating? Shit, Hardin and I weren’t dating.

      Sex wasn’t dating. It was a hookup. Not a one-night stand. A fling? I’d read the hefty set of historical books, The Sagas of Icelanders, and yet I couldn’t grasp man/woman concepts. Or man/woman/man. Hardin had said he wanted to pull out the sex toys from my drawer and use them with me, but that had been before he knew my problems were with his brother. Had he changed his mind? He’d been put in the middle of my HR mess without even knowing. And Mac… he was best friends with Hardin. Did he side with him?

      I groaned aloud, frustrated. Did all women try to understand men, or was it me? How could I be so smart and so dumb when it came to the opposite sex? Why were they so confusing? Why did I not know what to do?

      As I tugged open my car door, the sound of boots crunching on the snow had me turn. For a second I thought it might be Hardin and Mac, but I didn’t get a chance to see who it was. All I saw was an arm coming toward my head before all went black.
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      HARDIN

      

      “Is Sam Smyth with you?” Nix asked.

      We were at the shop, but we hadn’t gotten shit done since we’d left Mark at the diner. There was no fucking way I could change the oil on an old Chevy when I just found out how much of a two-faced dick my brother was.

      “No. She’s in surgery,” I said, leaning the mop handle against the wall. The concrete floor had needed to be scrubbed for months now, and it felt good to do something mindless. The scent of orange cleanser covered the usual oil-and-grease scent that clung to the place.

      “I think we have a problem,” he said.

      I stilled.

      “What the fuck do you mean?” I barked into the phone.

      Mac came out of the office, eyes wide.

      “Hospital security called. Seems Sam’s car is in the lot, door open. Keys on the ground.”

      “Holy. Fucking. Shit.”

      Mac strode over. “What?”

      “Sam’s missing.”

      Mac snatched the phone from my hand, pressed the button for the speaker.

      “This is Mac. What’s going on?”

      “Someone took Sam. Car’s in the hospital lot. Door open, no Sam,” he repeated. “Security looked at footage from the exterior cameras. They’ve got her exiting at three thirteen and walking to her car. No one was with her. No one followed. Her car was at the back edge of the camera’s view, and someone comes in within a few seconds, leaves with her.”

      “Voluntarily?” I snapped.

      “It’s hard to tell. It’s blurry because of the distance. No way to identify the person, or even male or female with the heavy winter clothing. Dark colors. Did she call you? Say she was going off with someone?”

      “No,” Mac and I said at the same time.

      “You said she looks like Erin Mills. Do you think…” I wiped my hand across my lips, not wanting to finish the rest.

      A murderer was still loose in Cutthroat, and Sam looked like the victim.

      “I have to ask,” Nix began. In the background I could hear phones ringing, people talking, and I guessed he was at the police station. “Your brother. I assume you talked to him.”

      “We did.”

      “And?” He waited.

      He wanted to know if I thought he might be the one to have taken Sam. Who might have grabbed her because he was somehow a crazy stalker who’d slashed her tire, fucked with her apartment and then kidnapped her. Who may have a thing for killing young blondes, just like her.

      “Three thirteen, you said. We were with him at Dolly’s Diner at that time,” I told him. “Lots of witnesses.”

      “You’re sure?”

      “That we saw him at the diner? He was with Sarah, a waitress, when we showed up.”

      “A blonde,” Mac added, eyeing me.

      I nodded, seeing the fucking pattern.

      “A different waitress came over to take our order. He was seen there.”

      “So it’s not him,” Nix said.

      “It’s him,” I told him. He might be a fucking detective and the facts didn’t add up, especially since Mac and I were his fucking alibi. “I don’t know how, but it is.”

      “You can’t be sure of that,” Nix countered.

      “No, but I’ve just found out my brother’s a total asshole. A man whore is one thing, but the shit he pulled with Sam? He denied. He lied.”

      Mac looked grim. “Yeah, he did.”

      We hadn’t talked about it, but I was glad to know he’d also seen through my brother’s shit when we were at the diner.

      “Fine, so he has her, but how did he do it since he was with the two of you?”

      I glanced at my fingernails, the black stains from shop work beneath that wouldn’t go away no matter how much I tried. “Unlike me, Nix, my brother doesn’t like to get his hands dirty.”

      “Meaning he had help,” he replied, filling in the blanks.

      “So then where the fuck is she?” Mac asked, rubbing a hand over the back of his neck.

      Our girl was out there and in trouble. I’d never have thought my brother could do something like this, which meant she was in more danger than I might have ever imagined.
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      SAM

      

      “Help!” I shouted, writhing and trying to get free.

      The rope about my wrists was snug and wrapped securely around the brass headboard. One foot was similarly secured so I couldn’t do anything except rub my skin raw. My head ached where I’d been hit. When I’d first woken up, I’d done a self-assessment. My vision was clear, and I wasn’t nauseated. On the pillow I’d wiped the spot where I’d been hit and looked—no blood. I was sure I had a goose egg, and some ibuprofen would really help with the throbbing. Otherwise I was unharmed. My coat, mittens and hat were missing, but I was fully dressed.

      I was in someone’s bedroom, a man’s, based on the beige and navy decor. It was simply decorated, but the finishes were nice. The bed I was on was soft, the comforter plush. The walls were painted, the trim stained wood. A large window with a bench seat offered a view of mountains. It would be a great reading spot, especially with the fireplace beside it, although it wasn’t lit now. From my vantage point, I couldn’t see if there were any houses nearby. There were three doors off the room; one I assumed was to an en suite bathroom, another to a closet and the last to a hallway. I could only scent lemon polish, as if the place had been cleaned recently. No smells of food or even coffee. And it was quiet. Too quiet.

      I screamed again. This time someone came into the room.

      “Oh my God,” I whispered.

      “This could have gone much differently,” Dr. Knowles said. Mark. Hardin’s brother. He released the buttons on the cuffs of his dress shirt and rolled the sleeves up.

      “This is crazy. You need to let me go. I promise I won’t tell anyone.” I tugged at my restraints. Now I knew why there was no give; surgeons were very skilled at knots.

      He gave me a smile, but it wasn’t a warm one. “Oh, like you didn’t tell HR?”

      I bit my lip.

      “Don’t worry, your reports to HR are safe with Marion. She can keep your secret.”

      I thought of the HR lady. How my claims of sexual harassment had gone on deaf ears. Mark stepped closer and I tried to shift away, but I couldn’t go anywhere.

      “She’s blonde,” I said, trying to remain calm. I was used to panic-filled situations, but when I had to deal with them, I was in control. I was far from that now.

      “She is. And so are you.”

      It was obvious now he’d slept with the HR lady, had her under his spell somehow. She’d been ignoring all my complaints about Mark because he’d told her to. Was she in love with him, or did he force her?

      His gaze raked over me from head to toe. It wasn’t anything like the way Hardin and Mac did it, and I felt dirty. I was completely covered, but I felt naked. Exposed.

      “So was Erin Mills,” I said, licking my dry lips. My heart was beating out of my chest and I tried to take calming breaths but I was too scared. He didn’t have a weapon in his hand, no gun or knife, but I remembered from the news that Erin had been killed by blunt force trauma. I’d been hit on the head, but clearly Mark had wanted me alive.

      To what? Kill me?

      He worked on the rope tying my ankle to the footboard.

      “You shouldn’t have denied me, Samantha. Women don’t say no to me.”

      “I did. I’m still saying no.”

      “And look where it’s gotten you.” He lifted his gaze from the rope, pierced me with his dark gaze. There, I saw anger. Clarity. An eerie calmness. Insanity. “We’re going to have some fun. Or, at least, I am.”

      “They’re going to find me,” I said quickly, trying to turn away from him, but my ankle hadn’t been released yet. I made the words sound like I believed them, but I couldn’t be sure if Mac and Hardin even liked me. Hardin hadn’t known Mark was the guy I’d complained about. He’d fooled Hardin… and Mac. He’d fooled me to think he was just a handsy coworker. Who did they believe? Did they think I was a liar trying to make trouble at work? To get their brother fired? After we’d had sex, I’d tossed their interest back in their faces.

      Was I too much work for them? I ached to apologize, but there was nothing to say sorry for. I was tied to a bed with Mark Knowles ready to rape me and possibly kill me.

      I hadn’t been wrong. I just had to hope Mac and Hardin would see that. And find me. Please.

      “I was wrong about you, Sam. Fucking two men isn’t what I expected from you. I thought you were a virgin. I could have sworn it.”

      He studied me as I remained silent. I wasn’t telling him anything about what I’d done with Hardin and Mac. I wasn’t telling him he’d been right, that I’d been untouched, that if I’d told him yes months ago like he’d wanted, he’d have found me innocent. I didn’t think telling Mark that Hardin had gotten what he had wanted would make him happy.

      He shrugged.

      “Virgin, whore, it doesn’t make a difference to me. I just get to have a different kind of fun now.”
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      MAC

      

      Nix didn’t have to break into Mark’s house since Hardin had a key. Once the door was unlocked, three police officers along with Nix and Miranski stormed in. Hardin and I followed, but within seconds they’d called the house clear. No one was here.

      Sam wasn’t here. There was no sign of her at all.

      Hardin slammed the door to the garage shut. “His car’s gone.”

      Everyone met in the living room. The house was outside of town, set on two acres with views of the mountains all around. It was ridiculously big for a single guy, but Mark liked things. A big house, fancy car, fancy lifestyle. I hadn’t given a shit if he took his clothes to the dry cleaners or not. He was a nice guy.

      Had been. That had been a fucking lie.

      Jesus, Mark could have killed Erin Mills. Talk about leading a dual life. While we’d eaten pizza, drunk beers and watched football with him, he might have been holding on to the secret that he’d killed a woman.

      Erin Mills, though, was dead. No one could help her. Sam was alive, and we had to find her now before Hardin’s sick-as-fuck brother hurt her, too.

      “Did you call him?” Miranski asked Hardin.

      Hardin looked around wildly, as if Sam might be tucked in a kitchen cupboard or behind the sofa.

      “Twice. No answer.”

      “That’s possible though, right? It’s not like Mark can take calls if he’s in the operating room,” she stated.

      “Did you call the hospital?” I asked. “Is he in surgery now?”

      “They said he left at two. Hasn’t come back or been called in,” Nix said.

      The timing made sense with his visit to the diner.

      “Maybe it’s not Mark who’s behind this and we’re wasting our time,” Miranski said.

      “It’s him,” Hardin stated. He had no doubt and neither did I. “He wants Sam. She told him no, and he doesn’t like that. I had breakfast with him this morning. He told me of a woman he fu— Sorry, he had sex with last night. Blonde.” He said the last to reiterate our theory of Mark’s obsession with blondes and the possible connection to Erin Mills. “Then there was the waitress this afternoon. She was a sure thing. She wasn’t going to tell him no.”

      “Blonde, too,” I added. “And yeah, if we hadn’t shown up, they’d be together now.”

      The other officers left the house to wait outside. There was no crime here, and we had no real proof Mark was involved. Just gut feelings. We’d told Sam to go with her gut, and we knew ours were right now.

      Fuck, I hoped so.

      “He’s too smart to bring her here,” Hardin said, rubbing his beard. “We’ve wasted our time.”

      “An officer went to Sam’s place. Empty,” Miranski said.

      “There are hotels, vacation rentals,” Nix added.

      “Have your parents talked to him?” I asked Hardin.

      He shook his head. “They’re in—”

      His eyes met mine. Held. “I know where they are.”

      Oh shit. The perfect place. “Yeah.”

      “Let’s go.”

      We ran for the door, Nix and Miranski hot on our heels.
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      SAM

      

      “Did you kill Erin Mills?” I asked, trying to turn away from him.

      With a hand on my hip, he tugged me back flat on the bed, then frowned down at me. “What are you talking about?”

      For the first time since I’d met him, he appeared at a loss. Completely confused.

      “She was blonde,” I stated.

      He considered and I realized he wasn’t thinking about getting my pants off me. He was going to rape me, I had no doubt, but I’d hold him off as long as possible.

      “She was. Everywhere.”

      I frowned. Then I understood.

      “I fucked her. As you said, she’s my type and was wild in the sack, but I had no reason to kill her. She was only good to me alive. I’m not into necrophilia.”

      I frowned. Freaked. He’d been with Erin, clearly had sex with her more than once.

      “And Marion in HR,” I added.

      “And Marion, and other blondes. More than I can count.”

      “Then why are you doing this with me? I mean, they were willing.”

      He smiled then.

      “Right?” I asked, my voice squeaking.

      “You want to talk about other women while I fuck you?”

      “No, I—”

      His hands went for the drawstring on my scrubs again, and I rolled away as best I could, pulled my knees back toward my chest.

      “No,” I said. With my arms over my head, I had no leverage, but I wasn’t letting him do this. I was having an acute stress response—or fight-or-flight—and flight wasn’t happening.

      He fought me, got ahold of my pants and tugged. The pants loosened, but I swung wildly with one leg and kicked him.

      “You bitch,” he hissed, his eyes going scary. His muscles tensed. Tendons in his neck stood out.

      “No!” I yelled. Fought.

      I was wild, lost to keeping Mark off me, screaming. My arms tugged at the restraints, and I kicked out at anything, bucking to keep him away from me. I heard shouting, felt his hands leave me, but then they returned.

      “Get off me!” I flailed and kicked out.

      “Sam,” a man called, not Mark. “Sam! Stop. It’s Mac.”

      Mac? I froze, opened my eyes, blinked, but everything was blurry.

      “Mac?” I said. In my struggle my glasses had come off, and they were gently set back on my face. The black blob that had been before me focused into Mac. “Oh God, Mac,” I cried. “Mark’s here. He’s going to hurt me.”

      “No, he won’t hurt you ever again,” Mac vowed.

      I lifted my head from the pillow, saw Hardin looming over Mark, who was pushing off the floor. His nose was bleeding profusely, dripping onto his dress shirt. Hardin’s fists were clenched, and the look on his face scared me.

      “You kidnapped Sam and were going to rape her,” Hardin snarled, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

      “She opened her legs for you and Mac but not me. Jesus, he’s a fucking convict,” Mark said.

      “So you slashed her tire.”

      Mark slowly shook his head. “Jesus, my brother can’t even keep things straight. That’s right, you’re just a loser mechanic.”

      Hardin’s eyes widened at the words, as if he’d never heard things like this before from Mark.

      “I had the tire slashed so she’d come to me. I’d calm her fears… in bed.”

      “That didn’t work for you, did it?” Hardin snapped.

      Mark shook his head, used his sleeve to wipe the blood from his face. “It drove her to the wrong person.”

      “Me,” Mac said.

      I was beginning to see the depths of Mark’s insanity, felt the tug of the restraints on my wrists. The confinement made me panic. “Mac. Undo my hands, please,” I sobbed, tugging my wrists, unable to handle it a second longer.

      Mac whipped around to face me, pulled a switchblade from his pocket, flicked it open. “Stay still.”

      With two deft swipes, I was free, the rope falling away.

      I popped up and launched myself at Mac. He wrapped me in his arms, held me close.

      God, he smelled good, like the soap in his shower, and felt hard and real.

      I looked at Hardin. He’d watched as Mac freed me, but returned his focus to his brother. “So you fucked with her apartment.”

      “I didn’t do it.”

      “You had someone do it,” Hardin clarified. “And when we blew your chances with Sarah, the waitress…”

      Mark shrugged, used a hand to try and push up off the floor. With his boot, Hardin shoved Mark back down. He grunted as he fell.

      “You fucked with my sure thing; I fuck with yours.” Mark grinned, his teeth stained red with blood. “I fuck yours.”

      Nix came into the room, reached down and grabbed Mark’s arm, tugged him to his feet, then put him in handcuffs. I had a feeling he’d been just outside the room, listening. He pushed Mark out into the hall, and I heard Mark’s voice swearing the whole time as Nix calmly read him his Miranda rights.

      Mac looked down at me, his gaze roving over my face, my hair, my body. “Are you all right?”

      “I was hit on the head, but it’s not bad,” I replied, lifting my hand to where I could feel a lump. “He didn’t… he didn’t get the chance to hurt me. You got here in time.”

      Mac exhaled loudly, and I felt the tension leave his body.

      Hardin’s eyes closed, and his shoulders dropped. “Holy fuck,” he whispered to himself.

      I climbed out of Mac’s hold and scurried across the bed to kneel on the mattress in front of Hardin, who opened his eyes. “I’m so sorry,” I said, a sob escaping.

      “You’re sorry?” he asked, his head popping back as if I’d punched him.

      I nodded, crying hard now. “He’s your brother.”

      “Fuck, Sam.” He dropped to his knees on the floor so we were eye level. His hands gently cupped my cheeks, the pads of his thumbs brushing away the tears. His eyes were so distraught. Devastated. Pained. “Baby, you have nothing to apologize for. Mark… he… Christ, what he’s done.”

      “I can see how upset you are about him.”

      His eyes narrowed, and he studied me, shook his head. “No. You’ve got it wrong. I’m upset about you. About what he did to you. What he was going to do.”

      “He’s your brother,” I repeated.

      He shook his head. “Haven’t you figured out by now you’re the most important thing in my life? That we’d do anything for you?”

      I remained quiet, too overwhelmed.

      “I’m in love with you, Sam,” Hardin said, his voice rough with emotion.

      “We’re both in love with you,” Mac added. He sat beside me on the bed and rubbed his hand up and down my back as if he couldn’t keep himself from touching me. “Christ, we’ve been looking everywhere for you.”

      I gave them a small smile, the adrenaline starting to bleed away. “You found me. I’m… so glad you found me. I… want out of here. Please, can we leave this place? I don’t know where he took me, but I don’t want to be here any longer.”

      As Hardin stood, he scooped me up in his arms. “This is my parents’ house,” he said grimly. “They’re in Arizona for the winter.”

      His parents’ house. Oh God, this awful mess happened where he’d grown up? Was this his childhood bedroom, or Mark’s?

      He carried me out of the room, and it felt so good to be held, to know he was taking me somewhere safe. Mac followed us down a flight of stairs and into a great room. There were several police officers roaming around, and I recognized the two detectives from earlier.

      “Mark’s on the way to the station,” Nix said to all three of us. Then he looked to me. “Your men did a good job finding you.”

      I looked up at Hardin. “Put me down, please. I can stand.”

      “She was hit on the head,” Mac told them.

      Hardin held me even tighter. “You need to go to the hospital.”

      I shook my head and it throbbed. “I’m a doctor. I have a hematoma on the back of my cranium. No concussion. My wrists are sore. I need some ointment, over-the-counter pain meds and bed rest.”

      “Time in bed is a given,” Hardin stated.

      My body heated at his words, hoping what he inferred was what I was thinking. Time in bed with Hardin and Mac. I didn’t want to be alone. God, my apartment had been broken into, and Mark had assaulted me. I wasn’t sure if I could do alone ever again.

      “You’ve been through a lot. We can question you tomorrow when you’re feeling better,” Miranski said.

      “Good, she’ll be at my house,” Hardin said.

      He must have felt me relax at those words because he looked down at me. The rage was gone, but he wasn’t the least bit calm. His life had been turned upside down in the matter of a few hours. The family he’d known had been destroyed.

      “Please, let me stand,” I all but begged.

      Grudgingly he put me down but kept an arm about my waist, either afraid I might fall over or disappear.

      “I’ll answer your questions. I want to get it over with,” I said and Miranski nodded.

      “Tell us what happened,” she prompted.

      I reached up and touched the back of my head, tried not to wince. If Mac or Hardin saw I was in pain, they’d carry me to the ER themselves. “I didn’t see who hit me, he came up too fast, but I don’t think it was Mark.”

      Nix shook his head. “We don’t think it was either. Hopefully we’ll get a name from Mark.”

      “I… I never saw anyone else. Only Mark. I woke up tied to the bed upstairs.” I glanced from Hardin to Mac. We were in a huge great room. A two-story river rock fireplace took up one wall. On either side were large windows with views of fields and mountains. It was a pretty house, well decorated with a lived-in feel. A home, and it belonged to Hardin’s parents. How were they going to react to the news? Their house had been used as a crime scene… by one of their sons.

      I licked my lips, leaned into Hardin. I might have been kidnapped, but he had to be reeling.

      “I’ve only been in Cutthroat a few months, moving here for the job at the hospital. Mark started asking me out my first week. I turned him down. Every time. He didn’t like hearing no and kept at it. As we thought, he has a thing for blondes.” I glanced up at Hardin, whose jaw was clenched tight.

      “Go on,” he said, his nostrils flaring as he breathed.

      “I kept reporting him to HR, but nothing was done. Turns out, the HR woman is one of his conquests.”

      “Upstairs, he said he was pissed we were together,” Mac said.

      Nix nodded. “I heard that. The rejection combined with Sam’s interest being directed not at him, but at you, then at both of you must have pushed him to the edge.”

      “He admitted to me he slept with Erin Mills but didn’t kill her,” I told them. “I can’t tell when he’s lying or not, but I don’t think he did it.”

      “Think maybe the guy who hit you on the head did it for him?” Miranski asked.

      I shrugged. “Maybe, but Mark’s into sexual domination. Female subjugation. I studied this in my psychology classes and worked with patients like him during my psych rotation. He’s a sexual predator, a sociopath who likes adulation. Adoration. Erin did him no good dead. Perhaps that’s when he moved on to me.”
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      HARDIN

      

      I drove to my house, Sam between us. After a minute of sitting as still and tense as a statue, she leaned into me, rested her head on my shoulder. The gesture, while completely innocent, was all the reassurance I needed that she was here with me. Safe. Whole. Mine… ours.

      Mac glanced at me, then back at the road. I laid my palm on her thigh and kept it there the rest of the way. I tried not to clench or squeeze my fingers no matter how much I wanted to make a fist, to beat the steering wheel as I thought of what had happened.

      I wasn’t sure how I was going to get past this. My easygoing brother, the one I was planning to snowmobile with later this week, was a kidnapper. A stalker. Possibly a murderer. Most likely a rapist.

      He’d taken Sam to our parents’ house… our parents’ house… to hurt her. They weren’t returning until February, so it was vacant. It was also on a big chunk of land where no one could hear… no. I pushed that thought the fuck away.

      My left hand gripped the steering wheel. I had to let this shit go, at least for now. For Sam.

      Tomorrow I’d call my parents, tell them what was going on. Only then would I think about Mark. What he’d done. How he’d been two completely different people.

      Tonight Sam needed me. Us.

      Once the garage door was closed and I cut the engine, we found her asleep. There was no fucking way I would wake her up. She’d worked a shift, then returned to the hospital for emergency surgery, then been whacked on the head, taken and terrorized. She’d probably have nightmares, but we’d be there for her. Hold her until she settled, then let her sleep some more.

      I carried her inside and directly to my bedroom. Mac pulled back the blankets and sheet, and I put her down. We stripped off her shoes, then tucked her in. She looked perfect in my bed. Knowing she was here made my cock kick in my jeans. Now wasn’t the time. I couldn’t touch her, not with the rage in my blood. The anger. The hatred. I didn’t want her to see any of it, to feel it, because it wasn’t directed at her.

      I needed to let it out before she woke up. Before I got my hands on her and showed her she was the most precious thing in the world.

      “Go. I’ll stay with her,” Mac whispered, sitting at the foot of the bed and shucking his shoes. He knew I couldn’t climb into bed now, that I was practically clawing out of my own skin. That while I wanted to be here for Sam, I couldn’t. I couldn’t touch her, not with these hands. Not yet.

      I glanced at her one last time, ensuring she really was here, safe, then nodded. Mac wouldn’t let anything happen to her. I cut through the house, out the back door and to my wood pile that fed my cast-iron stove. The temperature was well below freezing, but I couldn’t feel it. Picking up the ax, I grabbed a piece of wood that needed to be split, set it on the base log. I lifted the ax, swung. Split the wood. I could have had it delivered precut, but the methodic process of chopping it all soothed me. Now, tonight, it would be the way I could let go. I could envision my brother as I wielded the ax. I had no idea how long I worked, but I was dripping in sweat by the time the pile was decimated, the angst worked off. Hatred lingered, but I doubted that would ever go away.
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      I awoke to a hand stroking my dick. The small grip was unskilled, but my dick didn’t care.

      Groaning at the incredible feel, I blinked my eyes open, looked up into Sam’s face. It was morning. The sun streamed through the window. She was biting her lip as she studied me, her hand continuing to work me. After I’d split the wood, I’d showered, then climbed into bed beside her sometime around two. She’d been asleep, Mac on her other side.

      “Hi,” she whispered.

      I reached up, tucked her long hair back behind her ear. My hips bucked when her thumb slid over the crown. “Best way to wake up. Ever.”

      My voice was deep from sleep.

      “I don’t know what I’m doing,” she admitted.

      “Don’t whisper on my behalf,” Mac said from the other side of her. “You think I’d sleep through this?” He sat up, adjusted a pillow behind his back and leaned against the headboard. He’d taken off his shirt, but the blanket had fallen to his waist and I could see the top of his jeans.

      “Anything you do is incredible. Trust me, you can’t do anything wrong if your hands are on me,” I said.

      She gave a shy smile. “I want to make you feel good,” she replied.

      “You are.”

      “Fine, more than good.”

      I took hold of her wrist beneath the sheet, made her stop, but she didn’t let go. “You don’t have to do this.”

      Her fingers opened, and I gritted my teeth. “You don’t want… I’m sorry,” she whispered, looking away.

      “Baby, listen. You’ve been through… fuck. I don’t want to scare you. You’ve been through too much.”

      “Hardin, think about it. If it hadn’t been for Mark, what he did, we never would have met.”

      Since I still held her wrist, she pushed her glasses up with her left hand.

      Mac laughed. “That’s true. In the ER you wouldn’t have been so entranced by my dick that you couldn’t resist wanting more.”

      She rolled her eyes and smiled. Mark had some guy slash her tire in the hopes she’d run to him, all damsel in distress. Instead it had brought us with the tow truck. Us and our dicks. She was right. I hated Mark, fuck, but maybe remembering this would keep me from killing him.

      “I need to know you still want me,” she whispered, her voice suddenly unsure.

      Christ, that was my doing. I tugged and pulled her down on top of me so she was close enough I could see the freckles across her nose. “That’s one thing you never have to question. I’ll always want you.” I rolled my hips so she could feel how hard I was.

      Mac stroked a hand down her hair, along her back. She was still wearing the scrubs from the night before. I wanted her naked, but I had to be careful here. We had all the time in the world. “We both will,” he added.

      She looked to him, took in his bare chest. We were so different, him with his tattoos and brooding looks. I was a fucking giant.

      “Show me.”

      I paused, studied her face.

      “We don’t want to hurt you.”

      “You said you’d never hurt me. The other day in the parking lot when we first met.”

      “That’s right.”

      “Show me,” she repeated. “Please.”

      In one swift move I rolled us so she was tucked beneath me and I loomed over her, my forearms holding my weight. I looked to her one more time, but I saw nothing but eagerness. No darkness. No haunting shadows.

      I kissed her, brushed my lips over hers. Gently. Softly. Again and again until she was lifting her head to try and take it deeper. Her tongue flicked my lip, but I still wouldn’t advance.

      “Hardin,” she whimpered, letting her head fall back onto the pillow. “Don’t hold back.”

      I shook my head. “You’re… it’s—”

      “I’m fine. I need to feel your wildness. Be rough. I need it. I need you. All of you.”

      My gaze roved over her face. I heard her words, knew she meant them, but I couldn’t.

      “You want your men, don’t you, sweetheart?” Mac asked.

      She turned her head and looked up at him. “Yes.”

      “You’re not a virgin anymore. We can fuck you hard. Take you as we want, as we’ve thought about.”

      “Yes,” she repeated. This time her voice was breathy. I could feel her skin heat beneath me, even through her clothes. “Please.”

      I groaned, my dick telling my brain to shut the fuck up.

      Mac looked my way. “Fuck her, Hardin, and don’t hold back. What happened yesterday won’t go away, but that can’t change us. If we let it, he wins.”

      He was right. I stared down at Sam. “I love you.”

      She smiled and everything inside me changed. Shifted. She was mine, and I was going to show her how much.
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      SAM

      

      Hardin kissed me then. Hard. Deep. Wild. He rolled so I was back on top again, he and Mac stripping my clothes off me. Hardin was already naked, and Mac took off his jeans so we were all bare. Hardin was on one side of me, his mouth on mine, hands roaming. Mac was behind me, touching, caressing. I didn’t know whose hands were where, just that I was between them. They both wanted me.

      One hand cupped my breast, played with the nipple. Another was stroking my pussy, petting it and sliding a finger inside me. I writhed as it slowly fucked me, just like I knew their big dicks would soon. When another finger brushed over my back entrance, I gasped. When it pressed inside, I moaned.

      “This is what it will be like,” Mac murmured in my ear. “Hardin in your pussy, me in your ass.”

      I clenched down at the words.

      “Ah, you like that idea, don’t you?”

      “Yes,” I breathed, rolling my hips to take the fingers deeper, to follow the pleasure.

      “Get the lube,” Hardin said, pulling me on top of him. My knees settled on either side of him, but he was so big, so broad-chested that my legs were parted widely.

      Mac went somewhere but returned with a small plastic bottle in his hand.

      “Lube, sweetheart.” He flipped open the lid, drizzled some of the clear liquid onto his fingers. “It’s in my hands this time.”

      Hardin lifted me up and lowered me onto him, his dick opening me up. Settling my hands on his chest, I stared down at him. “Ride me, little cowgirl.”

      He grinned and I couldn’t help but smile back. He wasn’t in all the way yet, so I lifted up, then pushed down.

      A rumble escaped his chest, so I did it again, then again until I was seated all the way on him. “I’m so full,” I admitted.

      His hands cupped my breasts, played with the taut nipples as I sat atop him, his dick filling me completely.

      “Fuck, that’s hot,” Mac commented.

      Hardin pulled me down for a kiss, and his hips lifted up. I’d done this the first time in the shop.

      “A quick student,” Mac said. His slick fingers pressed to my virgin hole.

      “Mac!” I cried. It was so different with Hardin’s dick inside me.

      “Ready, baby?” Hardin asked, his gaze roving over my face.

      I frowned.

      “Time to fuck.”

      This hadn’t been fucking before? I licked my lips, nodded. I set my hands on his shoulders as he gripped my hips, then really began to fuck me.

      Deep thrusts that had him bottoming out, had my nipples rubbing against his chest.

      Mac easily worked a finger into my ass and began to fuck me with it, too. He was careful, but I couldn’t think about much of what he was doing, only feel.

      Them. How they made me feel. Pleasure that made my mind go blank. The sound of flesh slapping, the groans and gasps that escaped us.

      When Mac slipped a second finger into me, I arched my back. Moaned. It burned but felt incredible. I was so full.

      Hardin sucked on a nipple to add to the sensations.

      They had been holding back. This was wild and dark, completely naughty. Mac began to talk then. Dirty talk, which only made me get wetter, and I could hear it.

      “I’m getting my dick in here, sweetheart. Soon. Hardin’s going to fuck you so hard you’re going to forget your name. Then I’m going to flip you onto your stomach and fuck you some more.”

      “Yes,” I breathed. I wanted everything he said, everything he was giving me now. And then some. “Mac. I need more than your fingers.”

      Those fingers stilled, then slowly pulled out. “All right, we’ll get you there another time.”

      I shook my head, and Hardin stilled deep inside me.

      “No, I mean, I… I want you to fuck me there instead. Your dick, not your fingers.”

      Hardin grunted, then began to move again.

      “When we’ve got you prepared.”

      “I’m prepared,” I replied. Looking over my shoulder, I took in Mac, kneeling on the bed, naked, those gorgeous tattoos rippling with the tension of his muscles. His dick pointed thick and long at me from between his thighs.

      I remembered the first time I saw it in the ER. Imagined it not fitting in my pussy. I knew it would, now, and craved it somewhere else.

      “Fuck my ass. Now. With Hardin in me, too. It’s what you want. What I need.”

      I had no idea if it was really what I needed, but my body wanted it. I needed the connection with both of them. Together.

      Mac glanced at Hardin. Something unsaid passed between them, and then all of a sudden they moved.

      Mac hopped from the bed, Hardin shifted so we were in the exact same position but sideways on the bed, his knees bent, feet on the floor.

      I looked over my shoulder as Mac stepped between Hardin’s spread legs. He was dripping more lube onto his cock and rubbing it all over with his hand until it glistened and was fully covered.

      His hand went to my ass again, fingers slipping back inside. Hardin held himself still as Mac carefully worked my ass, scissoring his fingers and opening me up, getting me super slick.

      I gasped, rolled my hips. It didn’t hurt, but the stretch burned. Yet there was something else, sensations I’d never expected, never achieved from playing with myself and my toys.

      “She’s ready,” Mac told Hardin.

      “Good, ’cause I can’t fucking hold still any longer,” Hardin growled.

      Mac stepped close, and then I looked away, back at Hardin.

      “Take a deep breath,” he told me. “Good girl. Let it out.”

      “Oh,” I gasped as Mac’s dick pressed at my entrance. Instinctively I clenched down. Hardin swore and I took another deep breath and tried to relax.

      “Let me in, sweetheart. Open that virgin hole up. Good girl. You wanted both of us. You wanted us not to hold back. This is us, Sam. Fucking you. Loving you.”

      He slipped past the tight ring and I whimpered. Two dicks were in me. Two big dicks. Mac pulled back, pushed forward, in slow, controlled in-and-out motions until he was all the way in.

      “Oh my God,” I said.

      Hardin lifted his head, kissed me.

      “Now we fuck, baby.”

      I felt them. Front and back. Inside me. Surrounding me. Me! The clueless virgin.

      But that wasn’t me any longer. I was Sam Smyth, their woman. I wasn’t frigid. I was wild. Passionate.

      “Now we fuck,” I repeated.

      They began to move then, not holding back. Mac’s hand settled on my shoulder as he held me in place to fuck me. He pulled all the way back, then pushed in deep. Not hard, for my ass wasn’t truly designed for things going in, but God… it felt… so fucking good.

      Hardin lifted and lowered me, hands on hips, to fuck me deep. They alternated their motions, their dicks working me over.

      I closed my eyes, let them hold me up, move me, use me.

      My clit rubbed against Hardin, and I came once. Twice. A third time. I screamed the first, begged the second for it never to stop, then had no voice for the third.

      They were insatiable, their sexual stamina impressive. They didn’t come until I was a sweaty, sloppy, sated mess between them. Hardin came on a growl, his fingers most likely leaving bruises on my hips. Mac held himself deep, and I felt the heat of his cum as it filled me.

      I didn’t move. I couldn’t. Mac slipped out and I whimpered. Hardin rolled so I was on my back. He pulled out as well, and I felt their cum slip out, coat my pussy, mark not only me but the sheets beneath me.

      I’d have to think about how we didn’t use protection later. My doctor brain should be yelling at me now, but I couldn’t think. Couldn’t do anything but bask in the soreness, in the endorphins. A warm, wet cloth cleaned me, and I was quickly tucked between the two of them. Two hard bodies surrounding me, caressing me. Whispering words of love in my ear.

      I had two men who loved me. Who wanted me. Needed me.

      I was considered a genius, my brain filled with so much knowledge. Yet I realized in this moment, life was simple. There was only one thing to learn.

      Love was all that mattered. With that one bit of knowledge, that they loved me and I loved them in return, life was perfect.
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        Ready for the conclusion to the Wild Mountain Men series? Read Mountain Danger!

      

        

      
        Eve Miranski has spent weeks trying to find a killer who's roaming free in Cutthroat. She's also working hard to protect her battered heart from two alpha cowboys who aren't making it easy. Yeah, two. After they meet at a holiday party, Shane Nickel and Finch Anderson have made it clear to Eve they're interested in one thing. Her.

      

        

      
        He might be the son of a movie star, but Shane Nickel's content living out of the spotlight. When he meets the stubborn detective, his protective instincts kick in. He should let her go, find a woman whose work doesn't require a gun and handcuffs (although he can think of some fun uses for the handcuffs) and not tasked with hunting down a murderer. His heart—and other parts of him—want Eve.

      

        

      
        As a forest ranger, Finch Anderson spends more time in the wilderness than in town. That suits him just fine, until he meets Eve and everything changes. He wants her, wants everything he never thought he could have, but how can a felon and a feisty detective get along?

      

        

      
        The men's doubts won't matter when new evidence in the Erin Mills case is discovered and the identity of the murderer is revealed. The only thing they'll have to worry about is keeping Eve alive because the killer won't be caught without a fight.

      

        

      
        Read Mountain Danger!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note From Vanessa
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      Guess what? I’ve got some bonus content for you with Sam, Hardin and Mac. 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
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            Also By Vanessa Vale

          

        

      

    

    
      For the most up-to-date listing of my books:

      Click here

      or go to:

      http://vanessavaleauthor.com/v/14s

      All Vanessa Vale titles are available at Apple, Google, Kobo, Barnes & Noble, Amazon and other retailers worldwide.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Vanessa Vale

          

        

      

    

    
      Vanessa Vale is the USA Today bestselling author of sexy romance novels, including her popular Bridgewater historical series and hot contemporary romances. With over one million books sold, Vanessa writes about unapologetic bad boys who don't just fall in love, they fall hard. Her books are available worldwide in multiple languages in e-book, print, audio and even as an online game. When she's not writing, Vanessa savors the insanity of raising two boys and figuring out how many meals she can make with a pressure cooker. While she's not as skilled at social media as her kids, she loves to interact with readers.
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with others.
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
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