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      My stepmother’s heels click ominously on the marble floor as she leads me down the pristine white hallway of Onasis Enterprises. When I arrived this morning to begin my employment, Catherine’s greeting wasn’t exactly maternal. But what can I expect after my father left her to party his way across Europe? He left me behind for his scorned wife to deal with and I should be grateful she’s giving me a job at all.

      “Um…” I hurry to keep up with her long stride. “Where are we going? Are you showing me to my desk?”

      Her laugh is cold, but she softens it with a wink over her shoulder. “Oh, darling Zoe. You won’t need a desk for the position I have in mind.”

      “Oh.”

      Onasis Enterprises is an extreme sports gear manufacturer. From shark diving to bungee jumping to base jumping, they have it covered. Basically, if you don’t want to die, you purchase your safety equipment from Onasis. They’re a worldwide brand and there is no one better. Hence this immaculate thirty-story building they call headquarters. Also known as my new place of employment, though I’m not sure what I’ll be doing yet.

      “I’m taking you to meet your stepbrothers,” she says, causing a hitch in my stride. “Bridger and Jacob. You’ll be reporting to them.”

      My pulse skips. I’ve never met the two powerful men who run this company. They didn’t even attend the wedding between our parents. But I’ve seen their faces in magazines. And my father liked to refer to his new stepsons as “cocky bastards.” I’m going to be reporting to them? Hopefully they don’t hold my father’s behavior against me, like Catherine clearly does.

      It wasn’t easy for me to call Catherine and ask for employment. My father did treat her deplorably—in fact, he’s still treating her that way. Their divorce isn’t even finalized. It’s kind of hard to track my father down to make him sign papers when he never stays in the same place longer than a week, the irreverent vagabond.

      I will gladly suffer through Catherine’s dislike, however, as long as I get a decent paycheck. I don’t plan on staying in Colorado forever. As soon as my bank account is comfortable enough, I’m hitting the road. Seeing the world. If my father passed one thing on to me, it’s his wanderlust. Colorado is beautiful, but I want to see Machu Picchu. I want to dance on tables in Paris and raft down the Li River in China. The walls of this office building are already closing in on me and I’ve only been here long enough to fill out employment paperwork. I should only have to suffer through a year of pantsuits and my stepmother’s disdain, then I’m blowing this joint.

      Catherine stops in front of frosted double doors and opens the right one, gesturing for me to precede her inside. Girding my loins to meet the two men who will no doubt loathe my very existence, I glide past her and stop in front of the glass receptionist desk. This is an office inside an office. There are three doors just past reception. One on the right, one on the left. One to the rear.

      “Would you please ask Bridger and Jacob to join us in the conference room?” Catherine says to the woman behind the desk, before herding me along to the door in back.

      I try not to gawk once we’re inside, but the conference room is massive. The walls are made entirely of glass and overlook the winding river. A gleaming, black table with two dozen chairs fills the space, identical notebooks and pens placed in front of each chair.

      “Have a seat,” Catherine says, her smile tight.

      I’m pulling out my chair when Bridger and Jacob walk in.

      All the air is sucked from the room.

      In a word, they’re dynamic. Powerful energy wafts off of them and almost knocks me back a step. Amazing that they could each have such a profound effect on me when they’re so different. Uniquely their own. Both of them are in expensive, black, tailored suits. Both of them wear a scowl, but that is where the similarities end.

      Bridger is the older one. He’s divorced, if I recall correctly. Cobalt blue eyes, black hair, though salt and pepper are just beginning to show at his temples. He’s in ungodly shape, his suit jacket opened to reveal a white button-down molded to his muscled chest.

      Jacob is younger, but no less intense. He inherited his mother’s dark blonde hair and pale blue eyes. Tattoos peek out above his starched collar, the cuffs of his jacket. His energy is more restless than his older brother’s. Untamed.

      They both draw up short when they see me and their interest is unmistakable, even if they both manage to hide it fast. Bridger makes a low sound and Jacob sets his eyes on my breasts, his teeth flashing a little. And that tells me they have no idea who I am. Maybe they’ve been too busy conquering the world to realize they even have a stepsister. But if they knew we were related by marriage, they definitely wouldn’t be sizing me up like their next meal.

      “Who is this?” Bridger asks, striding confidently to the head of the table, pulling out a chair and sitting down, long legs stretched in front of him.

      Jacob remains standing, though he plants both fists on the conference table and leans in, studying me in an almost unnerving fashion. “Yes, mother. Please introduce us.”

      “Very well,” Catherine croons. “This is your stepsister, Zoe. If you’d deigned to attend the wedding, you would have met her.” My stepmother eyes my chest with a curled upper lip. “Though she has changed quite a bit since middle school.”

      Heat blasts my face.

      Everyone in the room is looking at my boobs now and quickly, I duck my head, hiding behind my fall of long, brown curls.

      They did catch the part about us being related, right?

      I mean, if we weren’t related, I would definitely find Bridger and Jacob attractive. But they’re my stepbrothers, so I can’t look at them in that light. Never mind that their rapt attention is making my toes curl in my shoes, whipping my nipples into aching points.

      “Stepsister,” Jacob says slowly, pushing off the table and straightening. “Why is she here?”

      “She’s your newest paid intern. The ink just dried on the paperwork.”

      “Really?” Bridger drawls. “And what do you plan to have her do here?”

      Catherine smiles her first genuine smile of the day. “She’s our new product tester.” Her eyelashes flutter like a hummingbird’s wings. “She starts tomorrow morning with the new bungee jumping harness.”
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      I cock my head. “You’ve brought us a goddamn teenager to test out potentially dangerous equipment? Are you out of your mind?”

      “Absolutely not,” Jacob chimes in, crossing his arms. “She could get hurt.”

      “Actually…” The girl speaks for the first time and if my dick wasn’t already hard, that husky tone would have done it. Stepsister. I shouldn’t want to yank up her skirt and get a look at her ass, but hell if I’m not itching to do just that. “Actually,” she starts again. “I’m kind of relieved I’m not going to be stuck indoors. I get to go bungee jumping? It sounds like the best job in the world.”

      Her excitement makes my zipper feel even tighter.

      Fuck.

      She is delicious.

      And I can tell my brother is interested, too. He’s barely bothering to hide his perusal of her supple body. That innocent mouth. The curves of her hips and the almost indecent jut of her tits. Tits I could watch bounce while Jacob took her from behind and I stroked off. I’d tilt her chin up and make her look me in the eye while my brother got off inside of her pussy.

      I’m not sure where these thoughts are coming from. I’ve never watched Jacob have intercourse with a woman before, nor have I ever had the slightest desire to do so. Does it have something to do with Zoe being our stepsister? This need to…watch them? To make sure they don’t get caught doing something forbidden? To protect them?

      I’m the older brother. I’ve always been a guardian to Jacob. The one that makes problems go away. And I can’t deny that I’m already feeling protective toward the girl, too. The very idea of her jumping off a cliff in equipment that hasn’t yet been approved causes sweat to roll down my spine. “She’s not doing it. End of story.”

      “Couldn’t agree more,” Jacob says.

      Catherine tilts her head and smiles sweetly. “Oh yes, she is.”

      My laugh sounds dangerous. “No, she’s not. We’re overruling you.”

      “If you’ll recall, I’m a board member. So is Zoe’s father. It was my wedding gift to him and though I’ll be taking it back in the divorce, that matter isn’t final yet. Zoe can vote on these matters in his stead—and she clearly wants the position.”

      “That still splits the vote,” Jacob pointed out. “Fifty-fifty.”

      “That might be the case if I didn’t have a controlling interest. That extra one percent gives me the power—and I’m flexing it now.”

      I trade a look with Jacob. “You’ve never flexed it before. Why now? Why the hell is this so important?” Jacob asks. “Why not give her a desk job and find someone less…fragile to—”

      “I am not fragile,” Zoe says, shifting in her heels. “I’m a certified diver. I’ve rock climbed without a harness. And I’m planning to go on a lot more adventures once I’m able. If you ask me, I’m the perfect person for this job. I have no fear.”

      I palm my cock underneath the table. “You’re a little daredevil, are you?”

      “That’s right.”

      It’s as certain as anything in that moment that she belongs to me.

      Jacob is coming to the same conclusion, though he’s deciding Zoe is his.

      My brother looks in my direction and his nostrils flare, ready to challenge me for her.

      We have a bigger challenge to face, however. Catherine. To say she has a grudge against Zoe’s father would be putting it mildly. The man took off a few years after their marriage and made her a laughingstock, flaunting his new women on social media and spending her money on them. My mother wasn’t always so calculating, but after two bitter breakups, she’s become unkind. Hell-bent on revenge, even.

      Could she be putting Zoe in danger to get back at her father?

      I’ll be damned if I’m going to let that happen. But it’s clear there will be no victory in the boardroom. “Very well, mother. Leave us with our new intern.”
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        Jacob

      

      

      

      I’ve never wanted anything or anyone so much in my life.

      Maybe I should be ashamed that I’m fantasizing about my stepsister, in plain view of my mother, but I’m not. I’m imagining Zoe sitting on the conference table in front of me, slowly unbuttoning her shirt, our tongues tangling. Bridger is watching us, fingers of one hand drumming on the table. Judging my performance.

      Approving.

      My reaction to that idea adds confusion to my lust. The idea of my brother watching me fuck shouldn’t make me so hard, but dammit, it does. I spent a lot of years rebelling, trying to prove how little I needed Bridger’s approval—and I thought I was over trying to court his pride. We are both important members of this company. I’m no longer the young kid with a case of idol worship, am I?

      Bridger started the company first, got married first (now divorced), made a billion dollars first. But besides the marriage part, I’ve done those things now, too. At twenty-eight, I’m secure in myself. There’s no reason I should be turned on by the idea of fucking Zoe and having him observe, giving his stamp of approval.  So what gives?

      In danger of overheating, I have to shrug out of my suit jacket and drape it over one of the chairs. Zoe bites her lip and runs her gaze down to my belt buckle, before her eyes cut away. Was that a flare of excitement I saw on her face? Does she want this, too?

      “Very well, mother. Leave us with our new intern,” Bridger says.

      Catherine clicks from the room, shoulders back, secure in her victory.

      As soon as the door closes behind her, the atmosphere changes.

      Zoe’s gaze ticks between us, a puff of breath parting her gorgeous lips, and I know we must look like hungry beasts with prey in their sightlines. It’s how I feel. The moment I saw her, I had to begin restraining myself. But how long will I be able to do that?

      “Do you live nearby, Zoe?” Bridger asks.

      “Yes.” She names a less than desirable neighborhood. Not a dangerous one, just an area with cheap rent and a lot of students. Young men. Too many of them.

      “That’s not going to work,” I say, once again planting my fists on the table.

      “No,” Bridger agrees in a murmur. “It’s not.” My brother picks up the conference room phone. “Evelyn, please book the presidential suite at the Four Seasons.” He pauses. “Starting tonight. Leave the reservation open indefinitely.” He hangs up.

      Zoe is shaking her head. “You don’t have to do that. My place is fine.”

      “Fine isn’t good enough,” Bridger says. “We’ll have a staff member bring your things to the hotel tonight.”

      She blinks. “Are you two always this…”

      “This what?” I prompt her.

      “Intense? High-handed?”

      “Yes,” we say at the same time.

      Zoe takes a breath. “At least you’re honest.”

      “Are we scaring you, Zoe?” Bridger asks, smoothing his red tie. “Or would a daredevil like you be…excited about taking on her two stepbrothers?”

      Leave it to Bridger to be blunt as hell.

      We’re both used to getting what we want, but the older Onasis is notorious for his refusal to waste time. His direct manner. Once the question is spoken out loud, the atmosphere in the room closes in a little bit more. It’s quiet, save the sound of our breathing. Her eyes are wide, her fingers sliding off the table to clasp in her lap.

      “What do you mean? T-take you on?”

      “What do you think he means, Zoe?” I ask quietly.

      A shiver goes through her. “But…I’m your stepsister.”

      I reach down and grip my cock. “This doesn’t seem to care.”

      A flush rules her cheeks, her tits heave with punctuated breaths.

      “Reel it back, Jacob. You’re making her nervous.” This from Bridger. “Have you had a man yet, Zoe?”

      After a small hesitation, she shakes her head. “No.”

      I barely manage to trap a groan in my throat. Virgin.

      Even Bridger seems like he’s having trouble keeping his breathing even, a sheen of sweat starting to appear on his forehead. “Do you find Jacob attractive, angel?”

      Her eyes are downcast, but they tick to mine now and I hold my breath. “Yes.”

      “And me?”

      She nods, shakily. Hums in the affirmative.

      “Good girl. You’re over eighteen…yes?”

      “Yes, my birthday was last month.”

      “Then legally, there is nothing to stop us.” Bridger leans back in his chair and unzips his pants. “Go sit on Jacob’s lap. He wants to welcome you to the company properly.”

      “How?” I ask hoarsely.

      Bridger and I share a look rife with meaning. How easily we’ve fallen into the roles I was envisioning. Does he want to watch me touch and fuck Zoe, too? Does he want to direct us from a distance, encouraging and approving? My balls cinch up, my blood pumping eagerly at the prospect of being observed. Appraised. “Kiss her.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Zoe

      

      

      

      Oh my goodness.

      What is happening?

      My heart is racing, my skin hot and sensitive.

      I stand on shaky legs, wondering when I became so obedient. I’m not a rule follower at all, but Bridger’s tone brooks no disagreement. And I find myself excited. Excited to kiss the dangerously sexual Jacob while Bridger watches. Excited to be doing something so risky. So forbidden. When I woke up this morning, I definitely didn’t foresee myself getting trapped in a sensual web woven by my enigmatic stepbrothers. But here I am.

      And they won’t be denied. Neither will my sudden, pulsing attraction to them.

      I travel around the table slowly, my pulse accelerating the closer I come to Jacob.

      When I’m a foot away, he moves like a cracking whip, capturing me around the waist and throwing me up on the table. He stands, inserting his hard, athletic body between my thighs and his minty breath wafts over my face.

      “Jesus Christ,” Jacob rasps. “She’s even sexier up close.”

      “What does she smell like?” Bridger asks hoarsely.

      Jacob dips his head, the tip of his nose tracing a line up the side of my neck. “Mmmm. Strawberries and cream.” His tongue laves me beneath the ear. “Soon you’re going to smell like me, though, aren’t you, angel?”

      Lordy. I’m pretty sure this isn’t how most girls experience their first kiss.

      As the object of hunger for two intensely sensual men.

      Two men related to me by marriage.

      Jacob breathes against my mouth, his thumb pulling down my chin. He fills my mouth with his breath, once, twice, then a slow, rolling lick of his tongue. A shudder wracks his body and he grabs my knees, jerking me to the very edge of the table. The move drags the skirt up my toward my hips, until my panties are almost visible.

      Bridger makes a ragged sound and I glance over to find his attention riveted on my thighs, his forearm shifting, signaling his hand moving beneath the table. “Kiss her more, brother. See if she’ll open her legs.”

      “Oh, I think she will,” Jacob mutters thickly, groaning into another lick of my mouth. This time, I stroke his tongue with my own and feel a rush of wetness between my legs. Jacob doesn’t give me thinking or breathing room, his mouth opening over mine repeatedly, drawing his tongue in and out of my mouth, harsh inhales and exhales leaving his nose. Involuntarily, my thighs slide wider on the conference table, my skirt rolling up to my hips, and there I am, kissing my stepbrother while he humps the juncture of my thighs.

      I break the kiss with a moan, my head falling back on my shoulders.

      “Fuck,” Jacob grits out, running his lips up my throat. “Look at this hot, little piece, Bridger. Bet she’s already wet enough to take my cock.”

      “You sure about that? It’s as long as a ruler. Fat as my forearm.” He shakes his head. “Be patient. She needs more time before she takes it.”

      Why am I so turned on by hearing Bridger talk about his brother’s penis?

      I shouldn’t be.

      I shouldn’t be turned on by any of this. Not the taboo nature of what’s happening here or the risk of being caught. Or the way Jacob’s features tighten with pleasure/pain when Bridger speaks. It’s all so bad. But my body won’t let me stop. It’s in search of that elusive release everyone else but me seems to know how to achieve.

      “Twenty more seconds,” Bridger says. “Nineteen…eighteen…”

      Jacob pumps against me frantically, his mouth racing over mine, his head slanting, hands sliding up my thighs and gripping my bare hips, jerk, jerk, jerking me toward him on the conference table. I’m going to come. I’m finally going to come. I think. I think. The rigid trunk of his erection is right on top of my clit, rubbing it roughly. Almost too roughly, but his tongue in my mouth, his desperation for me make me crave that aggression. And Bridger’s voice counting down from a few yards away makes me feel like we’re two naughty children about to get in trouble and I’m tightening up, tightening…

      “Stop.”

      Jacob breaks away panting, sweat causing his shirt to stick to his chest. Turning it transparent enough that I can see the colorful tattoos beneath. He’s staring at me like a bull in heat, his light blue eyes even brighter now with arousal.

      Bridger paces toward us slowly, like an approaching disciplinarian.

      The older Onasis reaches between my thighs, tugs aside my panties and swipes two fingers through my wetness, holding it up to the light. “Excellent job, brother,” he praises, then he pushes his two damp fingers into my mouth. Deep. Making me whimper. Making me suck off the moisture without even having to tell me. Then he glances down at Jacob’s straining fly. “You’re going to make her a very happy girl, aren’t you?”

      “Yes,” Jacob exhales, roughly, doubling over to plant his hands on his knees. “When?”

      Bridger considers my disheveled state, possession burning in his deep blue eyes. But what does he desire? To take me himself? Or to watch his brother have me? “I’ll cancel our meetings so we can take Zoe to her new home. Be ready in five.”
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      I thought watching Jacob and Zoe kiss would be hot.

      I had no idea it would enflame me like this.

      This apparent voyeur kink of mine has manifested itself quickly and now I burn to get them inside the hotel room. To sit back, like the captain of a ship, and pull the strings. I sit between them in the back of the limousine now with a possessive hand on Zoe’s inner thigh, my brother watching me stroke her lightly with my fingertips. There’s jealousy already among the three of us, going in half a dozen directions and as the oldest, most experienced one of us, I know it’s up to me to lay down the ground rules.

      The last thing I want is anything to come between me and Jacob.

      We had a rocky relationship growing up, me being the responsible one, him the hell-raiser who never got approval from our father. Now he seeks it from me. And I like giving it to him. I like seeing his tattooed chest go solid with pride. We’ve never talked about the dynamic between us. Or whether or not it’s healthy for him to work so hard for my admiration and me to enjoy giving it to him so much, but it works for us. In its own confusing way.

      Now that dynamic is translating to our mutual infatuation with Zoe.

      It feels as though there is a certain line being crossed with me and Jacob, but hell if I can do anything about it. There’s something here. Something wild and dark between the three of us, and it demands to be pursued.

      I pick up Zoe’s hand and bring it across my lap, laying her palm on my brother’s thigh, rubbing it up and down the sinewy muscles he spends hours a day honing in the gym. He’s instantly erect, his head falling back against the seat.

      “Let’s talk about what we each need,” I say quietly in the dark, air-conditioned interior. “I’ll go first. I liked watching you together.” My own cock stiffens at the memory of Jacob between Zoe’s gorgeous thighs, his face twisted up in pain, his hands clawing at her hips. “And I’ve always liked…anticipation. I might watch you together more than once without finishing myself. Maybe three times. Four. But then…” I clear my throat. “I will require her to come to me. Alone. And I’ll take my pound of flesh.”

      Jacob narrows his eyes at me. “Why alone?”

      “I like watching. But I doubt I’d like being watched.”

      “How will you know unless you try?

      “Eager to see how I look doing it, brother?”

      Jacob turns quickly to stare out the window. “Fine. I agree to those terms.”

      Zoe’s laugh is kind of hysterical. “You’re really just going to discuss me like I’m a…bike? Of which you share joint custody?” She pulls her hand out of mine, crosses her arms and twists away to face the opposite window. “I think I was the victim of temporary insanity back at the office. This can’t be a-a regular thing. We’re stepsiblings. As if that isn’t enough, I work for you. This is a human resources nightmare.”

      “She’s funny,” Jacob remarks, a dimple popping up in his cheek. “She forgets what it was like when we kissed. Maybe I need to remind her.”

      “Don’t worry. You’ll get your chance.”

      “No,” Zoe snaps. “He won’t.”

      My lips twitch. Does she have any idea how adorable she is when she’s pissed? “While you’re already being disagreeable, Zoe, you won’t be bungee jumping tomorrow morning, either. I’ll have a desk set up in the reception room. You’ll be our mutual assistant.”

      “Good thinking,” Jacob says, stalking the girl with his eyes from across the seat. “No way she’s putting herself in danger like that. Not happening.”

      Her spine straightens. “But your mother and I overruled you.”

      “Zoe, she’d have to physically drag you away from us for that to happen. I doubt she’d attempt such an extreme,” I say. “Besides, I’d fire every technician who dared strap you into a fucking harness. She can vote however she wants. You’re not jumping off any cliffs.”

      “Amen.”

      “Please,” Zoe asks, turning once again to face us in the seat. “I’m not an office girl. I need to be outside or I’m going to be suffocated. I live to jump off cliffs. It’s right at the top of my bucket list. I was so excited to have a job I actually liked.”

      Jacob shakes his head. “Zoe…”

      She runs a finger down the center of my chest, toying with buttons along the way. “I’ll agree to the arrangement if you let me be the product tester.”

      To my right, Jacob chuckles.

      “Angel.” I tip her chin up. “You were going to agree anyway.”

      She’s back to pouting. If we weren’t pulling up to the hotel, I would let my brother wipe the frown off her face. I’ve seen them in action. It would take a matter of seconds. But the driver is already opening the door and in seconds, we’re guiding our stepsister through the lobby of the Four Seasons, my hand wrapped around the back of her neck, Jacob’s touch resting on the curve of her ass. Mouths drop open and faces are fanned, but people might as well get used to us now.

      This arrangement has barely just begun and I already know it’s permanent.

      She’s ours.
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        Jacob

      

      

      

      Zoe is in a much better mood when she sees the hotel room.

      She’s used to the finer things. At least since her father married into the Onasis family. But her jaw still drops at the view of the river and surrounding trees. The giant, golden claw-footed bathtub. The champagne chilling in front of the fireplace. The luxurious bedroom, complete with king-sized bed. Soft music drifts from an unknown source as we watch her flit from room to room, gasping at what she sees.

      “I don’t know if you caught it…” I say to my brother. “When she mentioned she plans to go on a lot more adventures when she’s able.”

      “I heard her.” His gaze drops low and I swallow hard. “Fuck her well and she won’t need adventures.”

      “I heard that.” Zoe stops in front of us, cocked hip and crossed arms. All sass. “And you’re wrong. I’m going to spend a year saving up and then I’m going to wear out my passport. There’s no changing my mind.”

      “Is that so?” I drawl, starting to unbutton my shirt. “Where do you plan to go?”

      Her attention is hooked on the progress my fingers are making—and when I remove the shirt and drop it at my feet, she gulps, backs up a step. She’s seeing the chaos of my youth represented by a full body of tattoos. Skulls, lettering, faces, flames. She’s seeing where I channel all that restlessness, building my body into a temple with weights. Boxing. Pull ups between meetings. Now I’m going to channel it into her.

      I crook a finger at her. “Come here, angel.”

      Her chest expands and I see I’ve made her sweet nipples hard. “I-I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

      There’s a rumble in Bridger’s chest. “Go get her, brother.”

      She turns and tries to run, but I’m faster.

      Within two steps, I’ve wrapped an arm around her waist. I pull her back against my chest and yank her onto tiptoes, molding my lap to her tight ass. “What’s wrong, angel?” I breathe in her ear. “Afraid you’ll like it too much?”

      “Yes,” she whispers.

      Bridger steps in front of her, large and imposing. The scourge of any board room he enters. His expression is stoic, but I know my brother well enough to see the almost insidious hunger in his dark eyes. Softly, he runs knuckles down Zoe’s cheek, ending at her chin—and then he rips her blouse down the middle, sending buttons flying in every direction.

      He does the same to her bra, baring her tits with a savage growl.

      She whimpers, her butt shifting against my thickening dick. She moves with excitement or nerves, it’s impossible to tell when I’m standing behind her. But I trust Bridger completely. I trust what he’s interpreting from her expression. “Our stepsister wants to get fucked,” he says, lowering the side zipper on her skirt and tugging it down to her ankles. “Don’t you, angel?”

      Zoe makes a sobbing sound, her nearly naked body writhing in my hold.

      “Answer the question,” Bridger says, his tone more commanding this time. “Do you want Jacob to ride your virgin pussy?” He yanks down her panties. “Do you want me to watch? Do you want me to get harder every time he sinks his huge cock into you?”

      “Y-yes.”

      I groan loudly. At the further proof she needs this as badly as we do. At the way he describes my endowment. Almost as if he’s proud of its size. As if he’s the one wielding it. On fire with a twisted kind of lust, my hand slides up her stomach to massage her apple-sized tits, right, then left, twisting my palm over her erect nipples. “Let’s get her to the bedroom.”
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        Zoe

      

      

      

      I’m swept up in a hurricane.

      I’m agreeing to this.

      I’m appalled by it. I’m everything in between.

      My blood rushes through me, a river of fire, as I’m pressed facedown over the edge of the huge bed. Jacob’s hands rake down my ass and back up, swatting it roughly. I’m seeing the room through a sexual haze, but my surroundings are clear enough to see Bridger taking a seat in the corner of the room, near the top right corner of the bed. He drops into a regal manspread and unzips his pants. Then he grips the armrests. Awaiting the show.

      This is insane.

      One stepbrother is going to watch the other have sex with me.

      They’ve put me up in this hotel room that has to cost thousands of dollars per night…and they’re behaving as if I’m their all-time favorite plaything.

      No, that’s not right. I’m not just a plaything to them, it seems.

      They’re protective over me. I mean something to them.

      I think that’s why when Jacob kisses his way up my spine, a sort of languidness sweeps through me and the final remnants of my self-consciousness ebb. How can I be anything but confident when Bridger is openly ogling me, the outline of his shaft visible in the V of his zipper? When Jacob is huge and thick behind his fly and he’s grinding it against my bottom, strangled sounds breaking from his throat?

      “I can’t wait to take her like this,” Jacob grunts. “She’s got such a hot, little ass.”

      “I’m anxious to watch that myself,” Bridger drawls, his hips shifting in the chair. “But the first time, she’ll get it on her back. It’ll be the easiest for her.” He lets out a choppy breath. “Now turn our stepsister over and get started.”

      I’m flipped onto my back and oh Jesus. Jesus, Jacob is towering over me and he’s a work of art. Ink of every color decorates his angry biceps, his smooth pecs, the hard dips and elevations of his abdomen. His face is that of a criminal, but his eyes were stolen from an angel. I grow embarrassingly wet just looking at him—and he knows it, his sensual lips curling in a smirk. “Hey, sis.”

      “Eat that beautiful pussy,” Bridger rasps among the sound of rustling fabric. “Use your tongue on her until she’s ready to trade her soul for a cock.”

      Expression tightening with lust, Jacob drags me to the edge of the bed and kneels, maintaining eye contact as he kisses down my inner thigh, huffs a hot breath over my sex to create a layer of condensation and slowly, slowly drags his tongue upward through my folds. When he reaches my clitoris, he stops licking, merely flexing his tongue there, rolling it like a wave, sending a hot flurry of pulsations through my lower body. And I sob his name, clutching at the bedspread.

      “Christ, she loves that,” Bridger says roughly. “More.”

      Jacob twists his tongue right and left over that tingling bud, his eyes flashing wickedly at my resulting whimpers. He licks my sex like he’s angry with it, the fingertips of his right hand creeping slowly along my inner thighs until they reach my flesh, his thumb teasing my entrance with terrible, wonderful nudges, and I never had any idea that ring of nerves was so sensitive. It seems to grow more so with every revolution of his thumb, his tongue flicking my nub, sucking it gently, and then his middle finger tucks inside me, pushing deep, stretching, making my hips rear up off the bed.

      “How tight is she?” Bridger demands to know.

      Jacob appears almost stunned as he draws his tongue back into his mouth. “Jesus. Too tight. She’s going to scream the fucking walls down.”

      “Then find a way to keep her quiet.”

      The younger brother nods, something savage moving in his expression. Savage and hungry. He comes to his feet slowly and unzips his pants, shoving them down his hips. And when I see the utter magnitude of his manhood for the first time, I try to crawl backwards, away from the brutal, veiny length of it, but Jacob catches me by my right ankle and drags me back, quickly pinning me to the mattress with his weight. “Please.” His voice is threadbare, his hands pinning my wrists above my head. “I want you so bad.”

      It’s the first time I’ve seen the slightest hint of vulnerability in Jacob and it ceases my struggles. Have women recoiled from his size before? He didn’t seem surprised when I tried to get away, only frustrated. Is it odd that I find myself protective of his feelings?

      One by one, I relax my muscles…and then I pull his mouth down to mine for a kiss, shocking him. He’s so shocked, it takes him a beat to kiss me back. But when he does, he demolishes me. His mouth is everywhere, seemingly all at once. Open, raking over my nipples, licking up my throat, diving into my neck and delving his tongue between my lips. I’m extremely aware of that huge, heavy part of him between my thighs, pressed tight to my entrance, as if waiting for an invitation. And I find I’m not scared of him putting it inside me anymore. No, I’m too flushed and wet, my core aching for something it’s never had.

      “She’s ready,” Bridger growls from the corner of the room. “Fuck her.”

      “Yes,” Jacob rasps. Eyes glazed, he reaches down between our bodies, wincing as he pushes the first, wide inch inside of me, the shift of my damp folds making a sound in the room. “God, she’s wet,” he pants, that tattooed chest heaving. “I might even get halfway in.”

      Is it pride that makes me open my legs wider, despite the pinch of pain? I don’t know. I’m only aware of the sudden responsibility to please this man, to welcome him into my body and relieve the tension evident in every line of his powerful body.

      Jacob sinks deeper with a long groan and it’s echoed by his brother.

      “I feel the cherry,” he grates through clenched teeth.

      “Get rid of it,” Bridger grunts. “Make her ours.”

      I’m already dealing with the discomfort of being stretched by Jacob’s large appendage, but I brace now for the sharpest pain, my hands turning to fists in his hold.

      “This is going to sting, angel.” He leans down and presses our foreheads together, stretching my wrists high above my head, keeping them pinned. “I’m sorry.”

      “She has to forgive you,” Bridger says. “She’s family.”

      The reminder that it’s my stepbrother inside me makes my sex clench and Jacob’s lip ticks up at one end. “Ahhh. I felt that, you dirty, little girl.” His smile turns into a snarl and he punches his hips forward, stamping his mouth down on top of mine at the same time, absorbing my shriek. Invaded. I’ve been completely invaded. Conquered. My legs are shaking with the force of pressure. The sweep of pain and pride and uncertainty of how long it will last, what happens next. “Oh fuck. Fuck, Bridger. She’s got all of me. Every inch. Can’t believe it.”

      “Christ.” Bridger’s breath is labored and I glance back in a daze to find him fondling an erection almost as large as Jacob’s. “We knew she was special the second we saw her, didn’t we, brother?”

      “Yes,” Jacob groans into my neck. “Jesus, she’s tight. If I move, I’m going to come.” He trails shaking fingers down my sternum, dipping them below my waist until the pad of his thumb finds my sensitive bud, strumming it firmly. “Going to play with her clit until she pops. Then I’ll try to get in a couple of strokes. Fuck. You won’t believe this pussy.”

      “And Zoe…” Bridger takes several shaky breaths, his hand flying up and down the column of his flesh. “What does Jacob’s cock feel like?”

      “Hard,” I moan, my thighs hooking over Jacob’s hips. “Huge.”

      Bridger groans.

      Jacob’s gaze flickers to his brother and they watch each other as he rocks his lower body subtly, his thumb blurring on my swelling bud. They don’t break eye contact as Jacob lowers his head, taking my nipple in his mouth and rolling the stiff bud on his tongue.

      “What’s it going to take to make you go off, Bridger?” Jacob rasps, licking across to my other breast.

      “Watching her come.” His tone drops, turns secretive. “You…as well.”

      Jacob hisses a breath, his length stretching inside me. “Fuck.”

      There’s something indescribable taking place between them in the dim room. I’m an object of lust for both men, but the connection is between all three of us. Live wires are running in all directions and my body thrills to the electrical currents.

      The finest hairs on my body are standing on end and I can feel every single one. Can feel every breath entering and leaving my lungs. Jacob’s touch between my legs is driving me to a point I never knew existed. The pressure deep inside me, the friction of his plundering thickness, the way he looks down at me, like I’m a marvel. His own contorted features that speak volumes about his need for release. The guttural sounds coming from Bridger. All of it whips me up, makes me unbearably hot and achy, every ounce of my being focusing in on that tiny bud and the increased vibrations in my loins.

      “Oh my God,” I whimper, squirming on the mattress, muscles beginning to clench. “D-don’t stop. Don’t.”

      “I won’t, angel. I’ll never stop.” Jacob’s hips start to pump, moving as if involuntary, strangled sounds filling the still space. “She’s a fucking miracle. Jesus. She’s going to come with me crammed inside her. It’s tightening. Tightening—” he gasps.

      Completion crests over me and I strain, my body arching, trembling. I can’t see the world in front of my eyes, everything is bright white. The deepest part of me is clenching, releasing, and then Jacob is pinning me down to the mattress, rearing back and driving into me once, twice, a third time, before he groans brokenly into my neck, his thick thighs shaking in between mine, a flood of moisture leaving his shaft and flowing into me.

      Bridger moans from the corner of the room and the three of us create a sort of erotic harmony that I will never forget as long as I live.

      My stepbrothers are my lovers.

      It’s my first thought as I start to come down and both men surround me on the giant bed, sandwiching me between their powerful bodies. Bridger pulls me back against his fully clothed front and nude Jacob growls, tugging me back in his direction by the waist. A tug of war ensues until they finally just press me tight as I’ll go between them, so every inch of my skin is touched by an Onasis.

      Right before I drift off to sleep, I think…

      It’s going to be really hard to sneak out of here and go bungee jumping in the morning.
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      Before I tiptoe out of the bedroom, I turn to stare at the big, gorgeous men occupying it. There is still a space between them where I slept. On one side, Bridger is still buttoned up in his work clothes, looking like the master of the universe. Invincible. Dark. On the other is a complicated man with demons lurking behind his pale blue eyes. Ironically, he’s the light brother, despite his tattoos, the sunrise burnishing his dark gold hair.

      I’m startlingly attracted to both.

      Bridger is the bigger mystery. Shuttered. Controlling.

      Jacob is wild, endearing, innately sexual.

      They’d both be ready to give chase at any moment.

      Which is why I need to get out of here.

      Sometime during the night, a suitcase of my clothes and toiletries was delivered and I shower as quietly as possible, putting on minimal makeup, red yoga pants, a black sports bra and sneakers. Thanks to the vast square footage of the hotel room, I’m able to sneak through my routine and leave the hotel room without my stepbrothers hearing me.

      There is definitely going to be hell to pay for this. But as much as I liked being snared in their web of seduction and pleasure last night, I’ve always been fiercely independent. I’m not letting these two stumble onto the scene and start making decisions for me.

      Except, maybe, this hotel room. I might have to keep it.

      As soon as I’m tucked inside the elevator, I let out the breath I’m holding and focus on the upcoming adventure ahead. Ever since I was a child, I’ve been a daredevil. I built a box car to race the boys in the street and my father liked to brag that I never used the brake. Not once. As soon as I turned eighteen, I went skydiving and parasailing, and by then, my addiction to adrenaline rushes was solidified. Traveling is part of it. An adventure isn’t an adventure if you’re always having it in the same place, right?

      My car is back at the office, so I scroll through my phone for the location Catherine gave me and call an Uber. Five minutes later, I’m on my way. And I ignore the invisible fingers tickling the back of my neck, hinting that I might be doing the wrong thing. If Jacob and Bridger are so concerned about me testing products, maybe there is a reason?

      But no.

      I check the statistic on their website. They’ve never had one failed product test.

      Not in over ten years.

      Plus, the product we’re testing is hardly a groundbreaking risk. It’s a new type of bungee line that causes the jumper to rebound from the initial jump with more height. They’ve already done some initial testing with dummies. My live jump is just to seal the deal.

      This morning is going to feed my need for excitement and I’m also going to send a message loud and clear to the brothers that Zoe calls the shots when it comes to her own life.

      Satisfied with my decision, I’m even more reassured when I reach the cliff side and the staff are briskly efficient, making sure the platform—which extends out from the cliff—is sturdy. There are risk assessment managers from the insurance company, representatives from headquarters…and Catherine is there, too. Which I wasn’t expecting.

      While the instructor is hooking me into the harnesses and going over safety instructions, my stepmother smiles and sashays to my side. “I’m surprised my sons relented so easily. I thought they would fight me on your new position until the very last second. Did you have something to do with that?”

      “No.” Remembering what her sons did to me last night, I can barely look her in the eye. “No, I guess they figured it’s up to me if I want to take the risk.”

      “Hmmm.” She considers me. “Still…they did appear quite fond of you.”

      Lady, you have no idea.

      I’m actually quite sore from all of the fondness.

      I’m saved from having to respond when the instructor calls my name. “We’re all ready when you are, Zoe,” he says, giving me a thumbs up.

      Some people are terrified looking down from a platform into a canyon. To me, it’s an opportunity to soar. I even have a hard time waiting for the instructor to give me the all clear—and when he does, I step to the edge—

      A car door slams behind me.

      “Zoe,” Bridger growls behind me. “Don’t you fucking dare.”

      Go time.

      “Stop her!” Jacob shouts.

      I back up a few steps, getting a running start and leap.

      I’m laughing on the way down, my stomach flying up into my mouth, wind rushing up over my face. I stop laughing when I hear the snap.
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      When Zoe jumps from the platform despite both of us yelling at her to stop, I’m so irrationally terrified, I almost jump down after her.

      Holding her in my arms last night, sharing her warmth with my brother…it changed me.

      Everything we did last night altered me in some way.

      I’ve been divorced for five years. My ex-wife grew exasperated with my need for anticipation. Ironically, my patience bred impatience in her. When I asked to be teased, when I asked her to withhold sex until the arousal hit a fever pitch, she called me disgusting. A pervert. And for a long time, I wondered if she was right. What man wants to hold back his release for days on end, wanting to be broken by it? Shattered when he finally allows it to happen?

      Last night, I might not have felt normal. This threesome is a little too twisted to be defined as such. But I felt a sense of belonging I’ve never experienced before.

      She’s the glue

      Not only the glue for my cracks, but the ones in my relationship with Jacob.

      And now, she’s gone and jumped off a fucking cliff.

      My blood is cold in my veins.

      But it turns to ice when I see Catherine there. My mother never comes to product testing. There’s no reason for her to be there. But she watches Zoe sail down into the canyon with a gleeful expression.

      “No!” I roar, rushing to the edge.

      Jacob does the same and we skid together at the end of the platform.

      “M-Mister Onasis,” the instructor stammers. “I didn’t realize—”

      “Get her back up here!” Jacob bellows, wild-eyed and still not wearing a shirt. Once we discovered Zoe missing, neither one of us took the time to do anything but shove our feet into shoes and run, me shouting into the phone for our limo to be brought around.

      I watch with my heart in my mouth as my petite stepsister reaches the bottom of the canyon and rebounds with a hard bounce, her laughter clear and beautiful in the morning sunshine. A balm of relief spreads over my raw insides.

      That is, until I hear the snap.

      “What the fuck was that?” Jacob rasps.

      It doesn’t escape my notice that the instructor has turned pale.

      My pulse is punching me in the temples as I watch Zoe swing up and catch the line in one hand, wrapping it around her fist—right as the harness around her body drops away. Leaving her hanging fifty yards above the canyon with nothing but her grip to keep her from falling.

      “Jesus Christ,” Jacob chokes out. “The harness broke? Not the fucking line we’re testing? What the hell happened?”

      I have a good idea, but my main focus right now is Zoe. Getting her back up here safely so I can shout myself hoarse. “She’ll never be able to hold on long enough to raise a ladder beneath her. Not even sure there’s a way to get a fire truck into the goddamn canyon.” My mouth goes dry, horrible images projecting themselves on my mind. “Goddammit. We have to reel her up.”

      “Did you see her?” the instructor comments, sounding awed. “She’d already be dead if she didn’t think fast.”

      “Not helping,” Jacob grates, lunging for the apparatus securing the cord. “I think her hold is pretty secure. For now. Let’s move.”

      My brother and I get to work reeling in the line and several other men join the effort. I’m relieved when I see Zoe wrap the line around her waist. Though it costs her an effort, it takes some of the strain off her arm. The closer she comes to the platform, I can see the tears shining in her eyes, the way she’s trying to look brave with the dangerous drop looming beneath her. She whimpers my name. Jacob’s.

      I fall in love with her. Right then and there.

      In that moment, she needs us as badly as we need her. And I’ve never wanted someone to need me so badly in my life. I’ve never truly required another person, either. But I can see now that she’s filled the gaps in my life, my brother’s, that there’s been a Zoe-sized hole waiting all along. I’m possessive and worshipful of her. I’m greedy and hopeful.

      She’s mine.

      She’s ours.

      And when we finally pull her up onto the platform, me and Jacob could care less who’s watching. Right there, in plain view of my mother, Jacob pulls Zoe onto his lap so she’s straddling him. He rocks her, admonishing her, praising her. I move in behind them, wrapping my arms around the pair. I murmur reassuring words into Zoe’s ear, then I grip her ponytail and haul it back, commanding without words for Jacob to kiss her.

      He does. Eagerly.

      I feel that kiss like she’s giving it to me. I hear his satisfied groan and the wet slide of their tongues and I am in the kiss, I’m giving and taking it with them. Zoe reaches back and takes my hand, bringing me into the moment even more.

      I’m only vaguely aware of Catherine’s gasp.

      How she spins on a heel and runs toward a cluster of parked cars.

      I catch the eye of my driver, who is also my security guard, and gesture toward the retreating back of my mother. “Bring her to my office. Don’t let her leave.”
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      I’m grateful as hell that Bridger is being his usual demanding self, shouting into his phone and trying to find out what the fuck went wrong with the test. He’s asking for all of the surveillance footage from the testing department to be sent over immediately, starting with this morning and going back a full week. The instructor swears no one had access to the secure lockers where we keep new products, but neither one of us is going to stop until someone is punished for putting Zoe in danger. She could have been fucking killed. And one look at my brother’s usually stoic face tells me he doesn’t think it was merely the product that failed.

      Yeah, I’m thankful he’s the one getting the ball rolling on the investigation, because I can’t do anything but try to kiss the mouth off my stepsister.

      We’re in the back of the limousine and her sweet pussy is pressing down in my lap through the thin nylon of her yoga pants, our lips racing over each other frantically. One look at the tears in her eyes and I was a broken shell of a man. Useless to do anything but wrap her thighs around my hips and make out with her. Try to erase the fear from her eyes.

      I’m trying to eradicate my own fear, too.

      I spent my youth roaring down the highway on a motorcycle, drinking too much and getting in fights that almost killed me. But I’ve never been as scared as I was while Zoe was dangling over the canyon. I love this girl. I’ve loved her since I laid eyes on her. When she looks at me, she’s seeing everything. My weaknesses, my strengths. She knows I’m a little fucked up but it doesn’t seem to detract from her need of me.

      Bridger hangs up the phone and we break the kiss, breathing hard against one another’s mouths. Waiting. Always attuned to the actions of the oldest Onasis.

      “Get her pants off,” my brother says quietly, tapping his phone against his knee. “Now.”

      Anticipation rockets through me. To be back inside Zoe’s incredible pussy. To have Bridger there to guide us, narrate this twisted union and somehow make it all right. Two people can make a mistake. But having three people present somehow justifies everything going on here. The confusing undercurrents between me and Bridger that have always existed. The fact that we’ve essentially kidnapped our stepsister to make her our mutual fuck toy. She might have consented and enjoyed herself—enthusiastically, I might add—but we pushed the issue. Seduced her into a yes.

      On paper, this is all kinds of wrong.

      But it feels right when Bridger helps me tug down Zoe’s yoga pants.

      Feels even better when he peels the sports bra off her head, allowing her tits to bounce free right in front of my face. So young and succulent, I have to lick my lips. “You did a bad thing, angel,” Bridger says quietly. Too quietly. So Zoe isn’t expecting it when he wraps her ponytail in a fist and draws her head back. “You scared me,” he growls against her ear as she labors to breathe. “You scared my brother.”

      “I’m sorry.” Her naked body strains in my lap, her wet sex wiggling all over my distended fly. “It…everything l-looked perfect. There must have been tamper—”

      “I’ll worry about that,” Bridger interrupts. “If…someone tried to hurt you, they’ll be dealt with. You are ours now and no one touches.”

      “Nobody,” I rasp, lifting her with my hips. Letting her feel my hard cock.

      Zoe sucks in a breath, need banked in her beautiful eyes.

      “Worst part of all, Zoe…you were scared.” Bridger’s jaw pops, winding her ponytail around his knuckles. “Amazing. Resourceful. But scared. Some of it is still lingering in your eyes and we need to get rid of it, don’t we?”

      “Yes,” she whispers, turning her head as if to receive a kiss from Bridger. I hold my breath, watching with a mixture of jealousy and hunger as he lets their open mouths lock, their tongues flicker together, before he pulls away. “I’ll take my turn when we get back to the office. Right now, my brother needs to be ridden hard. Make him forget he almost lost you.” He cups her left tit in his palm, kneading it, and my dick jerks painfully, seeing my brother’s hand on her exquisite flesh. “Unfasten your stepbrother’s pants, Zoe. Take out his big cock.”

      A hoarse sound saws in my throat and I squeeze my eyes shut, not wanting to examine why I enjoy him saying those things in that tone. That growl. Objectifying me.

      Zoe does what she’s told, her fingers fumbling in their haste to free my wood.

      I hiss a breath when the throbbing column snakes out, standing straight up between us.

      Bridger is still playing with Zoe’s tits, but he trails his fingers down her belly now, teasing her clit for a few strokes, then abruptly sinks two fingers into her pussy, making her gasp. I think I might gasp, too, wildly turned on by the stark size difference between her tiny pussy and my brother’s thick, blunt fingers. “You get this wet from kissing Jacob?”

      “Yes.”

      My brother’s eyes ghost over me. “Is he…a good kisser?”

      “Yes. Very.”

      Bridger hums, pushes his fingers deeper, jiggling them. “Ready to fuck, aren’t you, Zoe?”

      She pants in response, nodding her head vigorously. A tremble takes her thighs.

      “Climb on, then,” I rasp, leaning back in the seat. “Need you so bad, angel.”

      There are no words for the sensation of her incredible tightness sheathing me slowly. As if this girl wasn’t magical enough, she actually manages to sink down, fitting me inch by inch. All of me. And here I would have been satisfied to get a third of my cock inside of her. Hell, just looking at her is better than the sex I’ve had.

      Just like last night, the way she squeezes and ripples around my shaft causes the seed to boil to the surface in my balls. “I’m going to erupt,” I groan, holding her still with a tight grip on her ass. “Swear to God. I don’t know how she does it. She fucks me without even moving.”

      “Hold back,” Bridger says, positioning himself directly behind Zoe.

      What is he doing?

      My breathing turns harsh when he locks his lap to Zoe’s ass and he thrusts her forward with his own hips, dragging her pussy up my dick. “Stop,” I hiss, alarmed, turned on, shocked.

      “Do you really want me to stop?” Bridger asks, his open mouth on Zoe’s neck. “Do you think he wants us to stop, angel?”

      She studies my face from beneath heavy lids. “No,” she whispers.

      Fuck fuck fuck.

      I brace, gripping the leather seat, unable to block the anticipation.

      Bridger trails his middle finger down Zoe’s torso and circles her clit slowly, drawing a breathy moan from her mouth. His hips brush the insides of my knees, the rasp of his suit pants making me squeeze my eyes shut. But they fly open again when Bridger gives a slow buck and Zoe rides halfway up my erection, before he grinds her back down, his finger still rubbing her clit. And Christ, she’s so hot. She’s so fucking hot and tight, her thighs spread so I can see the broad stalk of my shaft spreading her flesh, filling her, my brother’s fingers making her wetter and wetter, keeping her prepared.

      I throw my head back up against the seat, sweat trickling down the back of my neck. “Shit. Shit. I’m not going to be able to do this much longer.”

      Bridger ignores my warning, lifting Zoe back against his chest and grinding her down on my lap. He leans forward to do this and we lock eyes over her shoulder. It’s sensory overload. My balls are quickening, ready to burst. Zoe’s tits are raking up and down my chest, her beautiful face in an expression of ecstasy, her fingernails digging into my shoulders. She’s being moved from behind by the man who holds the keys to every castle I’ve ever known and I know, I know what’s happening is a little sick, but I can’t help but pump my hips upward, groaning raggedly, searching her face for signs that she’s close, searching his for signs of approval.

      “Do you like riding Jacob’s cock, angel?”

      “Yes,” she whimpers, moving as one with Bridger. “I love it.”

      “He loves it, too.” Bridger takes the finger off her clit and drags a path of her wetness down my belly. “Look how tightly he’s flexed here, trying not to come.”

      My heels dig into the carpeted floor, a high-pitched ring starting in my ears. I’m being crushed on one side by pain, pleasure on the other. Her pussy stretches around my cock again, again, again, her tight, wet flesh slapping down on mine, and I’m shouting up at the ceiling, baring my teeth, trying to hold back. This is bad. It’s so bad, but I want it. My brother looms behind our stepsister, moving in a perfect mimic of what she’s doing to me, and I don’t know where to look. Don’t know how to feel, but my body is making the decision for me.

      It needs this. Needs release. Delivered just like this. From these people.

      Always.

      “Oh my God,” Zoe sobs, starting to shake.

      “Good man, brother,” Bridger praises. “She’s there.”

      A violent shake takes my whole frame and I erupt at the same time as Zoe. She falls forward against my chest, our mouths locking in a kiss as she grinds frantically on my spurting dick, Bridger kneeling behind her with satisfaction curving his lips.

      I come harder. Harder than I ever have in my life.

      I lock this magic girl to my chest and thrust upward, snarling into kiss after kiss, punishing her for being so perfect. For showing up and igniting something that will never go out between the three of us. No matter what happens.

      No matter who tries to tear us apart.
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      Shaken, I watch from my new desk as they lead Catherine away in handcuffs.

      Bridger stands in the door of his office, arms crossed, disgust curling his masculine upper lip. He meets my gaze and nods, as if telling me I no longer have to worry. And while it makes me sad that they’ve had to expose their own mother as a criminal, as the one who was caught tampering with the product on camera…I’m relieved. Because I’ve never been so terrified as I was this morning when I heard the snap. When I felt the harness start to fall away around me.

      Jacob. Bridger.

      Those were the names I whispered. The names I screamed in my head.

      I’m not sure how it happened so fast, but I’ve fallen into an uncontrollable inferno of love for these two men. My stepbrothers. There is a bond between us that formed as soon as we were in the same room, as if it had been waiting for us. Waiting to snare the three of us and never let go.

      Bridger had a desk placed in the reception area, an equal distance between his office and Jacob’s. The younger Onasis appears in the doorway of his office now, bracing a tattooed hand on the frame and watching his mother get led away.

      The usual receptionist gapes at the spectacle.

      Catherine Onasis being arrested.

      And the sensual energy between me and my stepbrothers begins to dawn on her, too.

      With the way they look at me, it’s no wonder.

      I haven’t forgotten what Bridger said in the limo, about having his turn with me, and I’m paused in place, breathless, waiting for him to summon me.

      Jacob seems to be waiting, too, his jaw tight with tension.

      Jealousy.

      “Miss Beam, you are dismissed for the day,” Bridger says, addressing the receptionist.

      We all remain in suspended animation as she gathers her things and hurries out the exit. In the absence of the police noise and Miss Beam’s typing, the office is suddenly silent. I can hear nothing but my own breathing, the clench of my fingers in my lap.

      “Zoe,” Bridger says, pushing the door to his private office wider. “I’ll see you now.”

      Excitement prickles my skin, a flush traveling up my neck. My heart knocks wildly.

      I stand on trembling legs and try to reassure bristling Jacob with a look. But it doesn’t seem to have any effect. The two of them are faced off across the office like boxers waiting in the corners of their ring.

      “You agreed to the arrangement, brother,” Bridger reminds him sternly.

      “You said you’d watch us three or four times before needing her. It’s only been twice.”

      Bridger catches me by the back of the neck and pulls me flush to his chest. “I hadn’t seen her fuck yet,” he rasps against my mouth. “I’m finding it more difficult to wait than I imagined I would.”

      I can’t help but drag my hard nipples side to side against Bridger’s chest, moaning inwardly at the friction. He’s the God of this threesome. He’s the final word in every act. It’s impossible not to fall prey to that power. Want to experience it.

      “Give her a chance to rest,” Jacob growls. “Jesus, she was a virgin less than twenty-four hours ago.”

      Bridger grips my right butt cheek, shaking it. “Are you telling me you wouldn’t ride this right now if I gave you the green light?”

      Jacob doesn’t answer, but I can sense his boiling frustration across the room.

      “That’s what I thought.” Bridger drags me into his office by the back of my neck and kicks the door shut. I’m only given a fleeting chance to admire the dark wood furniture, the burgundy walls, before I’m brought around to his side of the desk and boosted onto the edge.

      Starting to breathe hard, my older stepbrother steps back and removes his black suit jacket, laying it over the arm of his wingback chair. Then he loosens his tie. Removes his cuff links. All the while his control is on the verge of snapping, the skin tight and white at the corners of his mouth, his generous erection tenting the front of his dress pants.

      “No more stunts like the one you pulled this morning. Are we clear?”

      My instinct is to say, yes sir.

      And that is what snaps me out of his spell.

      Mostly, anyway.

      “It wasn’t a stunt. I was doing to job I’d been hired to do.”

      Cobalt blue eyes darken to black. “You almost died.”

      “But the person responsible has been arrested. I won’t be in danger anymore.”

      His head tilts slightly, but that minor movement is a landslide. “Are you actually arguing with me after what happened today, Zoe? After you nearly gave me a heart attack?”

      I swallow. “Yes. I am.”

      “Right before I’m about to fuck you, as well.” He crowds closer, wrenching the yoga pants down my hips. “Brave little angel, aren’t you?”

      His breath on my neck turns me pliant between my thighs, but I rush to remember that I’m a girl with a backbone. I’ve made it clear I’m not bowing down to my stepbrothers’ every whim. And I have one more case to plead. “Can we bring Jacob in here?”

      “No.”

      “It’s not right. Shutting him out like this.”

      “He agreed to it,” Bridger snaps.

      I lift my arms and let him wrestle off my sports bra, leaving me naked in the lamplight. Flushed and quaking. “What are you so scared of, Bridger?” I whisper, right before he can kiss me. “Him seeing you without that constant control?”

      “Yes,” Bridger hisses, wrapping a hand around my throat. “I’m his…”

      “His rock. His—”

      “Not another word,” he rasps, his gaze flickering with something I can barely describe. A combination of confusion and lust. Maybe even a touch of shame. “I don’t…understand it.”

      “Neither does he.” I bring my mouth to his ear and whisper, “But I do. And we can’t ignore it. Not forever. The last thing you want to do is hurt him.”

      Bridger swallows. “No. I don’t want that.”

      I lean in and tempt Bridger into a kiss. One he takes greedily, his tongue spearing into my mouth, his hand tangling in the hair at my nape. “Then call him in here,” I say.

      Bridger closes his eyes, breathing through his nose for long moments.

      And then he reaches over and lifts the receiver of his phone, punches a button.

      “In my office,” he says gruffly, before hanging up.

      Less than ten seconds pass before the door opens, closes. I glance back over my shoulder to find Jacob standing in the shadows, several feet away. Not close enough to be considered a participant. Just a silent observer.

      Bridger stands in front of me, riddled with tension, his jaw seconds from shattering.

      Not wanting witnesses to his loss of control. Namely Jacob.

      I’m new on the scene here. The dynamic between the brothers is largely a mystery, but it’s one I’m going to unravel, no matter where it leads. Starting now.

      I close my eyes and think of what Jacob can see. Me, completely naked, sitting on the desk in front of big, bristling Bridger. And the visual is so stimulating, I bite my lip, feeling my folds slicken. I trace a finger down Bridger’s chest, his hard stomach and along the line of his erection. Making him shudder.

      “Can I unzip you?” I whisper, looking at him dutifully through my lashes.

      Making sure he knows he’s in charge.

      That he won’t completely lack control. Not ever. It would be impossible.

      His gaze flashes briefly to Jacob in the corner, then he grunts, nodding once.

      I ease the zipper down over his hard, curved flesh, my excitement beginning to build. What will the differences be between Bridger and Jacob? How will this man feel inside me? When I wrap Bridger’s shaft in my hand, his tongue wets his lips anxiously, a line forming between his brows. Struggling to hang on to his almighty control. But when I start to stroke him, he huffs a long breath, bracing his hands on the edge of the desk on either side of my thighs.

      “Get off the desk and suck it now,” Bridger says hoarsely. “Suck it.”

      The desperation in his tone hits me like a drug. He’s the very picture of a man in need. A man desperate and aching for relief. Because he’s been watching me and Jacob. It’s gotten to him. He’s on the edge. And I can’t get on my knees fast enough. Can’t wrap his thick base in a fist and plow him into my mouth quickly enough. I hear another zipper get yanked down within the room, near the door, and the third member of our erotic chorus joins in, breathing hard.

      “Fuck. Inexperienced or not, that’s good head,” Bridger growls, winding my hair in a greedy fist and pumping his hips up and back crudely, tunneling his smooth, salty hard-on past my stretching lips, filling my mouth completely. “Warm, wet…and eager to learn. Aren’t you, angel? You want to do it right for stepbrother?”

      I moan around his plump sex, working my mouth up and down as far as I can, his dark nest of curls tickling my lips. He’s right. I want to be his student. Their student. I want to learn every little secret between them. Want to learn about their bodies, since they seem to already hold every password that unlocks mine.

      “If you fuck half as well as you suck cock, you’ve been making my brother a very happy man, Zoe,” Bridger grinds out, pushing his ample inches past my gag reflex and holding, holding, until my eyes start to tear, and then he releases me with a strangled groan, swiping spit off my chin as I cough. “Up on the desk. Time to hand over that hot little pussy.”

      Inundated with lust and breathing hard, I sway a little trying to get to my feet.

      Bridger makes an impatient sound and tosses me up on the desk, shoving my thighs open. His upper lip is dotted with sweat and his eyes are on fire. Fire. The control has deserted him and a groan near the door tells me I’m not the only one who has noticed. Seeing him like this is breathtaking. Intoxicating. And I can do nothing but lean back and spread my knees eagerly, moaning at the feel of his huge body crowding between them.

      My oldest stepbrother throws his tie over his shoulder so it’s out of the way, before gripping his turgid sex and guiding it to my opening. Remaining poised there for a moment while he struggles for control. Control he never finds. “It’s Daddy’s turn,” Bridger growls, slamming deep, scraping the desk backward on the office floor. “Say it.”

      “It’s Daddy’s turn,” I whimper, writhing on his pulsing arousal.

      “You say it, too,” Bridger calls hoarsely to the presence over my shoulder.

      I hear Jacob repeat the words, though it’s almost a whisper. And the sound of flesh being stroked behind me picks up in pace, sounding wetter, more and more urgent.

      Bridger groans up at the ceiling and starts to thrust.

      He doesn’t start slowly.

      He’s a hundred miles an hour, right out of the gate. And it’s everything we need.

      All three of us.

      After the slow, tortured build between me and Jacob, I need the hard, driving, relentless punch of Bridger’s steel inside me. Jacob is openly moaning now. His older brother is snarling against my forehead, his hips slapping up against me at a rapid pace, his rough hands taking hold of my buttocks and yanking me into every violent meeting of our sexes.

      He’s an animal. A wild animal.

      “Is this what you both wanted to see, brother?”

      The slapping strokes of flesh is the only response.

      “I’ll fuck you whenever I want, little Zoe, is that clear?”

      My back arches as if pulled on a string. “Yes, Bridger. Yes.”

      “Is that clear?” he rasps to the man near the door.

      “Yes.”

      “There are no rules when the pussy is this goddamn good. None.” He snaps at my earlobe, his hold on my backside turning bruising—and I sense Bridger’s and Jacob’s eyes meet over my shoulder. “Or when the cock is so sweet.”

      Jacob heaves a curse behind me, followed by the wet sound of him releasing on the floor. And it’s a chain reaction. Bridger snaps completely, ramming into me with breathtaking ferocity and I’m taken away on a stream of pleasure, my sex clenching and weeping around the thick shaft buried inside me. My oldest stepbrother follows, his muscular body stilling, seizing, and shaking like a washing machine on the spin cycle. This is it. The true end of his tether and the sight of it prolongs my orgasm until I’m limp and replete on the desk, Bridger still rocking the last of his spend into me. Endlessly. Purposefully.

      Still panting, Bridger closes a hand around my throat, pulls me toward him for a hard, tongue-lacing kiss. “Wonder whose baby it’ll be.”

      I fall back and land against Jacob’s chest, and the three of us cling together, like the last remaining inhabitants of a civilization…and now we have no choice but to build our own.

      Form our own three-person country. Follow our own twisted dictates.

      But the beginning of something new and worthwhile never came without obstacles…and we had a final one to face.
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      I’m swimming in the hotel pool the following night. God knows I don’t need the extra exercise after two extremely strenuous days with my stepbrothers, but I did need some space to think. Bridger and Jacob almost cancelled another round of meetings to keep me tied to the bed, but apparently there was a billion-dollar acquisition on the line, so they left with the promise to be back in the evening.

      My legs barely have the strength to kick and my skin is ultra sensitive, so the cool water feels nice flowing over my muscles. Water has always helped me when I have an important decision to make and I need all the help I can get now.

      After just two days with these men, I’m beginning to consider putting off traveling for a while—and that scares me. I’m not the kind of girl who just changes her plans for…two very well-endowed billionaires who treat me like spun gold.

      Right?

      I snort beneath the water and kick off the wall, starting another lap, ignoring the burn of my muscles. If I keep giving Bridger and Jacob inches, they’re eventually going to take the whole mile. I’m not going to sneak around behind their backs anymore to do product testing. But I have to find a way to convince them I’m a physically capable adult. And that I need the adventure. Need the outlet. And yeah, maybe even a little danger.

      I mean, if taking on my volatile stepbrothers as lovers and not even bothering to hide it from the public eye isn’t dangerous, what is? They just have to accept my craziness the way I’ve accepted their jealousy, possessiveness and commandeering attitudes and everything will be A-okay. Now to figure out how I accomplish that.

      At the end of my lap, I come up for air and my fingertips spark and go numb.

      Catherine.

      She’s standing above me on the lip of the pool. Pointing a gun at me.

      “Get out of the water, you conniving little bitch.”

      Briefly, I consider turning and attempting to break Michael Phelps’s record in the opposite direction, but I know that’s not realistic. Shivering in the water, I glance around the pool, hoping for someone to help me, but it’s dinnertime and the place is deserted.

      “There’s no one to save you this time, Zoe,” Catherine sneers. “My traitorous sons are occupied at the office for another hour and that gives me just enough time.”

      “Time to what?” I croak.

      “Drown you, of course.” She gestures for someone out of view to come forward and I swallow a lump when a man carries over an armful of scuba equipment. I’m so alarmed by her casual mention of murdering me that I almost don’t recognize the bungee instructor until he gives me a sickly smile and cuts his gaze to the side.

      “It’s amazing what some people will do to cover their gambling debts, isn’t it?” Catherine murmurs. “I’ve learned to recognize cretins much more easily since I met your father.”

      My heart is running a marathon in my chest, but I try and focus. Try to stay calm. The smartest thing I can do is keep her talking. Hope someone can come along and assist me. Though I doubt anyone will stick around once they see the madwoman wielding a gun. “Is that why you want to kill me?” I ask. “My father?”

      “He humiliated me.” She shakes the gun at me. “Left me with his brat daughter to go globetrotting with models and sycophants. I put a roof over your head, pay your college tuition. And then you have the nerve to ask me for a job? I was just going to put you in product testing and hope for the worst. But then…” She seethes. “My sons so obviously wanted you. And I wasn’t going to let another member of your family humiliate me. Unfortunately, I was too late. Do you know how fast the news has spread about your little makeout session at the bungee testing yesterday? Once again, I am a laughingstock. And you have to go.”

      “I didn’t expect it,” I breathe. “None of us expected…to fall in love. It happened so fast.”

      “Love?” Catherine screeches.

      Clearly it was the wrong thing to say.

      She cocks the gun.

      “How did you get out of jail?” I blurt, just barely preventing her from pulling the trigger.

      “Money and a good lawyer got me out on bail. They have video of me walking into product testing. So what? I’m part owner of the fucking building. I can walk where I want!” She tips her head at the instructor. “I’m not going to tell the police that he’s the one who really tampered with the harness—at my request—in exchange for him helping me now.”

      When her smile turns sinister, moisture starts to blur my vision. There’s no way I can fight off a full-grown man. Or a woman with a gun. What am I going to do?

      “Get in the water with her,” Catherine snaps at the man. “Hook her into the equipment and hold her underwater until it’s over.” As the man hops into the water to follow Catherine’s instructions, she gives me a triumphant smile. “This scuba equipment was next on the agenda to be tested. After your little show of rebellion yesterday, they’ll assume you disobeyed them again.”

      “I’m a certified diver,” I say, trying to evade the instructor. “How do you plan to—”

      “Oh, there’s no oxygen in the tank. Didn’t I mention that?” She laughs. “We were going to bring you down to the river to stage the accident, but you made it easy by going for a swim.”

      This woman has lost her marbles.

      Does she actually think Bridger and Jacob are going to believe I went to the office and brought home equipment to test it alone? Just to be obstinate?

      Okay, yeah.

      After my actions yesterday, they could totally believe that.

      “Please don’t do this. I’ll…I’ll leave. I’ll leave and never come back.” Or at least, I would try. I have no doubt Bridger and Jacob would track me down to the ends of the earth. “Catherine, please. I’m sorry about what my father did—”

      “Shut up!” She fires a bullet into the water, about a foot away from my elbow, and I suck in a breath, turning to little more than a bobbing ice cube.

      My shock allows the instructor to get a hold of me. He wrestles me back against his chest and straps me into the equipment, his strength thwarting my struggles. Not to mention he can touch the bottom of the pool here and I can’t. I flail helplessly, watching as Catherine tosses fins and goggles into the water, maybe to make it look as though they came off? Or I never got them on? I only have a moment to speculate before the useless mouthpiece is shoved into my mouth and I’m forcibly pushed under water.

      Desperate, I try to breathe.

      There is just enough oxygen in the line for a gasp and then nothing.

      I’m going to die.

      Twin bellows of rage cut through the water and I let my struggles cease. My heart swells in my chest knowing they came to save me, while I’m also terrified that Catherine will fire the gun at one of her sons. It’s an unthinkable possibility and I start to fight in the instructor’s hold again, wanting to get to them. To shield them, help them. Anything.

      There’s a loud splash somewhere nearby and then I’m being ripped away from my captor into Jacob’s arms. He pulls me to the surface and the mouthpiece is gone, gone so I can breathe and I suck in droves of air while Jacob shouts at me, his eyes wild and rimmed with red, pool water streaming down his face. “Zoe! Are you okay? Jesus Christ. Angel, say something!”

      I nod through my sputtering, but I can’t gather words. My throat is one fire.

      “Jacob! Is she okay? Tell me she’s okay.” Bridger calls from outside the pool, his expression haggard. There’s a gun in his hand and he’s pointing it at his mother who is face down, hands behind her back. Her lips peeled back in a grimace.

      The cops are rushing in from all sides of the pool area, guns drawn, walkie-talkies crackling and sirens approaching from somewhere in the distance.

      “She’s alive.” Jacob plants kisses all over my face, crushes me to his chest. “Scared but alive.” He swims with me to the edge. “Everything is okay now, angel. We’ve got you. Never again. She’ll never touch you again.”

      Jacob boosts me up onto the concrete lip of the pool and Bridger is there, kneeling and pulling me onto his lap. Burying his lips in my hair. The cops have taken over the arrest of his mother and I watch over my stepbrother’s broad shoulder as she’s hauled toward the exit, struggling in the officer’s hold.

      “No one is going to bail you out this time,” the cop says dryly.

      “We found out she’d been released and came straight here,” Bridger says raggedly. “You weren’t in the room. We couldn’t find you anywhere.”

      “She’s been living with me for a while,” I manage, still gasping. “She knows I like to swim before dinner.”

      Jacob crowds in behind me, wrapping his soaked arms around us as far as they’ll go. Bridger tips up my chin and kisses me, right there in front of the milling police officers and harried hotel staff. His tongue pumps in and out of my mouth, telling me without words that I’ll be responsible for abating his hunger later. Just as my thighs start to climb my oldest stepbrother’s hips involuntarily, needing to get closer, Jacob growls and tugs my hair back, attacking my mouth from behind, his erection stiff against my backside. “We’re never letting you out of our sight again.”

      The decision I struggled with earlier comes into clear focus.

      I don’t want to give up my life.

      But with every passing moment, it’s becoming obvious that I have a connection to these men that can’t be severed. Not without all of us being miserable.

      “You’re never letting me out of your sight?” I whisper.

      Bridger’s jaw is made of granite. “No.”

      “Then I hope you like to travel.”
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        Four years later

      

      

      

      I sit back against the cushions and puff my cigar, blowing smoke into the twilight.

      The water of the French Riviera is spread out in front of me, lights twinkling from the land in the distance. Stars shine overhead, water lapping lazily against the side of the boat.

      Perhaps I would admire the view more if it wasn’t for Jacob and Zoe fucking like animals on the bow of the yacht.

      My mouth curves in a smile around my cigar and I lean forward to adjust the viewfinder of the camera, double-checking the record light is on, making sure I’m capturing the right angle. On the occasions when Jacob and I have to fly to Colorado for a board meeting, we like to bring Zoe with us. Digitally.

      I can’t count how many times we’ve sat side by side on the private plane, pretending our jerking fists are the special heaven between her thighs.

      Of course, we prefer her live and in the flesh, as she is right now.

      Welcoming Jacob back from our week-long trip on her hands and knees. He probably only has another sixty seconds before he comes in a fit of lust. Four years later, there’s still something about his stepsister’s pussy that snaps his willpower in half. And it’ll never change. This hold we have on each other is too consuming. Too necessary.

      Maybe part of Jacob’s struggle to last is me, sitting here, watching. Admiring. Every once in a while, they glance over to make sure I approve and when I do, they go all the harder. Moaning and straining, Zoe’s knees squeaking on the deck.

      We love her.

      Our obsession with each and every hair on her head is outrageous.

      Eternal.

      She is the glue. The missing piece we always needed.

      And now she’s our wife. Mother to our three children.

      Our sexual paradise.

      We have several homes around the globe and we take our time sailing between each one. We often fly to remote destinations to satisfy Zoe’s need for adventure, but we take those adventures with her. We also bring several experts and safety personnel along and threaten their lives if she gets a single fucking scratch on her beautiful skin.

      She is ours to spoil…and she spoils us, too.

      Jesus Christ, does she ever, I think, my cock swelling at the memory of the eager suck job she gave me this morning in the shower. My breath shudders out and I stub my cigar in the ashtray, reaching down to rub my hard dick through my shorts. Jacob’s gaze cuts toward me, sees what I’m doing and he pounds his shaft into our wife harder, his hoarse groans drowning out the ripple of water against the side of the boat.

      “Come for Daddy, Zoe,” I rasp, loud enough for her to hear.

      And right on cue, she undulates, pushing back against my brother’s rocking lap and trembling, crying out up at the night sky.

      The moonlight touches the streaks of moisture traveling down her thighs and I can’t wait to see how the effect looks on camera. Already can’t wait to relive the moment Jacob makes a choked sound, his back hunching, jaw slackening, his tight buttocks flexing, flexing, holding himself deep as he shoots off into Zoe’s phenomenally tight pussy.

      When it’s over, Jacob flops face down beside Zoe, the moonlight kissing his strong, tattooed back, the juicy curves of his sweat-covered ass. He reaches over and strokes his fingertips down her spine, looking at her lovingly, and I take a moment to admire them, to love them as well, before I rise slowly to my feet. I strip off my shirt and toss it aside. Both of their heads come up, breathless awareness in the eyes of my brother. Our wife.

      Zoe must be a mind reader, because she comes to her knees with a secret smile curving her lips. She gains her feet and approaches me, hips swaying, the most gorgeous female on the planet.

      Mine.

      Ours.

      She kisses me on the lips, giving me just a hint of tongue, before winking.

      “I’ll keep the camera rolling.”

      And then I take her place at the bow of the boat.
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