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        For you! I adore my readers, and I appreciate the time and effort you take to stay in touch.

        This one includes a special shout-out for some special people I was recently honored to spend time with and will never forget: Rosalie, Jan/Julie, Anita, Christine, Esther, Tracy, Lorraine the Great, Laura, Carmen, Kim, Alissa, Barb, Darlene, Shawn, Sandie and her wonderful hero John. Also Lilith, Chloe, Marion, Sue, Dawn, Jennifer and Noel, Melissa, April, Ilene and Jeff, Chayo, Lib, Saya, Lorna, Sylvie, Deb, Marion, Angelique, Kimi,

        and my spectacular Australian sisters—Erin, Jodie, and Jackie.
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        Slow Comfortable Screw Up Against the Wall

      

      

      1.5 oz sloe gin

      1.5 oz Southern Comfort

      3 oz fresh squeezed orange juice

      Floater of 0.5 oz Gailliano

      

      Shake sloe gin, Southern Comfort, and orange juice with ice. Pour into a glass filled with ice. Float the Gailliano on top. Garnish with a slice of orange. Feel free to also drop a maraschino cherry in it.

      

      Cheers!
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      “No. No. No, no, no.” Kristin glared at her younger sister. “And in case that wasn’t clear, hell, no.”

      “But—”

      “If you think I’m strutting out there”—she glanced out from behind the heavy velvet drapes toward the stage that had been artfully decorated and prepared for the upcoming fundraiser—“to be auctioned off like a lamb, you’ve lost your mind.” Before Mary could rush on with a million reasons why her suggestion was a brilliant one, Kristin interceded. “I know it’s a worthy cause, and all the money will support children’s education, but the answer remains hell, no.” Besides, she had donated her services as a bartender for the evening, leaving her own restaurant shorthanded on a weekend. By any measure, she’d done her part.

      “How long has it been since you’ve been out? With a man, I mean.”

      Kristin flinched. “That’s not fair. I work a lot.” Even she heard the defensive high note in her voice.

      “If you actually had a date, you wouldn’t need to spend all your money on batteries for your toys.” Mary raised one of her sculpted eyebrows.

      Kristin shuddered. That look had dragged her into more misadventures than she could count. Fortunately she’d had a lifetime to recognize the tactic.

      “Look, how could I know Carmen was going to get the flu?”

      Carmen Ortiz was not only a TV news weather reporter, she was stunning and as famous for her short, tight skirts as she was for her personality and meteorological skills. She was accustomed to the limelight. And people wanted to date her, which meant they would bid big bucks when she stepped onto the stage.

      Kristin, on the other hand, was a workaholic restauranteur who almost no one knew.

      “I’m in a bind. Unless you help out”—Mary paused for dramatic effect while her blue eyes filled with tears—“the entire event will be a failure.”

      Kristin couldn’t help herself. She laughed. “Nice try. There’s no way that tonight will be anything other than a great success. You’ve done an excellent job like you always do.”

      The venue’s ballroom was filled with Houston’s elite, seated around banquet tables and dressed in clothing no doubt purchased just for the occasion. A four-piece band was playing a Frank Sinatra tune, and a couple—a man in a tuxedo and a woman in a long black gown—glided across the dance floor.

      A Houston news crew was positioned near the stage while a society reporter scribbled notes and snapped pictures.

      Half a dozen skimpily clad servers moved through the area with champagne. The bars that served hard liquor and cocktails had people lined up in front of them.

      Mary leaned forward a little. “Someone needs to fill in for Carmen.”

      “I agree.”

      “I knew I could count on you.”

      “Oh no.” Kristin held up her hand as a physical barrier to keep Mary’s enthusiasm from sweeping her away. “That person will not be me.” Uncomfortable because her absence was causing a burden on the other bartenders, Kristin said, “Look, I’ll write you a check.”

      “This isn’t about you but rather the good you can do in the world.”

      Kristin was torn between sighing and rolling her eyes. As a child Mary had brought home every stray dog and cat she’d found. She would cry at the store if she saw a stuffed animal that was missing a foot or an ear. The tears would only stop if their parents relented and bought it for her. All of them still indulged her tender heart and cause du jour, but enough was enough.

      Even if she were braver, she wasn’t sure she could stand the humiliation of knowing she’d fetched less money than anyone else. How could she compare to the beauty queens and cheerleaders?

      The lines in front of the bars grew longer, and her absence was no doubt being felt.

      “How bad could it be? A guy makes a huge donation to Children First. You get a night out, he gets your company, and some deserving kid who is short on opportunity has a shot to go to college.”

      “Even without Carmen, this event is going to be your biggest yet.” In addition to writing a check, Kristin had donated a pricey dinner at her upscale restaurant, Atria. “I’ve got to get back.” Before Mary could say anything else, Kristin hurried back to her position behind one of the bars.

      “Your sister’s something else.” Joel looked up from the Long Island iced tea he was mixing.

      Joel was a bartender at Atria. While they were here, the restaurant was shorthanded.

      Less than ten minutes later, the band trailed off, and Mary took the stage. The spotlight hit her. Her sequined gown seemed to ignite in an explosion of color. The highlights in her blonde hair lent an angelic appeal.

      At times Kristin wondered if one of them had been adopted. She was as tall as her sister, but that’s where the resemblance ended. Her own hair was fiery red, and her figure was a bit more…voluptuous. She preferred jeans to skirts, cowboy boots to heels. How could Mary have even suggested Kristin climb up on the same stage?

      Mary thanked everyone for coming. Then she introduced the emcee for the evening, Steven Benoit, one of Houston’s most popular DJs. He had shoulders like a linebacker and a baritone voice that made half of the Lone Star State think of sultry summer nights.

      She finished serving the last customer and leaned against the wall to watch the event.

      Steven introduced the first bachelorette—a cheerleader for the local professional football team. She was young and nubile, wearing a gown with cutouts in the sides, revealing her tanned and toned body.

      The bidding for a date with her started at five thousand dollars and reached ten in mere seconds.

      Each man—and one woman—who placed a bid received a giggle and an adorable little wave.

      “Puh-leeze.”

      “You say something?” Joel asked.

      “If I were a man, I’d rather have a root canal than go out with her.”

      “I can see the appeal.”

      “No doubt.”

      Bidding ended at twenty-two thousand and change. Kristin was pleased for her sister and the charity, but she thought the winning stockbroker could have made a better investment.

      Next up was a Sunday afternoon car race at the stadium in Dallas, complete with pit passes, access to a hospitality tent, and dinner with a driver.

      “Are you going to join our next bachelorette for a weekend getaway to the spectacular Southgate Ranch? Enjoy a luxurious break from the city while dining on delectable meals, drinking wine, and soaking in a Texas sunset from the porch, away from any stress or worries.”

      That sounded delightful, like something she would enjoy.

      A man approached the bar. Since Joel and the others were wrapped up in the spectacle, she pasted on a smile and helped him.

      He ordered a pricey bottle of wine, and she poured a small amount into a glass for him to sample. He pretended to know about tasting. She pretended not to notice.

      “And now, gentleman”—Steven paused for effect—“I’d like to introduce the bachelorette who will be joining you for this fabulous getaway…” He pulled out a notecard.

      Kristin’s customer nodded his approval, and she started to fill his glass.

      “She is a local favorite.”

      Curious, Kristin glanced up. There was no one standing next to her sister, waiting to step into the spotlight.

      “Because I’m a huge fan of this young lady, I’m willing to place the opening bid myself. Two thousand dollars!” Steven called. “Gentlemen, who will raise me five hundred for an evening with Mary’s delightful sister, Kristin Daugherty?”

      Her mouth fell open. She met her sister’s gaze. Mary grinned and blew Kristin a kiss. Then the spotlight operator scanned the room until he found her.

      She froze, humiliated, aware of hundreds of pairs of eyes staring at her.

      “Close your mouth,” her customer said helpfully. “And give me the bottle of wine before you drop it.” He pried the bottle from her fingers.

      “Twenty-five hundred,” came a voice from the back of the room.

      She swung her gaze around the room, but because she was pinned by the spotlight’s glare, she couldn’t see who’d placed the bid.

      “Let’s get you up here, Kristin,” Steven invited, beckoning her.

      Frantically Kristin shook her head.

      “Don’t be shy!”

      Kristin was trapped. And at the end of the evening, she was going to kill her sister. And Steven too. How had she thought for a moment that he was handsome? And if she never heard his voice again, it would be too soon.

      “Who wouldn’t want a weekend away with one of Houston’s best restauranteurs and bartenders? Do you like to be shaken, gentlemen? Or perhaps stirred?”

      A wave of chuckles ran through the room.

      “Now let’s show Ms. Daugherty some encouragement.”

      All around her, people began to clap and chant her name.

      “Go on, Kristin!” Joel encouraged.

      Helpless, swept along in the moment, she made her way to the front of the room. Then an usher offered her a hand up the stairs to the stage.

      Steven planted a kiss on her cheek. “You’re a good sport.”

      “No. I’m not.” She stood there, blinded in the spotlight. She was aware of her too-tight pants, the tuxedo shirt that strained across her bosom and the bow tie that angled askew. Strands of her hair had escaped from the confines of their clips and caused a riotous disarray around her face. All the other eligible bachelors and bachelorettes were dressed to kill. And she was dressed to serve overpriced drinks.

      Mary was going to die.

      “I’m bidding three thousand dollars for a weekend date with Kristin. Who’ll give me thirty-five hundred?”

      “Thirty-five!”

      Was that the same man who’d placed the earlier bid?

      “Four thousand.”

      “Thank you,” Steven said to another bidder. “Forty-five, anyone?”

      This was insane. She hadn’t had a date in months, hadn’t slept with anyone in even longer.

      Steven dropped out at seven thousand, leaving two men, neither of whom she could see, competing against each other.

      Shocking her, the bidding ended at nine thousand dollars.

      Nine thousand dollars for a weekend with me? Who would be willing to lay out that kind of cash?

      The man in question stood. The spotlight hit him.

      Kristin grabbed onto Steven’s arm for support.

      The evening had gone from bad to terrible to a living nightmare.
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      Daniel Armstrong.

      It couldn’t be.

      Mary hustled over, her smile lighting up her eyes. “Damn, Kristin! I knew you’d bring in a small fortune.” She dragged Kristin off to the side so a former pageant winner could be auctioned off.

      “Isn’t this the best?”

      The best? She couldn’t think of anything worse. A date with Daniel Armstrong? On a ranch? After the revenge he probably wanted to exact from her? “This is beyond horrible. Please. Please, don’t take the money.”

      “Don’t be ridiculous. He’s a wonderful person. This couldn’t have gone any better.” Mary flushed and glanced away.

      Realization, hot and horrible, dawned. “You knew Daniel was going to bid on me.” Kristin grabbed her sister’s hand in a merciless grip. “Oh God. How do you even know him?”

      “He comes to most of my events.”

      Of course he did. Always on the prowl. “Did he ask you to arrange this whole thing?”

      Near them, a nervous bachelor paced. He wiped sweat from his brow with a sopping handkerchief, and his face was so pale his cheekbones seemed to protrude. All too well, she empathized.

      “I’ve got to go, sis.” Mary shot a reassuring smile in his direction, then extracted her hand so she could go and comfort the man. “You’ll be okay.”

      Kristen wouldn’t. Not only had she flat-out rejected him, he’d seen her a few weeks ago at Sanctuary, one of the Houston area’s most upscale BDSM clubs.

      He’d been leading a submissive who was attached to a leash. Surprising Kristin, Daniel had stopped near her. From the way she’d nervously cast her gaze to the floor, she’d known that he’d guessed she had submissive inclinations.

      Before she’d been allowed into the club as a visitor, she’d had to sign a copy of the rules. In keeping with protocol, Daniel hadn’t said her name, but the way he’d tipped his head to the side let her know he’d recognized her.

      He’d seemingly catalogued each detail about her, starting with her high heels, the flare of her skirt, even the curve of her breasts before he’d captured her gaze. For a fleeting, mad, mad moment she’d regretted refusing his advances.

      It had been three years since she’d escaped Franklin’s greedy, dictatorial clutches. And she had no intention of spending her time with another man who was just like him.

      If she had any doubts, Daniel’s parting words at the club had sealed them: “We’re not done.”

      His threat had weakened her knees.

      When he’d walked away, she’d started to tremble.

      Mary had no idea what he was capable of. Leashing a sub. Forcing the woman to kneel. Turning Kristin into a river of sexual need.

      Now, with long, predatory strides, Daniel moved toward her. Fight or flight warred in her. Hating herself, she froze

      “Kristin.”

      Daniel.

      With the inexorable force of his dominant, masculine body, he crowded her a little, backing her toward the rear of the stage, away from lights, TV crews, and prying eyes of the society reporter.

      Even though she stood about five-eight in shoes, she still had to tip her head back to look at him.

      Damn he was handsome in a black tuxedo and crisp, white shirt. How could she not have remembered how broad he was or the fact that his hair was a little too long with strands as dark as the Gulf of Mexico on a moonless winter night. She definitely didn’t recall his blue eyes being so intense and penetrating.

      She drew a deep breath to cover her nerves. “You’re persistent.”

      “I reserved a seat the moment Mary agreed to put you on the stage.” His slow, Southern drawl sent ripples through her. “I got a bargain. The truth is, I would have paid any amount to have you.”

      “There’s been a mistake.” Her voice held a trapped, frantic edge that she hated. “I didn’t agree to any of this. Even if I had, I would have excluded you from the bidding.”

      “Now you’re hurting my feelings. But I’m accustomed to that.” He lifted a shoulder in an easy shrug. “However I remain ever hopeful and undeterred. I want the opportunity to get to know you better.”

      “On the other hand, I know exactly who you are.”

      His eyes blazed. “You have no idea.”

      “I’ll write you a check to cover your misguided bid.” Even though she couldn’t afford it.

      “No chance.”

      Kristin inhaled his scent, that of masculinity and resolve. “I beg your pardon?”

      “You’re mine, Kristin.” He captured a lock of her hair and wrapped it around his index finger. “I’ve had a dozen fantasies about this moment.”

      “So you set up this elaborate scheme just so you could…” God help her. She couldn’t say it.

      “Have my evil ways with you? Dominate you?”

      She hated this, the fact he knew her deepest secret, that she had submissive fantasies.

      “Your outfit that night. It was PVC.” He referred to a material she liked—shiny like vinyl but with a fit like leather.

      “You remember?”

      “Every fucking detail about you, ever.” He released her hair.

      Sucking in a breath at the determination in his gaze, she backed away until her rear collided with the wall behind her. Despite the noise and the excitement, it was as if the two of them were alone in the world.

      “You weren’t wearing a bra.” His voice was soft, creating intimacy. “You had nothing underneath that jacket, and your zipper was open to the top of your cleavage, and there was an O-ring attached to the hasp, an invitation to hook my finger in and draw it all the way down. And I very nearly did.”

      Her breaths were hot and short, but it didn’t matter. She wouldn’t yield to him. “You’ve wasted your money.”

      “Have I? You’re not in the least bit curious?”

      “No.” Liar. Who wouldn’t have crazy fantasies about him?

      “You’re a beautiful woman. Smart. Mouthy. Ambitious. And you mix one hell of a mean Slow Comfortable Screw Up against the Wall.”

      Daniel was a semi-regular visitor to Atria. One evening, instead of his usual whiskey, he’d requested the frou-frou drink—no doubt to get a reaction from her.

      She hadn’t let him know it, but it had worked. A stark and sizzling image of him taking her against a wall had flashed through her mind.

      Her insides had been fluttering. He’d focused all his attention on her as she’d mixed and shaken the ingredients, making her extra aware of the way her breasts had swayed.

      Then, because he had flustered her…which annoyed her—she’d stuck a bright pink umbrella in the drink before sliding it across to him.

      He’d taken a drink of her sweet-but-lethal concoction, and he hadn’t tried to hide his wince. She’d smiled her satisfaction.

      “How about next weekend?”

      “I can’t leave Atria on Friday or Saturday.” Then she took a breath. “And I think it’s pretty shitty of you to even suggest it when you already have a submissive.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Look, Daniel. I saw you at Sanctuary.”

      “You saw me with a sub.”

      “She was on a leash.” Damn it. That image was scorched into her brain. The woman had been stunning in her submission.

      Before that night, Kristin had never been to a BDSM club. She still wouldn’t have ever been there if it hadn’t been for the fact that her friend Stanley had dragged her along. He’d wanted to visit but his boyfriend had broken up with him the week before. Rather than go alone, he’d begged, cajoled, and batted his pretty eyes until she’d agreed to go with him.

      The things she’d seen at the building about forty-five minutes from Houston had stunned her. It was one thing to read about submissives, males as well as females, wearing collars and leashes. It was entirely another thing to witness it live. The shock had been compounded by the sight of Daniel. “A leash that you were holding.”

      “Lilly is a sub. But she’s not my sub.”

      Why did he have to be so tempting?

      “For one weekend, I’m offering you that opportunity.”

      Impossible. “No. Maybe you misheard. Steven said the package included wonderful meals, great wine, amazing sunrises. Being a submissive was not part of the bargain.” Hope, expectation, and fear collided into a solid knot in her stomach.

      “Of course, it’s up to you. As you noted, I’m a patient man. I’ll take you as I can get you in the hopes that one day you’ll ask me to dominate you.”

      “That’s not going to happen.” She fought to keep her voice steady. “I’m not actually a sub.”

      “You’re not?”

      “No.” Damn it. Her voice sounded breathless, not firm.

      He took another step closer to her. He dominated her space, overwhelming her with his masculine power.

      “Not even a little?”

      Her heart thundered. “Not even a little bit,” she repeated.

      “That’s what your mouth says. Your body…the way you’re breathing, the way your eyes are open so wide, the way you just licked your lower lip… Your body tells a different story.” He put his finger under her chin, and the ring on his finger caught her eye.

      All too well, she knew what it was. Athena’s owl. The eyes were emeralds, and they winked in the light. Franklin had worn one as well, with a great deal of misplaced pride and arrogance. The ring marked Daniel as a Titan, a member of the Zetas, an elite secret society of the world’s wealthiest and most powerful individuals.

      She was wholly unimpressed and even more cautious than she had been.

      Unexpectedly a callus abraded her. The juxtaposition—rough, rather than smooth—shocked her. “All I did was watch. I didn’t”—she cleared her throat—“do anything while I was there.”

      “And here you are, talking about it instead of slapping my face or running.”

      “You have me trapped, you oaf.” As an afterthought, she brought her hands up between them and placed them on his chest.

      Then she wished she hadn’t. His chest was strong. Beneath her palms, he was warm, strong, intoxicating. And a wicked, wicked part of her wanted to unfasten his bow tie, then unbutton his shirt.

      Hadn’t she learned her lesson with Franklin?

      “You don’t want to escape. If you were honest with yourself and with me, you’d admit it to both of us.” As if to prove his point, he moved his finger away.

      Heaven save her from her traitorous body.

      “Tell me what you saw that intrigued you. Are you hoping that I’ll put a collar on you? That I’ll make you do things so that you can pretend they were against your will?”

      He leaned in a bit closer, and her brain finally kicked into gear. This time she pushed against him.

      He didn’t budge.

      “I’m going to kiss you, Ms. Daugherty.”

      No chance in hell. She opened her mouth to object, but nothing came out.

      His eyes became midnight.

      She was paralyzed, hypnotized by him, his power.

      For a shocking moment, she wondered what it might be like to surrender to him, to be at the club with him as his submissive. What would it be like if his rich voice was thickened with command? What would it feel like to have his hand firmly on her backside?

      She shouldn’t want to find out.

      “Tell me no, Kristin.”

      Damn him.

      “Or give me permission.”

      Run.

      Her body disobeyed her mind’s command. Instead of shoving him away, she offered her surrender.

      Daniel smiled. There was no triumph in his expression, only pleasure. Then he touched his lips to hers. His kiss was firm and insistent. He tasted of champagne. Had the rogue been celebrating before winning her?

      Slowly he moved in closer, putting a leg between hers, capturing her hair and pulling back on her head, positioning her for a deeper penetration.

      His tongue met hers, and she became weak, recognizing his power over her. He handled her as if they’d been doing this for years. There was nothing punishing about it, just something overwhelming.

      He brought up a hand to cradle one of her breasts. She suddenly wished she hadn’t worn such a serviceable bra. She wanted to feel his skin on hers, wanted to feel her nipple grow and lengthen as he teased it.

      He squeezed her.

      She gasped.

      Her pussy moistened as he placed his thigh against her crotch. Good Lord, she’d never been kissed like this before.

      She hungered for him, and it was all she could do not to shamelessly grind herself against him.

      “We won’t have her at Southgate Ranch until next weekend at the earliest, so you’d better stop before you have her spread open before you on the stage.”

      At the intrusion of the voice, different but somehow familiar, she opened her eyes to see who had spoken.

      Interrupted, Daniel ended the kiss and stepped back.

      Motions frantic, she shoved him away. “What the hell is going on?”

      “I don’t believe you’ve met my twin.” Daniel tilted his chin toward the second man. “Noah Armstrong.”

      Noah bowed politely, acknowledging the introduction. “My pleasure.” With Southern charm, he took her hand and kissed it.

      “Two?” The floor whirled beneath her as she struggled to wrap her mind around the fact there were identical versions of Daniel standing next to each other. “There are two of you?”

      Noah smiled, so similar yet so different from his brother. “And one of you.”

      Kristin couldn’t remember how to swallow. If Noah’s eyes weren’t a fraction of a shade lighter than Daniel’s, she’d never be able to tell them apart.

      Noah’s gaze was so compelling, she couldn’t look away. “We like the odds.”

      “We?” The word emerged around a squeak.

      “You’ll be spending the time with both of us.” Daniel continued to regard her. “My brother is graciously throwing open the doors of Southgate to us for our weekend.”

      “Your brother? You mean the ranch is yours?”

      “It is.” Noah finally released her hand, and her skin continued to tingle.

      She’d assumed there would be other guests or visitors at Southgate, but if it was their private home…

      “Of course, there’s a catch.” Daniel stepped back into the conversation. “We’ll be sharing you.”

      “You’ll be…?” Sharing? What the hell did that mean? Scowling, she looked from one to the other. “You’re…?” Both Doms? They wanted her to spend the weekend with two masters? Hysterically she shook her head. Then she responded in the only possible way she could to save her sanity.
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      “Are you sure you didn’t scare her?” Noah asked. He uncapped a local IPA from a microbrewery in South Texas and slid it across the quartz countertop in the kitchen of Southgate.

      “Scare her? No.” Daniel caught the beer, then wrapped it with a paper towel to absorb the moisture condensing on the bottle. “I terrified her.”

      Kristin Daugherty, with her stunned gasps, had reacted as he’d anticipated when he placed the winning bid. Shocked. Trapped. Then the gorgeous redhead had given him the sweetest of kisses. He’d replayed the taste of her a dozen times in the days since he’d won her at the auction.

      And when he informed her that he and Noah would be sharing her, she ran for her life. Since then, she hadn’t answered her phone or emails. Soon he’d be stopping by Atria, though experience taught him that she wasn’t averse to publicly rejecting him.

      “You may be crazy for thinking she’s the one for us.”

      “There’s only one way to find out.”

      Noah lifted one shoulder fatalistically as he pointed out the obvious. “You’d have to be able to get hold of her first.”

      Of the two brothers, Noah was the most pragmatic, tending toward pessimistic. In a lot of ways, he provided a good counterbalance to Daniel’s single-minded pursuit of the things he wanted and confidence in his ability to achieve whatever goal he set his mind to.

      “Gianna was a disaster.”

      Daniel flinched. “Which means she wasn’t the right one.” Daniel looked at his younger brother. Younger by about nine minutes, but younger was younger, and he rarely let Noah forget it. “Kristin, though… I’ve watched her for several years.” Watched and waited.

      “You’re obsessed.”

      “You met her that night.”

      “I didn’t say you were wrong to be obsessed.” Noah uncapped an amber for himself and took a long drink. “I’m suggesting you proceed with care. Make sure your interest isn’t because she was the only one who’s ever resisted your charms.”

      Daniel took a long draw from his beer as he considered his brother’s warning. Of course, Daniel was male enough to enjoy the chase. But if that had been the only thing he wanted, he would have moved on after a few weeks.

      Her red hair was the stuff of fantasies. He’d imagined the long locks spilled against the stark white of his cotton pillowcase.

      He adored the way her eyes were a window to her emotions. Her mouth said one thing, but her body, her expression, said differently.

      No doubt she’d been hurt before. He knew her fucking ex, Franklin. What possessed her to date him in the first place was beyond Daniel. Though he knew he should proceed slowly, impatience drove him. Waiting, wanting, hadn’t worked.

      Daniel paced to the window and looked out, unable to see all of their land. Sugar cane was ready to be harvested after years of the land lying fallow. The citrus trees were growing. “Everything worth the reward takes time. Like this place. Blood, sweat, and tears. You’ve done a hell of a job out here.”

      “None of this would have been possible without you.”

      Built by their ancestors in the waning months of the nineteenth century, Southgate had remained a family stronghold for generations.

      Then his great-grandfather had lost it all. His grandmother had grown up on the ranch, and she was constantly sharing her memories.

      When she was dying, Daniel and Noah, along with their parents, had vowed to buy back the family ranch.

      It had required decades of strategy and a lot of money.

      Over the generations, the home had fallen into disrepair. Restoring it was consuming even more money. They leased out a section for hunting, and the agribusiness was certain to produce revenue soon.

      Noah had moved his business to the house so he could do most of the repairs himself while being available to oversee the crews he’d hired to do the rest of the work. Under his watch, bathrooms had been added, electric and plumbing had been modernized, and the kitchen remodeled.

      None of that would matter unless there was a future generation to inherit the property.

      Their younger sister showed zero interest in the ranch and professed her intention of never settling down, so that left it to the brothers to think about heirs.

      Trouble was, nothing was easy with the Armstrongs. Neither brother was a cheater, and finding a woman they could share and who enjoyed a sexual appetite to match theirs was a challenge.

      It didn’t help that Daniel was fixated on a certain restauranteur who’d continually rejected him.

      He took a long drink of his ale.

      Keeping his hands off Kristin after he’d won her had tested his iron will. And dealing with her constant attempts to avoid coming to Southgate was fraying his temper.

      “How many more excuses do you think she’ll come up with?” Noah asked. Not surprisingly, he’d read Daniel’s mind.

      “She’s imaginative.” They’d thought they could set up the getaway in short order, but she hadn’t complied. She’d manufactured excuse after excuse, from her work schedule to the flu, from baby and bridal showers to Mary asking her to volunteer at the local shelter. He’d allowed Kristin to put off her visit for too damn long. Summer had eased into autumn. If he didn’t remain strong, she’d be soon using Christmas as a reason to postpone until next year.

      Beer in hand, Daniel excused himself, then headed out the front door and down the path to the pleasure cottage he’d started designing with Kristin in mind.

      He was pleased with the progress.

      Daniel had constructed a St. Andrew’s cross. He’d ordered a spanking bench from a renowned Dom in Denver, and it had arrived today. The idea of having Kristin affixed to the bench, her delectable ass imprisoned and exposed for him, had kept him awake nights.

      It was time for her to honor her obligations. This time he’d make damn sure she did.
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        * * *

      

      Kristin had run out of excuses.

      The brothers had agreed to a Sunday noon through Tuesday evening arrangement so she didn’t miss the restaurant’s busy days.

      Yesterday she’d said she was ill.

      In response Daniel had sent her a care package of medication.

      Then she’d said she was needed at Atria.

      He’d sent a message that he’d talked to Amelia, Atria’s more than capable manager. Another bartender was happy to work an extra shift.

      Kristin had been searching for the word “excuses” on the internet when her phone had lit up again.

      You’ve tried my patience one too many times.

      Cancel one more time and I’ll report you to the director of the charity.

      D

      Since the woman was Mary’s boss, Mary might lose the opportunity to work on next year’s fundraiser. For a half-second, for which she had immediate remorse, Kristin considered it.

      After that he’d stopped responding to her calls, texts, and private messages.

      At eleven a.m., an hour before Daniel was due to pick her up, a deliveryman arrived. She signed for the white box. Then, as soon as she slammed shut the townhome’s door, she ripped off the bow.

      Her breath caught in her lungs when she saw the gift.

      A black leather corset lay nestled in white tissue paper. Hands shaking, she pulled out the exquisite lingerie, marveling at how soft and supple it was. It was an underbust cut, meaning it would leave her breasts bare. She’d never worn something so risqué. He’d provided a garter belt and stockings, along with a wisp-of-nothing thong.

      It shouldn’t surprise her that he’d continue to be so relentless in his pursuit, and she’d been obsessing about what to pack, what to wear. Jeans and cowboy boots, like she wore ninety percent of the time? A dress for dinner? After all, the pictures that she’d seen showed the Southgate dining room to be rather formal.

      Or, since he was a Dom, would he expect her to dress as a submissive, potentially in something like the miniskirt she’d worn to Sanctuary?

      The uncertainty had been driving her mad. He’d seen her in PVC, but meeting him at the door looking as if she was ready for a BDSM scene would be too much if he wanted her to be more traditional. And honestly, she needed to keep him away. And that would be much easier if she was wearing clothes that covered her entire body and didn’t allow him easy access.

      She’d slipped into jeans and a T-shirt just minutes before the doorbell had rung.

      With this corset, Daniel was exerting his preference.

      He wanted her dressed to please him, and the sluttier, the better.

      Next she pulled out a leather collar. It was thick and substantial with O-rings attached, one in the front, the other in the back. So that he could clip something to it? Like a leash?

      God save her from such a determined, relentless man.

      Then she saw he’d included a note as well.

      Wear this for us. Please.

      He’d scrawled a D at the bottom.

      She held the note with nerveless fingers and reread the handwritten words.

      Wear this.

      For us.

      He hadn’t written “for me.” He’d written “for us.” The reminder that she’d be alone with two identical, gorgeous men made a frisson of excitement dance up her spine.

      Recognizing he’d bested her, she sighed and crossed to the antique hallway mirror to hold the garment against her body. The black was a perfect choice with her red hair and fair skin. The size was large enough to be a perfect fit making her realize he saw her as she was, not as someone he wished she were.

      But she couldn’t wear this. If she followed his order, what would he think?

      Maybe the truth about her, she realized. Maybe he’d think she wanted to explore her own sexuality. Maybe he’d think she wanted to wear something that would please him. Maybe he’d see what she was only now admitting to herself, that she couldn’t stop fantasizing about him dominating her.

      But did it have to be Daniel?

      And Noah?

      Twins. Double trouble, for certain.

      Her phone rang.

      Hurrying to her purse in the living room, she grabbed the device from it. Surprising her, the readout showed Daniel’s name and number.

      “Did you receive my gift?”

      After ignoring her calls and messages, he couldn’t take a moment to say hello or ask how she was? As if he could see her, she scowled.

      “Did you?”

      “Yes.”

      “You’ll look lovely in it.”

      “I…”

      He waited.

      “I’m not sure I can do this.”

      “You can’t do what? Come with me for a couple of days? Can’t be with me and Noah? Can’t wear the corset? Can’t let go of your inhibitions long enough to explore the part of yourself that you usually keep hidden?”

      If she were honest with him, with herself, she’d admit that she wasn’t sure she could take a chance with him, on him. That he was willing to take her places she’d never been worried her more. Because of his reputation, she knew that once he’d tasted her, he’d no longer want her.

      She settled for a reason that was mostly truth. “The idea of being with the two of you and dressed like a…”

      “A hot little submissive?”

      “I don’t exactly see myself in that way.”

      “So stop thinking about yourself.” He said the words softly as if they were easy. “Get out of your own head, stop holding yourself back. Think about me, about Noah. We want you dressed that way. We want you wearing an outfit that pleases us.” He drew a breath. “Tell me about the nights since the auction.”

      “I’m not sure what you mean.”

      “Have you thought about me?”

      “No.”

      He chuckled. “That’s a lie.”

      Heat crept up her cheeks.

      “How many times? Every night when you go to bed?”

      Damn you.

      “Tell me you haven’t thought about tonight. Tell me you haven’t wondered what I’ve got in mind. Tell me you haven’t imagined having two men pleasure and satisfy your every desire. Tell me you haven’t pictured yourself wearing a collar that marks you as mine and Noah’s.”

      She fingered the metal O-ring.

      The silence hung between them, heavy, waiting for her to fill it.

      What was she supposed to say? Confess she’d fantasized about him? Them? She wanted to take a chance, but why bother? There was no future. So why waste the time? So you’ll have the memory?

      Kristen sighed. It was a couple of days, an exploration, nothing more. And who didn’t want two hot, sexy men? “Once or twice.”

      “I’ve thought of nothing but you. Noah’s thought of no one but you. Right now my dick’s rock hard just from hearing the sound of your voice.”

      Men had said a lot of things to her over the years, but never something like that, something so raw and primal. Shockingly it aroused her.

      “What have you thought about? Maybe being draped over my lap and spanked.”

      She drew a deep breath. “I’ve never been spanked.”

      “But you visited Sanctuary.”

      “With Stanley. He’s gay.”

      “Okay.” Confusion made him sound uncertain.

      “It was my first-ever visit. And I wouldn’t have gone if Stanley hadn’t dragged me along with him.”

      “You’re serious that you’ve never played?”

      She tipped her chin back. “Never.” A couple of boyfriends had tied her up. One had blindfolded her. She’d gotten a couple of swats from a guy in college. That was it.

      He gave a deep sigh of satisfaction. “I love that.”

      “You’re not disappointed?”

      “In getting to train you to my ways and needs?”

      She sank onto the couch.

      “On the contrary. I couldn’t be more delighted.”

      Silence dragged for several long seconds. Her heart hammered as images crowded her brain, each one shoving the other to the side. She pictured him in his office, feet on his desk, leaning back, maybe looking at the Houston skyline. Did he really have an erection caused by her?

      “Right this moment, Kristin, are you turned on?”

      “Yes.”

      “I’ll be there in less than an hour. Don’t pack anything. You won’t need it.”

      “What?”

      “I’ll provide you with everything you need. Be ready.”

      Before she could say anything else, he ended the call.

      This time together was going to happen. She wanted it. She didn’t want it. The dichotomy of her own feelings surprised her.

      Aware of time rushing past, she hurried to her bedroom for her cosmetic bag and threw in a few last-minute items. No matter what he said, she needed a few basic necessities. She grabbed the jeans she’d selected last night and rolled them up, stuffing them in the bottom of her overnight bag. And what the hell, she tossed in some silk pajamas too.

      She grabbed her naughty shoes from the back of her closet. They were fabulously cute, four-inch spiked heels, patent leather, with silver studs embedded in the ankle straps as well as in the two straps that crossed her toes and instep.

      Then she returned to the living room and picked up the corset. She wasn’t quite sure where to start with the garment and how to get all the hooks fastened. Top to bottom? Bottom to top? Or somewhere in the middle? Could she turn it backward to make fastening it easier?

      Less than fifteen minutes later, the doorbell rang.

      She was still standing in her living room, wearing jeans and not much of anything else, struggling with the dozens of hooks and eyes that marched up the back of the leather. Her C-cup breasts were exposed, her nipples hard in the cool air. Frustration had made her irritable.

      The doorbell sounded a second time. “Open up, Kristin.”

      Her shoulders slumped.

      With a deep sigh, as much from frustration as resignation, she crossed the room on bare feet. She turned the lock and stood behind the door for privacy as she opened it. “You’re early.”

      Without waiting for her invitation, he crossed the threshold then closed and secured the deadbolt before appreciatively sweeping his gaze over her. “Let me have a look at you.”

      “That’s not necessary.” She held the corset in place, trying to cover her breasts.

      Jeans, soft from wear, snuggled his powerful thighs. His white dress shirt was open at the neck, and she saw a scattering of downy hair that she wanted to run her fingers through. His hair looked a little windblown, but he still smelled of the outdoors, of dominance, of sin. “You said you’d be here in an hour.”

      “I said less than an hour,” he corrected. “You were going to fuss and fume and send another half a dozen excuses to my cell phone, so I figured I’d save you the effort.”

      “Big of you.”

      “I guessed you could use a hand with the corset.”

      She scowled. “I could just wear a T-shirt.”

      “Come away from the wall.”

      Reluctantly she did.

      “Lower your hands.”

      Looking at him, her gaze trapped by his, nerves threatening to drown her, she dropped her hands.

      He sucked in a breath. “Jesus,” he said. “You’re more spectacular than I imagined, and I’ve imagined plenty.”

      Daniel’s eyes darkened with approval, and her nerves began to recede.

      He reached out and kneaded her breasts. Then he squeezed her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.

      He kept her gaze imprisoned.

      “Your nipples are perfect. So responsive.”

      To him, she realized, there was nothing wrong with her body.

      “I’m glad I bought you an underbust corset.” He teased her mercilessly. “Though I hadn’t considered it might mean we don’t make it to Southgate. In fact I’m tempted to just take you to your bedroom right now.”

      “Daniel…”

      “I like the way you say my name. And I’m going to like it better when you scream it out during an orgasm.”

      “Pretty sure of yourself.”

      “Pretty sure of you,” he said. “Turn around.”

      His fingers were deft, his touch sure, as he cinched her into the garment. This was a man who knew his way around lingerie. With the way he’d already kissed and touched her, she realized he also knew his way around a woman’s body. Of course he did. He’d earned his reputation as a ladies’ man.

      The corset was tight, making her stand just a bit straighter. The garment and its inflexibility made her very much aware of her breathing as well as her femininity.

      “Look how beautiful you are.” He moved her toward the mirror.

      He stood behind her, close, watching her in the mirror as she looked at herself. The leather flattered her, pushing her breasts higher and nipping in her waist.

      “Sexy.”

      When she’d dressed in her miniskirt to go to Sanctuary, she hadn’t felt this good. Stanley, since he was gay, had barely looked at her. She’d been self-conscious the entire evening. Now, with the approval in Daniel’s eyes, she was anything but.

      “Now for the rest.”

      The monster gave her no privacy.

      He stood there, arms folded across his chest, leaning against the wall, watching her.

      She opened the snap of her jeans, then lowered the zipper. She wiggled out of the denim, then kicked her jeans aside.

      “Do you shave?”

      “Wait and see.”

      “Sassy.”

      It was either hide behind a sharp tongue or be rendered unable to speak from the constant gushes of anxiety. She favored cotton bikini briefs, which, she suspected, he’d be having none of for the next couple of days.

      As she pulled down the white panties, he let out a soft, slow whistle.

      “You do shave.”

      She had in the shower this morning. For the first time. To her, the initial sight of her mound in the mirror had been shocking. But the approval in his tone convinced her she’d made the right decision.

      “Yeah, this whole thing has been a bad idea.” His tone was feral. “Seeing you half-naked is making it impossible to think about getting you to Southgate.”

      She laughed, her stress dissipating under the onslaught of desire. He pushed away from the wall and went to the sofa, where she’d discarded the box and its contents.

      He picked up the scrap of lace that was the garter belt.

      Without asking he fastened it around her waist. “I enjoy dressing you almost as much as I’m going to enjoy undressing you.”

      She perched on the edge of a chair to put on the stockings. Then she fumbled with the first clasp.

      “Come to me.”

      She stood, and he moved across the room, then knelt behind her. His touch on her thighs made her squirm.

      “Stay still.”

      “Easy for you to say.”

      He took his time. Then, when he was done, he skimmed his fingertips between her legs, not quite touching her clit.

      “Daniel! There’s no clasp there.”

      Without answering he secured the second stocking before instructing. “Face me.”

      She turned around. He was looking up at her, his gaze unblinking as he studied her. “Do you have any idea how sexy you are?”

      “I’m glad you think so.”

      This was amazing, having a gorgeous Titan on his knees in front of her. She was certain he could smell her arousal. But that had to be what he wanted; otherwise, why would he be so merciless with his teasing?

      He finished securing the stockings to the garter belt. Instead of standing, he spoke. “Open your legs for me, Kristin.”

      Helpless to resist him, not wanting to resist him, she spread her legs to shoulder width.

      He stroked her between her labia, finding her wet and slippery. The feel of her pussy without hair was different, more intense than she could have imagined.

      Then he slid a finger inside her. Instinctively she jerked her hips forward.

      It had been so long, and the touch of another was so different from her own.

      With his finger inside her, he held her prisoner and moved his head closer toward her. He wouldn’t…

      He did.

      He kissed her clit, then licked her in long, slow strokes.

      She jerked beneath his expert touch. “Daniel…”

      “Do you want to come?”

      “Yes!” It almost always took her forever to orgasm, but his relentlessness had put her on the cusp in seconds.

      He finger-fucked her and licked her, ate her until she groaned and moaned. When she was even closer, he shoved a second finger in her, finding her G-spot. She screamed and dug her fingers into his hair, holding on as she rode the intense orgasm.

      “I love how you react to me,” he said when she begged him to stop.

      She blinked. “Damn. You’re good at that!”

      “I intend to find another dozen ways to bring you to orgasm.”

      “Another dozen?”

      “I’m wondering if you can come from me sucking on your nipples.”

      Kristin didn’t know the answer to that.

      “Or if you can orgasm from a spanking.”

      She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it again before saying anything.

      “It’s not like you to have nothing to say.” He stood. “I like it when you’re speechless.”

      If he knew her at all, he’d have to know it wouldn’t last long. “Is your cock hard?”

      He raised a brow.

      She glanced at his groin. His jeans were impressively tight across the crotch. “I want you to fuck me.”

      This time she’d made him speechless. It was more satisfying than she would have believed. “I’d like to get it out of the way.”

      “I’ve waited two years for you, and you want me to fuck you to get it out of the way?”

      “Maybe that didn’t come out right. I’ll relax if we just do it.” And she hoped it wouldn’t be as good as she had convinced herself it would be.

      “Just do it?”

      “Please quit being a jerk.” She met his eyes. “And fuck me already.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Kristin didn’t have to ask a third time.

      His gaze darkened in the way she was already coming to expect. She reached for his belt, and he lowered his zipper.

      In seconds his pants were around his ankles. He wasn’t wearing any underwear at all. And… “You shave?” She’d never seen a man who shaved before. Trimmed, yes. But this? And his cock… Erect, ridiculously big. He was magnificent. “I want you inside me.”

      He backed her against the wall. “You got my test results?” he asked.

      “Yes.” Earlier in the week, he’d asked about condoms. In response she’d said she was clean. He’d attached medical records for himself as well as Noah to the return email. She’d sent her own and added the fact that she was on birth control.

      “We can still use condoms if you feel more secure.”

      “No. I’d rather we didn’t.”

      He grabbed her wrists and pinned her hands over her head. He looked down at her, keeping her gaze imprisoned. He insinuated a leg between her thighs. “Fuck my leg. Be as naughty as you want while I watch you.”

      She’d never done anything like this. Though she liked to think of herself as adventurous, this was way past where she’d gone.

      “Let go. I’ve got you.”

      Her pussy was still wet from her earlier orgasm. Timidly at first, she rubbed herself against him.

      He leaned in a bit farther, and she surrendered. He had her secure against the wall, and he made it clear he could support as much weight as she put on his thigh.

      “Grind it out, beautiful submissive.”

      She spread her legs more and did as he instructed.

      The friction of skin to skin, the hardness of his leg, the strength of his hands holding her prisoner against the wall, the feel of the corset keeping her body straight, the idea she was dressed in a way that pleased him… All combined to make an orgasm crawl inside her.

      She screamed as the climax ripped through her.

      Before she was done riding it, he shifted their bodies. “Get on your toes.”

      Hardly able to do as he said, she accepted his help in repositioning her body.

      He filled her with his cock in one quick, efficient move.

      She moaned, her head falling onto his shoulder. Nothing in her wildest dreams prepared her for this.

      He penetrated her, stretched her, and demanded her response.

      “Daniel…” It was a request, a whisper.

      “Come for me.”

      She’d never been capable of multiple orgasms. Until now she’d thought they were a myth.

      Her body slammed against the wall. She was consumed by his dominance, his masculinity, as he fucked her.

      Shouting his name, she orgasmed. She would have collapsed except for the fact he kept a tight hold on her.

      As her breathing returned to normal, she was aware of his impending orgasm, the change in the intensity of his thrusts.

      “Your scream sounded as good as I’d hoped.” His jaw clenched.

      Giving into impulse, she kissed his cheek.

      While her orgasm had been loud, he came with a single grunt of satisfaction.

      She clenched her internal muscles to milk his cock dry.

      He shuddered. “Damn, Kristin.” He shook his head. “Damn.”

      After taking several long breaths, he opened his eyes.

      His grip on her wrists loosened a little, and she pulled her hands away, only to wrap them around his neck and draw him closer. “Glad that’s out of the way.”

      “That comment will definitely earn you a spanking.”

      “Promises, promises.”

      He seared her with a kiss that demanded everything she had to offer.

      Kristin wasn’t sure exactly what she’d gotten herself into, but she knew one thing: she’d never be the same after it.

      “Stay there.”

      He pulled his jeans back into place before leaving her. In the bathroom, the sound of water running and splashing into the basin reached her. Satisfied and unable to move, Kristin floated through her thoughts.

      A minute later he returned with a towel and a warm, damp washcloth. She reached for it, but instead he knelt in front of her and wiped her clean.

      “You can skip the thong. It will just slow me down.”

      It didn’t take him long to be back in command.

      “Do you have something you can wear temporarily over that outfit? Nothing that will restrict my access?”

      She nodded and hurried to the bedroom closet for a loose-fitting sundress.

      When she was standing in front of him once again, he swept his gaze over her from the top of her head to the tips of her painted toenails. Following his orders, she hadn’t put on the thong.

      “That orgasm shaved the edge off, but I will want you again soon.”

      She smiled.

      “You forgot something.” He flicked a glance across the room, toward the leather collar still dangling over the side of the gift box. “I’d like you to put it on yourself as a symbol that you’re giving yourself willingly for the next two days.”

      The implications chased around in her mind. If she fastened it into place, she’d be giving tacit agreement to everything that happened. If she refused, he might go away and leave her alone like she’d been asking him to.

      The sound of her shoes was muffled by the carpeting as she crossed to the sofa. She didn’t hesitate as she picked it up. Her nerves betrayed her, and she dropped the collar once before she managed to get it in place.

      “Exquisite.”

      She looked in the mirror. The black complemented the rest of her outfit. Somehow, though, it didn’t appear harsh against her skin. It looked appealing. She figured he’d planned it that way.

      He held out the coat and helped her into it. The material covered her to midcalf, and none of her neighbors would suspect that, beneath it, she was dressed as he’d dictated.

      “Let me grab my overnight bag. I’ll be right with you.”

      “I told you I’ve got everything you’ll need.”

      “But…”

      “Your purse, your phone, a charger. That’s it.”

      Knowing it was useless to argue, she gathered the items he’d allowed, then joined him by the door.

      They descended the steps together to the ground floor, and once they were outside, he opened the door to a sleek sports utility vehicle and offered his hand as she climbed inside. “Luxurious.” Since she was still trying to repay Franklin, her car was several years old.

      Daniel made sure she’d fastened her safety belt before closing the door. He climbed behind the wheel and headed out of town. Classical music filled the vehicle.

      He shocked her by driving toward the airport.

      “We’re flying?”

      “It’ll save us some time.”

      “Is Noah meeting us at the airport.”

      “He’s at the ranch. He lives there now.”

      “And you two are serious about…sharing?”

      “Very.” He shot her a hot, pointed look. “We won’t ask you to do anything you don’t want to do. But it’s my hope that you’ll allow both of us to please you.”

      “I’ve never been with two men.”

      “Until half an hour ago, you’d never been with me.”

      “That’s different.”

      He grinned. “All you have to do is say no. You’re in total control.”

      “I’m in total control? That’s why I’m half-naked in your car headed to your ranch in the middle of nowhere after being auctioned off to the highest bidder?”

      “What part of this do you hate?”

      She thought. And she was honest…with both of them. “None of it.”

      “So tell me why you visited Sanctuary. Skip the dozen reasons you don’t want to talk about it. I know you went and that you didn’t scene, but I’m curious about the reasons you agreed to go and not just because your friend wouldn’t go alone.”

      “I saw a couple of movies.”

      He nodded.

      “That led to some reading. I guess I was curious.”

      “Because of the reading?”

      “More than that. I have always been a bit curious.” She shifted on the seat, aware of her bare skin on the leather. “I asked some questions in an online forum. I probably should have gone to some sort of gathering, but I never had that much courage.”

      He turned down the music. “What fascinated you the most that night at Sanctuary?”

      You, she wanted to say. Watching the way he’d so skillfully handled Lilly had turned Kristin on. His self-confidence induced fantasies. She squirmed under his scrutiny. “Seeing the men and women who seemed so casual about who they are and what they want. The lack of people being uptight, if that makes sense.”

      “You’re done being repressed?”

      “I don’t think I’m repressed exactly.”

      “How many men have eaten your pussy in your living room?”

      “Okay.” She grinned. “Maybe I’ve been just a little repressed.”

      “At Sanctuary, were there any people who didn’t want to be there?”

      “No. The woman at the reception desk went over an entire pile of paperwork before I was allowed inside.”

      “That’s the one thing I want you to understand about this visit, about BDSM, about me. There will be no duress.” His hands firm on the steering wheel, he glanced at her again. “I will ask you to get out of your own head and enjoy your sexuality, and I’ll ask you for a slow word, as well as a safe word. When we’ve gone too far or if you’re too uncomfortable, use your safe word, and all play will stop. Nothing, and I mean nothing, will happen unless you want it to.”

      “I can’t think of one.”

      “We can use red until you decide. Masturbate yourself.”

      She blinked. “What?”

      “Beneath your dress.”

      Her stomach flipped. He’d gone from solicitous to domineering so fast her thoughts tumbled.

      “Do it now.” His voice was satin and steel.

      Unable to believe this, she followed his order.

      “I want you to tell me about something you saw at Sanctuary that you thought you might want to try. Keep fingering yourself. And do not come.”

      When she didn’t respond right away, he added, “Now would be good.”

      “I was turned…” A climax teased her. She changed her stroke to keep the forbidden orgasm at bay. “I was turned on when I saw you with Lilly.”

      He waited.

      “I liked the way you handled her.” Her clit became harder and harder. “Masterfully. It was clear that when you exerted pressure on her leash you expected a response. It was as if she could read your mind.”

      “She’s very well trained.”

      At the comparison, Kristin almost pouted.

      He caught the expression and gave her a reassuring smile that made her weak. “Not a slam on you,” he assured her. “It’s all practice. She has nothing on you, Kristin. Nothing.”

      “There was a woman wearing…” Again, she was convinced she might die of embarrassment. “In her rear…”

      “A butt plug?”

      “Yes.”

      “Go on.”

      Club rules stated guests had to cover their genital area, and the woman had worn a T-back thong with the string tucked to one side, allowing Kristin to see the sparkly toy inserted in the woman’s ass. “It had jewels on the end.”

      “I have one that you might enjoy.”

      “Wait! I didn’t say I wanted one. I’ve never used a butt plug before. I’ve never…”

      “Go on.”

      “I’ve never had anal sex.” The admission was rushed and breathless as a blush crept over her cheekbones. But part of her appreciated the fact he was behaving this way. It was what she wanted.

      “An anal virgin.” He nodded. “Are you willing to try?” His gaze was penetrating, and he refused to let her look away.

      “It scares me, to be honest. I tried a small plug once, and I couldn’t get it in. It was way too painful.”

      “It can be,” he said, sliding a glance in her direction, “unless it’s done with care. Then it can be amazing. Angles, lubrication, practice, patience. It all matters.”

      “In that case…”

      He waited.

      “I’m willing to try.”

      “Good. Because I want to see your tightest hole stuffed.”

      No other man had ever spoken to her the way he did. It was dizzying, a total turn-on. She appreciated hearing exactly what a man wanted and how he wanted it. More, she appreciated hearing he wanted it from her. Some of the things he said freaked her out, but deep inside, she trusted him to keep her safe.

      They arrived at the airport, and the jet that was waiting for him.

      Once they were snuggled into leather seats with beverages in front of them, he stunned her by continuing the earlier conversation.

      “At Sanctuary…what else did you see?”

      After checking to be certain that the attendant was in the back of the aircraft and couldn’t overhear their conversation, Kristin answered. “There was a man attached to a St. Andrew’s cross. His Dom was flogging him. There were other things, like a cane and a crop, but they scared the life out of me.”

      “I don’t have a lot of interest in really harsh measures. I prefer pleasure to pain.”

      She squirmed.

      “Do you imagine me strapping you to a St. Andrew’s cross?”

      Her mouth dried.

      “Not just any cross, one I made just for you?”

      “Are you serious?”

      “I am.”

      She gripped the arms of the leather seat.

      “Imagine you’re helpless before me, naked. I’m flogging you. The leather falls against your skin in a sensual caress.”

      She closed her eyes, not to block him out, but to surrender to the vivid images he painted.

      “The way your buttocks will first turn pink, then red. Imagine your nipples being tormented. Maybe Noah will be watching? Maybe he’ll be toying with your breasts. Maybe he’ll be using a vibrator on your beautiful pussy.”

      “The flogging… It will hurt.”

      “If endorphins are flooding your body, you’d be surprised what it might feel like.” He grinned at her. “What else did you see that you wondered about or that turned you on? I expect your complete honesty, always.”

      “If you want me to be truthful…”

      “Every thought. I want you sharing with me, letting me into the deepest parts of your mind.”

      “Once I saw you there, I couldn’t think about anything or anyone else.” If tonight wasn’t so surreal, if he hadn’t won her at an auction, she wouldn’t be telling him these things. But it was the truth. In every single fantasy since then, he’d been center stage. And since she’d met his brother, the two of them had had starring roles. What would it be like to have two men? To be their focus? “I wanted to be the one on that leash. I wanted to experience the club with you.”

      He slid her a sideways glance. “I would have been delighted to. But this will be better. At the end of the night, I won’t have to take you home. In fact, I may tie you to my bed.”

      Unsure whether he was serious or not, she squirmed. The image was vivid, frightening.

      Before she was sure she was ready, they landed in Corpus Christi where Daniel had a vehicle waiting for him. If anything, the description for the getaway package had understated the pampering she’d receive.

      The driveway to the ranch house was protected by two massive wrought-iron gates each bearing an S in the middle.

      He used an app to key in a code, and seconds later the gates swung inward.

      “Welcome to Southgate, Ms. Daugherty. You’re our first visitor since the renovations began.”

      “I’m honored.”

      The long driveway was lined by trees, and they cast their stunning midafternoon shadow, dappling the pavement.

      A minute or so later, he stopped beneath one of the massive live oak trees. She turned and looked at him quizzically.

      “I’d like to give you a proper greeting.” His voice was as sexy as it was inflexible. “Please get out of the vehicle.”

      She blinked. “What? Here? We haven’t reached the house yet.”

      “For reference, a submissive is expected to obey her Dom. I am tolerant of shyness. Prevarication won’t be tolerated. You remember your safe word?”

      She nodded. “Red.”

      “Unless you’d like to use it, please follow my command.” He exited the driver’s side and rounded the SUV’s hood to open her door.

      Unsure what to expect, and with her stomach plunging, she accepted his hand.

      He took her hand and drew her around to the back of the vehicle where he opened the rear hatch. “Please remove your dress.”

      Though it was October, the evening was warm and sultry.

      She glanced around.

      “We’re totally secluded. There’s no way to view this part of the ranch from the road. The workers are not around this evening, which means you, me, and Noah are the only people within miles.” His tone offered reassurance that she took comfort in. “I wouldn’t ask you to do something that was unsafe or would embarrass you.”

      Still, his request was as awful as it was thrilling. It was one thing to dress sexily at the club, but another to do it outdoors.

      “I’m waiting.” He folded his arms. “I’d offer to do it for you, but I think it’s important for you to be engaged physically and mentally as we begin our sensual exploration.”

      In agreement she nodded.

      She scooped the dress over her head, and the material fluttered in the breeze.

      Daniel took it from her and folded it. “Now I’d like you to place your palms flat on the carpet.”

      This couldn’t be happening.

      Daniel guided her into the position he wanted, then nudged each of her ankles wider with his foot. “Let’s get your first spanking out of the way, shall we?”

      Oh no. He’d mentioned he should spank her for wanting to get it out of the way. She’d had no idea he meant it. She was learning he was a man who meant exactly what he said. In cold tendrils, fear engulfed her.

      He trailed his fingers up the outsides of her thighs, then the backs of them. He outlined the bottom of her buttocks before feathering his touch up the insides of her thighs. “Scared?”

      “Yes.” She turned her head to look at him. His eyes were deep and fathomless.

      “Let me help you to relax.” He teased her clit until she sighed. “That’s better.” Only then did he ease a finger inside her.

      His expert ministrations chased away her fear, replacing it with arousal.

      Moments later he withdrew his finger and licked away her juices. “How are you doing now?”

      “Nervous still but not scared.”

      “Good.” He rubbed her buttocks before dropping the first smack onto her bare skin.

      She swallowed deeply. It stung, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as she’d feared.

      He gave her a second, and she opened her eyes wide, stunned.

      A million sensations rocked her: shock that she was half-naked and being spanked in the open, disbelief that Daniel Armstrong was doing this to her, and then the first warm flushes of arousal.

      “Keep your legs as far apart as you can.”

      “Yes, Daniel.”

      “Fuck. My name sounds so sweet on your lips.”

      He heated her skin with several more spanks.

      “I love how you look. All red and with my handprints on you. In fact I believe I’ll spank you numerous times a day so I can enjoy the sight.”

      He gave her another half dozen smacks, harder than the first ones, making her gasp. The corset was so tight she couldn’t draw a full, deep breath, leaving her a bit lightheaded.

      “Much better. Gorgeous.”

      He helped her to stand, then turned her to face him. “Now I want you to sit here with your legs spread wide.”

      “That’s—”

      “Going to happen right now.”

      In the last few hours, he’d pushed her farther and faster than any other man ever had, and she still wanted more.

      He grabbed a blanket and opened it up to cover the vehicle carpeting.

      The stays in the corset made it difficult to move, and he swept her from the ground, holding her against him, their gazes locked. A few seconds later, he sat her down and she scooted back. Then he pointed to places where he wanted her feet to go.

      She used her fingertips for balance as she spread her legs wide. Kristin had never been more exposed, more embarrassed, and yet simultaneously empowered. This man looked at her through appreciative, narrowed eyes, devouring her.

      “Remain still. Let me look my fill.”

      Until he said that, she’d had no idea she’d been moving around.

      “Good.” The richness of approval laced his tone. “See? As long as you concentrate on what I want instead of worrying about anything, you are magnificent. Every bit as pleasing as any sub at Sanctuary.”

      She met his gaze as her heart raced. His words gave her courage, emboldening her.

      Not moving was one of the most difficult things she’d ever endured. She battled the instinct to cover herself, to close her legs, to say she was bored. Was this the kind of thing he meant when he talked about training?

      After a couple of minutes, she wondered why the hell he had her in this position. But she stayed where he’d placed her.

      “Such perfection.” His voice was ragged.

      In that moment she was grateful she’d fought through her doubts.

      Finally, as if satisfied, he nodded. “Come along. Noah will be wondering where we are.”

      “That was it?”

      “Meaning?”

      She blushed. “I thought…”

      “What?” He raised his eyebrows, and she thought a smile teased his mouth.

      “I figured you did that for a reason.”

      “I did.”

      “Could you be a little clearer?”

      He offered a hand, and she accepted it. He exerted some pressure to make it easy for her to exit the vehicle and regain her footing on the pavement. “I wanted to look. I wanted to see if you were as perfect as a sub as I suspected you might be.”

      “But I figured you’d want to touch.” Embarrassment clouded her thoughts. “Or something. After the spanking.”

      “I like looking at you. There are times it might please me to give you an orgasm. I might choose to finger you or fuck you or use a toy, maybe eat you out. But that should not be an expectation. Having your body wide open for me is its own reward. There will be other tests. More challenging, more”—he seemed to search for a word—“intimate.”

      “What could be worse than that?”

      He grinned.

      She was suddenly scared to find out.

      Then, with her rear still hurting, he helped her down and back into the passenger seat of the car.

      Seconds later he climbed in next to her, leaving her wondering if the rest of their time together would be so unexpected. And if so, how would she survive it?

      In silence he drove on. The first sight of the sprawling white, two-story house made her mouth fall open. She’d taken tours of many historical homes, but nothing else had struck her this way.

      The structure was asymmetrical, with a wing on its west side. Several brick chimneys were perched on the roof, and numerous windows had open curtains. The front porch with contrasting wooden forest-green rocking chairs made the home inviting. “It’s stunning. Georgian style?”

      He cocked his head. “Yes. The brick was fired here on the grounds. This place was in ruin when we bought it, and we paid far too much money for it.”

      “What made you decide to buy it at all?”

      “You don’t know the story?”

      She shook her head.

      “My great-great-great—I don’t know how many greats—grandfather, Blake, won the land in a high-stakes card game in 1899 and built a small home for his new bride, Ann. Over the years, they built this house. Ann planted the live oaks that line the driveway. There’s a family plot behind that building over there.” He pointed. “My grandmother grew up here, and she never got over the fact her father lost the ranch. My parents, then by extension Noah and I, promised we’d get it back.”

      “You’ve succeeded in a big way.” The story was stunning. “Congratulations.”

      “When I see something I want, I go after it. Some might call that dense.”

      She winced. When she’d rejected him the first time he’d asked her out, she’d used that word. “I apologize for that remark.”

      “Don’t.” He grinned wickedly, threateningly. “I’d rather punish you for it.”

      Her insides turned to liquid.

      Daniel parked in front of the house in the long, circular driveway and turned off the engine. He came around to her side of the vehicle to open her door.

      She hesitated, swallowing deeply. Walking to the home while half-dressed was daunting. Another one of his tests?

      “As I said, there is no one here other than us. Noah will be pleased, as I will, by how sexy you look. In fact we’d prefer you nude.”

      “I’m not sure I’m ready for that.”

      “Then you may want to be grateful that you’re allowed to wear anything.”

      She was silent for a second as his threat settled in. “I understand.”

      He helped her from the car, and he held on to her elbow for a few seconds.

      Here in the open, despite the privacy of the massive trees, she was utterly self-conscious. Her breasts, ass, and pussy were exposed. The collar sat hot and heavy around her neck, a constant reminder of her commitment to give herself to them for two days. Dear God, just how naughty am I anyway?

      “Please.” He indicated she should precede him. “I want to look at your ass as you walk up those steps.”

      “Beast.”

      He grabbed her purse from the vehicle before closing the door. “Walk, woman.”

      True to his word, he hung back.

      Concentrating on keeping her balance, she climbed the stairs. The whole time she was aware of his searing gaze on her ample rear.

      Daniel gave a wolf whistle.

      Responding with a saucy grin, she threw him a kiss over her shoulder and wiggled her butt.

      On cue, as she stepped onto the porch, Noah opened one of the two heavy doors. As always, she did a double take at the sight of him. It should be impossible for two people to look so much alike.

      “My brother has exquisite taste.” He took in her barely covered body in a long, approving sweep.

      These twins made her totally aware of her femininity. They made it clear they wanted her, faults and all.

      “Come in,” he invited.

      Her knees suddenly didn’t want to support her weight.

      Then Daniel pressed his palm, strong and firm, in the middle of her back to support her and guide her forward. In an antique mirror, she caught sight of her big, bare breasts. The fact her nipples were so swollen shocked her.

      “Beautiful, right?” Noah asked.

      Daniel entered, placed her folded dress and purse on a bench, and then clicked the door shut behind her.

      She tried to take a deep breath, but it was shaky.

      “Welcome to Southgate.” Noah stood near her, lord of the manor, wearing a long-sleeved button-down shirt that clung to his rugged frame, and he was every bit as devastating as his brother.

      As the grandfather clock in the massive grand hallway chimed once, he took her hand and raised it to his mouth in his usual, devastating way. Without releasing her, he glanced at her through impossibly thick eyelashes. The man was beautiful.

      “Southgate has missed a woman’s presence.”

      She’d thought he was the less intense of the two, and she had been completely wrong. The time together was going to be mind-blowing. Could she survive it without being changed forever?
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      Noah had been more than looking forward to her arrival. That night at the auction, he’d seen what his brother had: the spark in her green eyes, the fire in her words, and the restrained passion in every movement.

      The fact that Daniel had convinced her to show up in a corset—her lush breasts on full display—and wearing sinful heels, a garter belt, and sheer black stockings revealed she had the adventurous side.

      Would it extend to both of them?

      He was glad he’d taken care of his baser needs this morning in the shower. He was already aroused again at the sight of her feminine body confined in leather and accented by black lace.

      By prior arrangement, Daniel nodded. “I’ll go and prepare drinks if you’d like to show our guest around?”

      Noah nodded, noticing that Kristin’s gaze followed Daniel as he strode down the hallway. Stubborn woman wanted his brother as much as Daniel wanted her.

      Distracting her, he said, “You’ll notice that the grand hallway goes all the way through the house. There are stories of the first generation’s boys chasing each other through the front door and straight through, going out the back. Then as teenagers, they did it on horseback. Despite the fact they were almost adults, legend has it that their mother gave them a thrashing for ruining the hardwood floor.”

      “That must run in your family.” She laughed, seemingly more relaxed.

      “Erotic spankings are a definite specialty of this generation.” He tipped his head to one side. “My brother particularly enjoys giving them, as I saw.”

      Delighting him, her face turned red. “I’d like to inspect, if you don’t mind.”

      Her mouth opened, and she took several seconds to close it again. “I’m sorry?”

      Rather than explain, he continued on in his best tour guide voice. “Come with me. Both of these benches belonged to the house, and we think they were added in the Victorian era. Visitors would wait in the grand hallway to see whether or not they would be received.” He grinned. “You’ll notice they’re not padded. Much like a church pew.” In one of the antique mirrors, he caught the reflection of the two of them. Kristin—with her feminine, curvy figure and riotous red hair—would be a perfect mistress of the manor. No matter how much energy he and Daniel poured into renovation, the fact was a woman’s touch would add the niceties they had missed.

      He banished the sudden image of the three of them greeting visitors and hosting a grand gathering. “Let me show you the ballroom.”

      “This is beautiful.”

      He grinned. Her reaction was everything he’d hoped for. “Because the scope of the project was daunting, I started with the kitchen because, well, I needed coffee.”

      “Reasonable choice.”

      “And I added a banquette so I had a place to work as well as eat. Then I did this room. It was important to get something done, and I had a bed in here for over a year.” He’d custom ordered wallpaper that was as close to original as he could find. He’d labored over the restoration of the fireplace, marble mantel, the chandeliers, and the adjacent conservatory, that was as perfect for an orchestra as it had been in the home’s heyday. The windows still had wavy glass, showing they’d survived from the mansion’s beginnings. Rugs covered the floors, protecting the cypress wood that had been placed there more than a century ago.

      The enormous area was perfect for weddings and events.

      Noah slid the pocket door closed for privacy, then extended a hand, inviting her to sit in a reupholstered chair. “If I may be so bold…” He stood with his back to one of the windows. “I wanted to speak with you in private for a few minutes.”

      The woman he hoped would be their sub—and perhaps more—sat where he indicated, then folded her hands in her lap. Because of the corset, her spine was straight and her shoulders were pulled back. She’d pressed her thighs together and crossed her legs at the ankles. “You’re aware we’re both into BDSM.”

      She nodded.

      “And I notice you’re wearing his collar.”

      Kristin fingered it for a moment before dropping her hand again.

      “Giving yourself to one man is a lot to ask.”

      She nodded.

      “Two is a bigger challenge, I would imagine. I want to be certain you’ve thought about it and that you agree. If not…” He shrugged. “I can leave you alone with him for the remainder of your visit.”

      “It’s…”

      He waited.

      “Different.” She shook her head, making her hair tumble over one of her shoulders. “I’ll admit, it makes me nervous.”

      “No doubt.” From her tone, he couldn’t sense which direction her answer might take.

      “But I want this.”

      Relief swam through him. Until that moment, he hadn’t realized how much he too wanted her. “Excellent communication will be the key. Talk to us about anything you need to, anything that concerns you.”

      “That’s not always easy for me. Sometimes I react first, then think about things later. It’s a failing.”

      “That’s good to know.”

      “But I’ll try.”

      Satisfied, he nodded. “Do you consent to being here with us, Ms. Daugherty?”

      When she spoke, her voice was clear. “Yes, Mr. Armstrong. I do.”

      Such fucking wonderful words. He cloaked himself in formality, something he needed to do at that moment. “In that case, we will each be your Dominants. I promise you we will endeavor to ensure you don’t have conflicting loyalties.”

      She nodded.

      “Now kindly uncross your ankles and part your legs so I can see your pussy.”

      Her bosom heaved as she sucked in a few quick breaths. Her innocence enchanted him. If he’d seen her first, he knew he would have been the obsessed brother. That Daniel had been able to bide his time for two years stunned Noah. Daniel loved women. They loved him. Before this he’d never gone more than a couple of months without a lover. But once he’d fallen for Kristin, he’d forgone everyone else. “I can tie you in the position I prefer if that makes it easier for you?”

      “Uhm…” Her eyes were wide as if uncertain whether he was serious or not. “That won’t be necessary.” She spread her legs.

      “Thank you. I like seeing you like that.” He considered her. “And did he fuck you?”

      She glanced toward the door.

      “There are no secrets between brothers. Daniel is well aware you and I are having this conversation.”

      “You two planned for me to be alone with you?”

      “We did. Now please answer the question.”

      She swallowed deeply. “We had sex at my home.”

      “So you’ve been both spanked and fucked?”

      “Yes.” This time, her response was softer still.

      “As I mentioned a few minutes ago, I’d like to inspect you. Please stand, turn around, and place your hands on the seat so that I can have a better look at your reddened ass.”

      Her motions were slow and exaggerated because of the stiffness of the corset. If he had his way, he might keep her like this. But then he couldn’t wait to have his hands on her nude body.

      She followed his instructions, and when she did, her ass was angled out farther than he’d expected. Sweet Lord have mercy. “Beautiful,” he murmured. “May I touch you?”

      “I’d like that.”

      “So would I.” He traced the faint lines remaining on her skin. His touch was light, but she moved as if scorched. “Stay still.” He fetched a pen from across the room and used the tip to go over the marks a second time, exerting greater pressure. “The spanking must not have been very hard.”

      She turned her head to look back over her shoulder through the fiery-red curtain of her hair. “For my first ever, I’d say it was more than enough.”

      “First?” Dumbstruck, he captured strands of her hair and held them to the side so he could scrutinize her reaction. Fuck. “You’re new to BDSM?” Her innocence shot an odd combination through him, a need to cherish along with an urge to claim her as his.

      “Did Daniel know?”

      “Not until today.”

      “You need to explain.” He tucked the pen into his pocket and helped her stand then turned her to face him. “He ran into you at Sanctuary.”

      She crossed her arms protectively. “I visited one time as an observer.”

      “Damn. This changes things.” He exhaled. “We would never coerce—”

      “I’m here of my own free will.” She lowered her arms to her sides. “Teach me?”

      The floor went from beneath him. “An honor. A pleasure.” Was his brother experiencing this same unexpected euphoria? “You’ve been with two men before?”

      She tapped her fingers on her thighs, betraying her nerves. Regardless, he would have known. Her eyes were wide, unblinking. This woman, for all her enchanting confidence and business acumen, couldn’t hide her emotions. “No,” she admitted, vocal cords strained by tension.

      “You’ve had anal sex?”

      “Virgin.” She cleared her throat.

      Unbelievable.

      “But I told Daniel I was willing to try.”

      Knowing that good things required patience and time, Noah prided himself on his restraint and low-key response to everything he approached in life. But right now, his cock was hard and ruthless in its demands. He wanted this woman in every way. “Of course, you’ve discussed a safe word?”

      “We have. I’m going to use the word red until I decide on something else.”

      He couldn’t wait for the evening ahead of them. “Let me finish showing you around, and we can rejoin Daniel.”

      They exited the room. As Noah suspected, Daniel was somewhere in the back of the house, perhaps the kitchen, continuing to give them privacy to get to know one another. “We’ll continue with the second story. Then we can finish up the downstairs rooms. After you.”

      She placed her fingertips on the polished banister and preceded him up the stairs, her heels tapping a fantasy-inducing staccato on the stairs and her full, spankable ass swaying from side to side.

      He needed to think about something else, anything other than fucking her until she no longer remembered her name. “We’ve added bathrooms to a majority of the bedrooms so that we can rent out the place as a bed-and-breakfast if we ever choose to.”

      “Clever.”

      “Some of the smarter guests may use the secret passages to escape without paying their bills.”

      “You don’t really have secret passages.”

      “We do. Family legend has it that one of our ancestors escaped a fire in a previous home. He was so shaken that he had a lifelong fear of being trapped. But I don’t think he counted on his sons using them to sneak out to go to the local…house of ill repute.”

      She laughed.

      “Your bedroom is the first door on the right.”

      “I have my own space?”

      “Of course.”

      After she opened the door and entered, he followed her inside.

      Too late he realized that being this close to a bed was a terrible mistake. “I’m calling it the Magnolia Room.”

      “It’s exquisite. Did you decorate it?”

      “I had help from a designer with some of the furnishings and ideas.” If it had been left to him, each room would be identical rather than unique and marketable. This one, with its rich greens and deep creams was one of his favorites. “I’m not at all creative. But the work, the labor, yes. I did it. And I stained the burl-walnut frame.”

      She took in the surroundings, the restored floors, and tapestry rug with magnolia blossoms. “Uh…” She blinked and looked at him. “Are those restraints attached to the posters on the bed?”

      “They are. They’re not original, in case you’re wondering.” He smiled.

      She didn’t smile back.

      “Would you like to try them out?”

      Her breaths came in little bursts, her breasts rising and falling. Noah was hungry to get her out of that corset so that her ripe breasts would spill into his waiting hands. There was so much he wanted to do: touch her, reassure her, secure her in position, command her. If he wasn’t careful, he’d end up as obsessed as his brother was.

      “They make me nervous.” Despite her protest, her gaze was fixed on the leather straps.

      “There are floggers and whips in your wardrobe as well.”

      Though a hint of color stained her cheeks, she pulled back her shoulders and crossed to the gorgeous piece of antique walnut furniture and pulled open the doors. She gasped. “You did all this?”

      “The toys are Daniel’s contribution to the room. We’ve spent the time since we won you preparing for your arrival.”

      “By buying whips?”

      “And floggers, a paddle, and other accoutrements. As you said, giving spankings seems to run in our family. He also bought you nipple clamps,” he added. “Among other things.”

      “I…” She sank down on the edge of the mahogany chair.

      Her bare ass looked good on the feminine upholstery. The Magnolia Room could have been made for her.

      “Now, Kristin, I want you on the mattress.”

      She glanced at the queen-size bed. With its luxurious mattress and half a dozen pillows, it dominated the room.

      “It’s too tall. I need a stool.”

      “There’s one right there.” He pointed toward the floor, then he waited through her hesitation as an internal battle wage on her features. “I’d like you to trust me as much as you trust Daniel.”

      She squatted to pull out the hand-carved wooden stool, then climbed onto the edge of the mattress.

      “We’ll only go as fast as you’re comfortable with.” He and Daniel generally played with experienced subs. He’d never had the opportunity to introduce someone to the delights of both pleasure and pain. “Use your safe word if you need to.”

      She nodded.

      He secured each of her wrists to the posts. “I’m going to fasten your legs as well.”

      Her eyes were wide, unblinking, as if seeking reassurance from her tormentor, but she didn’t protest. He pulled the straps tight, forcing her thighs apart.

      She was spread before him as helpless as she was alluring. His cock wasn’t about to let him forget it. “I’m going to use a vibrator on you.”

      “Uhm…”

      “You may not orgasm without permission.”

      “You’re kidding me, right? You’re going to use a vibrator on me, and I can’t orgasm? You’re as beastly as your brother.”

      “I didn’t say you couldn’t orgasm,” he corrected. “Only that you must have permission first.”

      “You’re out of your mind.”

      “The correct response is ‘yes, Noah.’”

      “It’s impossible.”

      “You may have the mistaken impression that I’m the easier-going twin.” With his fingertip, he traced the column of her throat.

      She took a few hard breaths.

      “Now I’m going to invite you to try again, using a little more respect.”

      Eyes wide, she looked at him. “Yes, Noah.”

      “What are you agreeing to?”

      “I’ll orgasm only with your permission.”

      At her soft, firm words, his ball sac drew up. He couldn’t wait to dominate her, leave his indelible mark on her.

      Noah crossed to the bureau, aware of her gaze on his back.

      While he was still fully dressed, she was bound and naked. He knew how much trust he was demanding from her.

      Wanting to explore the psychological ramifications of the act, he kept his back to her. He could have blindfolded her—in fact he planned to during another session—but he thought that this way might expand the sensations for her. He hadn’t taken away her sight, but she still wasn’t able to see what he was doing.

      He put new batteries in the controller and slid the speed bar to a low setting to test it out. Satisfied, he then squirted a dollop of lube onto the pink bullet. He turned back to face her, and her gaze was riveted to him. Her body made involuntary tiny twitches as he moved in closer. Noah knelt on the bed and asked, “Ready?”

      She nodded.

      When he stared at her, she rushed on, “I mean, yes, Noah.”

      He slid his fingers between her folds, finding her already slick. Fuck. Being with her would take all of his powers of concentration. He teased her with his fingers until she struggled to lift her hips as she whimpered and sought more.

      Willingly, gladly, he gave it.

      He parted her labia, then drew back the hood of her clitoris to expose it. He turned the vibrator on and touched it to her clit for a moment, grinning as she thrashed her head from side to side.

      “A little more?”

      “No!” No.

      He drew back.

      “Wait! I meant yes. More. More, Noah. Please.”

      He stroked her, caressed her, teased her, delighting in her glorious whimpers. The more she responded, the greedier he became. That she was willing to play with both of them heartened him. He and Daniel had tried a long-term ménage twice, only to have it fail each time when reality intruded. The first woman had found it difficult to serve the needs of two separate-but-demanding masters once the initial thrill had worn off. The second, Gianna, had been unable to cope with some cruel comments from her family. Approval from her parents had weighed more than the love he and Daniel had bestowed on her.

      Though he knew Daniel hoped to convince Kristin that the three of them belonged together, experience had molded Noah into an avowed skeptic.

      With focused deliberation, he shoved that thought aside and chose not to look ahead to what would happen when she left. Instead, he held the vibrator against her for five, long, delicious seconds, deciding to enjoy every moment that Kristin squirmed beneath his touch.

      She tried to dig her heels into the bedding, only to fail because of how tightly he’d secured her ankles.

      “Do you want to come?”

      “Yes.” Her answer was more plea than word.

      “Ask for it. Beg for it.”

      “I…” She worried her lower lip.

      This, he knew from experience, was the most difficult part, letting go of inhibitions enough to succumb to the power of being submissive. He waited her out. “I told you that you needed permission to come. I meant it. Am I clear?”

      She nodded.

      He replaced the toy with his tongue.

      “Oh… Oh…”

      When her motions and breathing told him she was on the edge, he stopped again, then started over with the vibrator.

      “You’re evil.” She gasped. “Evil, mean.”

      “Ask.” He slid a finger inside her. Then, when she’d accommodated him, he inserted a second and third. He turned up the speed setting on the vibrator. He waited, again, until she was close. “Ask.”

      She did. “Please. Please, please, please.”

      “Tell me what you want.”

      “I want to come. I want you to make me come.”

      Her internal muscles clenched. Her head went from side to side as she tried to fight off the orgasm.

      “Please. Your submissive is begging you. Please, Noah, let me come.”

      At her admission, he nearly spurted. If he’d been naked, if his cock had touched anything, he would have come right away. With his fingers, he fucked her harder and deeper, and he pressed the frantic little bullet against her clit.

      “Noah!” She screamed and came, leaving no doubt she knew who’d pleasured her.

      No wonder his brother was obsessed. Noah was getting there quickly himself.

      “Any more room at this party?” Daniel asked from the doorway.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Daniel’s deep baritone shattered the haze dotting Kristin’s consciousness. Guilt shot through her, and an instinctive urge to cover her body rocked her.

      But Noah’s bonds were sure. She couldn’t move a fraction of an inch, leaving her damp, swollen pussy exposed to Daniel’s gaze.

      “You look beautiful.” Approval laced his words.

      She blinked to focus, and he was there. She looked into his eyes. Pleasure spiked the ocean-blue depths along with satisfaction. He showed no judgment or anger. Instead, he studied her with the same adoration that she recognized from earlier.

      Such was the relationship with his brother, she supposed. Could she ever get used to it?

      “I heard you pleading with my brother.”

      She swallowed, and the heat of embarrassment chased up her cheeks at having him witness her vulnerability. “I…”

      “It’s the same way you’ll beg for our lash.”

      Embarrassment shoved aside, she opened her mouth in shock. “I can’t ever see that happening.”

      Noah looked at his brother. “Isn’t she adorable when she’s indignant?”

      While Daniel loosened her left wrist, Noah began unfastening the restraints that bound her legs to the footboard.

      “Give yourself a minute before trying to move.” Daniel massaged her forearm. “You’ve been tied for a while, and your muscles may have cramped.”

      He was right, and she winced when she tried to draw her thighs together.

      Noah kneaded her legs. She could get used to this attention. Now that she was here, she couldn’t believe she’d given them a dozen—or more—excuses why she’d had to cancel.

      After they’d released her, Daniel had helped her to sit up. “We’ll give you a little time to settle in.”

      “You’re free to wander around if you’d like,” Noah added. “We can finish the formal tour later.”

      “When you’re ready, please join us downstairs in the parlor. Unless we’ve scared you away?”

      At Daniel’s words, she pulled a pillow against her. “No. You haven’t.” In fact she was shocked how much she liked it. At the club, she’d seen enough to send her fantasies into overdrive. Nothing, though, had prepared her for the reality of being bound, collared, spanked, and teased to an orgasm.

      “Everything you need for your stay will be in the closet and the bathroom.”

      “Thank you.”

      “When you’re ready, the parlor is across the grand hallway from the ballroom. The door closest to the entry.” Noah gave her one last look over his shoulder before following his brother.

      Once she was alone, she scooted to the edge of the bed. Her legs didn’t want to support her when she stood, so she grabbed onto one of the posts.

      As she breathed deeply, she took in the room. The wallpaper was gorgeous, the paint feminine without being fussy.

      A needlepoint screen divided the bed from a small sitting room, complete with a flat-screen television. All of the modern amenities that one would expect could be found in the room, yet everything was elegant in old-world style.

      As a girl she’d dreamed of being a princess. Her room in her imaginary castle looked much like this.

      A mirror stood to the right of the bathroom door, and she caught sight of herself in it. Her hair was a disaster. There were faint marks around her wrists, and her lower lip was swollen from where she’d worried it. All in all, she looked like a woman who’d been at the mercy of a man…or two. Which was the exact, startling truth. The thought made her smile.

      Kristin made her way into the private bathroom. The floor was covered with hexagon-shaped tiles, the white relieved by occasional splashes of black. It looked a bit art deco, but somehow, with the enormous claw-foot bathtub, it worked.

      Thoughtfully her hosts had provided bars of French milled soap, each with a different scent. She inhaled them, one at a time, feeling pampered. After a few seconds of thought, she settled for lavender, luxuriating in the richness of the experience.

      After washing up, she found an ornate silver brush and tamed her locks as much as possible.

      Then, curious, she checked out the small closet.

      They had provided everything she might need, from jeans and boots, to dresses and shoes. And, of course, lingerie. Everything was the right size. Thanks to her sister?

      With a small shake of her head, Kristin gave herself a confidence-building talk before heading back down to meet the brothers. For balance she held onto the polished wooden banister. The heels were murder, even if they did make her calves look good.

      At the bottom of the stairs, she adjusted her garter belt, repositioned the corset to show more of her cleavage, then pulled back her shoulders. The brothers had made her feel not just secure in her body but proud of it. She rapped her knuckles on the door before proceeding into the parlor.

      Her heels echoed on the hardwood floor. Just for a minute, she imagined herself as lady of the manor. She was glad for the opportunity to be here, even if she never had the chance to return to Southgate.

      That thought gave her an awful pang.

      She didn’t want this fantasy to end. But it would, and all too soon.

      Instead of letting the realization break her heart as it threatened to, she straightened her shoulders, vowing to seize every single moment. For now she intended to enjoy the brothers, be a proper little submissive. She could sort through her emotions once she’d returned to her regular life. After all, she’d have plenty of time.
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      Daniel glanced over from where he stood, his back to the fireplace, elbow propped on the marble mantel. Kristin—their gorgeous, obedient sub—stood in the doorway. The afternoon sunlight reflected off her hair, making it look like fire. “Please. Join us.”

      Their gazes met for a second. Then she glanced away but not before he’d seen a look of something—something that might have been hunger—flash in her green eyes.

      His cock was rigid as if he hadn’t thoroughly fucked her a couple of hours ago.

      A taste of her hadn’t been enough. It had only whetted his appetite. Almost two years of waiting, of wanting, wouldn’t be slaked by a single orgasm, especially when the woman in question was so desirable and oblivious to her considerable charms.

      Earlier he had heard her moans as his brother had brought her to arousal. Daniel had been turned on as he’d listened to her pleas become a soulful begging. It had been all he could do to not take out his own dick and stroke it as he listened to her preorgasmic cries.

      He offered her a glass of mineral water. She had to come closer to accept it. “Noah and I were wondering if you’re ready.”

      Apparently intrigued, she accepted the water. “If I’m ready for what?”

      “Your first spanking where Noah observes?” He reached for her, curving his hand into her hair as he’d fantasized about doing. He drew her closer still. “You know, get it out of the way?”

      He expected her to protest or drop her gaze to her glass or maybe head for the door. She shocked the hell out of him when she said, “Maybe we should.”

      “Excuse me?”

      She grinned. “I’m curious. I’m nervous. But I enjoyed being tied up. I liked you fucking me against the wall. I liked my first spanking. So let’s get this out of the way so I can see whether or not I like being watched.”

      First he kissed her. Deep and thoroughly. When he was done, her breathing was erratic.

      “That chair.” Noah pointed to an antique in the corner. “We found it in the carriage house and had it reupholstered.”

      “It’s fabulous.”

      Daniel flicked his gaze from it to her. “And it’s the exact right size for me to sit in as I spank you.”

      Noah took the glass from her and placed it on the mantel before the liquid sloshed over the rim.

      Daniel took her wrist and drew her toward the chair. “Have you thought of a safe word other than red, or are you good with that?”

      Emotion threaded through her eyes. Trepidation. A dash of excitement.

      Her expression went blank for a few seconds before a soft smile sauntered across her mouth. “Umbrella.”

      That she’d come up with something that had inside meaning to each of them delighted him. “Like the one you shoved in my drink at Atria?”

      “It was pink, and you deserved it.” She propped a hand on one of her bare buttocks.

      He grinned. Maybe he had. “Umbrella it is.” Then he gently drew her over his lap. When she was settled, he jostled her about a bit. “I want your fingertips on the floor.”

      “But that will—”

      “Put your butt higher in the air? Which is perfect.”

      She settled into the position he wanted, her riotous red hair spilling forward to frame her face. The softness of her body, the top half confined by the corset, made him struggle for his own control.

      Her legs looked long and sexy in the spike-heeled shoes. “Now, point your toes inward.” He held her waist while she adjusted her position.

      Noah crossed the room to nudge their little sub’s feet farther apart, exposing her pussy.

      Fuck me all day. Daniel wasn’t sure he could survive this. She was so damn curvy and inviting. It didn’t help that he already knew what it felt like to be inside her. It might have been helpful to her to have gotten the sex over with. The biblical knowledge of her only made things worse for him.

      Noah traced his finger between her labia.

      She squirmed, and Daniel only held her tighter. The sight of her creamy buttocks bisected by the black straps from the garter belt to the tops of her stockings tormented him.

      “You’re wet already,” Noah observed.

      “You need to hold still,” Daniel instructed her.

      Noah increased the intensity of his strokes, and Daniel watched as his twin teased and tormented her clit.

      She started to gasp for breath, and he knew from earlier that an orgasm was building inside her. Noah intuitively recognized the signs as well. When she was on the verge, he stopped touching her and moved his hand away.

      “Damn it.” She exhaled in a frustrated burst.

      Noah chuckled. “A proper sub doesn’t complain when her Dom stops touching her.”

      “And what do you expect? I’m still a beginner.” She squeezed her thighs together in a vain attempt to try to stimulate herself.

      “Spread your legs.” Once again Noah used his foot to reinforce his meaning.

      “When we’re done touching you, you’re to return to your previous position.” Daniel stroked her back. “Which means you should also turn your toes inward.”

      It took her a few seconds to do as they’d said. Whether she was fighting the order or trying to gather her thoughts, he wasn’t sure, but he was pleased when she did as he instructed.

      Dampness glistened on her pussy. “You look so pretty, Kristin. I want you very much aware that you’re exposed to Noah. And he’s going to touch you some more before I begin the spanking.”

      Noah fondled her and gave her pussy the lightest slap.

      She pushed off from her toes, which unbalanced her further. “I’m going to come so fast.”

      “You’ll need permission.”

      She gasped. “But—”

      “The correct response is ‘yes, Daniel.’ Tell me you understand and agree?”

      “Yes… Fuck… Daniel.”

      “Try again.”

      “Yes…” She exhaled out her mouth. “Yes, Daniel.”

      “Much better.”

      Noah left her for a moment to lube his first two fingers. Then he crouched between her legs, played with her a little, then drew some of the moisture from her dampness and pressed a finger to her anus.

      She went still, not breathing and not being mouthy.

      “I’m going inside your tight ass,” Noah informed her.

      Kristin clenched her buttocks.

      “You’ll want to relax.” Daniel traced his fingertips down her spine to settle and reassure her. “Bear down while he takes you.”

      A little at a time, back and forth, and with gentle determination, Noah worked one finger inside the virgin territory. Daniel’s cock hardened with each of her moans. At some point soon, he wanted to be able to watch her expression while her ass was used.

      Once his finger was seated fully, Noah paused. “You survived it.”

      Daniel noticed his brother’s cock straining against his pants. Kristin, with her adventurous soul and curvy body, was a total delight.

      Since her ass was already slick, Noah eased back out, placed his second finger atop the first then started to press in.

      She kicked, whimpering, and Noah placed his free hand reassuringly on her left buttock.

      “You’re okay.”

      “You always have a safe word,” Daniel reminded her.

      “This is lewd,” she protested, words muffled by the angle of her body and the fact she couldn’t take a full breath.

      “It most definitely is.” His erection angled upward demandingly. He admired Noah’s patience in working both fingers inside her.

      Once he had, Noah spread them, enlarging her.

      Daniel wondered how the holy hell he would survive the sight of her submission.

      Noah finger-fucked her rear and used his free hand to play with her pussy, filling both of her holes.

      She started to pant—hot, meaningless sounds that communicated with him on a primal level.

      Her orgasm was close, and he knew it wouldn’t take much for her to be driven over the edge.

      Noah continued to arouse, flicking her clit, pinching her plump labia.

      Kristin went still. “Daniel!”

      Then, without permission, her body clamping down on Noah’s fingers, she came, screaming and whimpering.

      “So goddamn hot.” Noah let her ride it until she went limp.

      If Daniel had harbored any doubts about her being the right woman, they were gone.

      After Noah withdrew his hands and stepped into an adjoining powder room to clean up, Daniel helped her to stand. “You are an amazing, sexual being.” He raised one of her hands to his lips, and she placed one hand on his shoulder for balance. “Thank you for being here.”

      “That was”—she paused—“one of the hardest orgasms I’ve ever had.”

      He nodded in satisfaction. “And you came without permission.”

      Her face drained of color.

      “I said you’d be punished for that. For that reason, I can’t overlook your behavior, as hot as it was.”

      “But…” Her feminine voice held a breathless, excited note.

      Enchanting.

      Noah rejoined them. “I think that calls for nudity.”

      Her hands curled at her sides.

      “Agreed.” Daniel placed his palms on her shoulders. “Please turn your back so I can loosen your laces.” With a firm grip, he guided her around.

      “Damn.” Noah moved in to capture her glorious breasts. “You’re going to fill every single one of my fantasies.”

      Daniel smelled her heat, caused by Noah’s confession.

      “I want to suck them, fuck them.”

      Beneath his fingertips, her body became more supple. She fed on approval, making him determined to give her an endless supply of praise.

      Noah pinched her nipples, and her knees weakened.

      “Don’t forget, she’s earned a punishment for coming without permission.”

      Noah rolled her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, flattening the lovely tips.

      She cried out and grabbed Noah’s wrists.

      “I love how sensitive you are.”

      In surrender she closed her eyes, and Daniel cleared his throat before they ended up taking her upstairs and making sweet, sweet love to her. “First, the spanking.” He shot a pointed glance at his brother.

      Slowly, reluctantly, he released her.

      “Now…” He captured her waist and turned her to face him. One of them had to be focused. “This won’t be anything worse than what you endured earlier. Understand?”

      She wiggled before replying. “Yes, Daniel.”

      Once she was settled over his lap, he caressed her buttocks, teasing between her legs, finding her every bit as wet as she’d been earlier. “Tell me when to begin.”

      After adjusting her position, she nodded. “Now.”

      His first three spanks were light, taps meant to barely register.

      Her hips swayed in response.

      The next one, he delivered with a little more force.

      She wiggled.

      The fifth he landed straight across both of her buttocks.

      “Yum.”

      He met Noah’s glance. Noah arched an approving eyebrow.

      Daniel delivered the sixth on top of the fifth, and he landed it with more force.

      She absorbed it, then returned to the position he’d instructed.

      “Most definitely perfect for us.” Noah moved in and crouched behind her. He spread her buttocks with his palms.

      Her anal whorl was still stretched a little, a reminder of what she’d given them.

      Noah buried his face in her pussy, licking and nibbling, eating her out.

      She moaned and moved, and Daniel guessed she was battling her own instincts, trying to move away and simultaneously get closer. Daniel kept a firm grip on her, enjoying the hell out of the way she responded to their sensual onslaught.

      Oh yes, she had definitely been worth the wait.

      Before she could climax, Noah moved away.

      “That’s mean.”

      At her protest, he grinned and eased her feet apart again.

      Her motions were slow and a bit awkward as she maneuvered her body, turning her toes inward, sliding her legs a bit farther apart, and positioning her hands on the hardwood floor.

      “Another half a dozen,” Daniel said. “So you know what to expect, I won’t start from where we were. I’ll go back to the intensity of the fourth or fifth spank and slowly increase from there.” He waited, but she didn’t respond. “Kristin?”

      “Yes?”

      “Did you hear me?”

      “I did.”

      “Good. Then tell us your safe word.”

      “Umbrella.”

      “Do you want to use it?”

      “No. I want you to spank me like you mean it, damn it.”

      Noah laughed. “You’d better get on with it, brother.”

      Daniel caressed her instead. And he finger-fucked her before resuming the spanking. The eroticism of seeing her ass redden made his cock harder.

      By the third spank, her butt cheeks showed an imprint of his hand.

      She moaned. “More.”

      The fourth was slightly harder, the fifth, more so. After the next one, she cried out, thrashing.

      “Another six?” he asked.

      “Yes.”

      He was getting a feel for her pain threshold, for what she liked, and he was enjoying every moment.

      Daniel got back to work, tanning her, harder than before. Instead of crying out, she breathed deeply as if she were asleep.

      “Are you all right?” Daniel stroked her arms, her bare back, her naked buttocks.

      After a few seconds, she gave a deep, satisfied sigh.

      He helped her off his lap and scooped her into his arms. He carried her up the stairs, Noah preceding them to open the door of the Presidential Suite, one of the nicer guest rooms and the one Noah occupied. Noah pulled back the duvet cover and propped the pillows against the headboard, and Daniel placed her on the bed.

      “Don’t leave me” She dug her fingers into his shoulders.

      “I promise.”

      Her eyes were wide, her mouth opened slightly, and she looked from brother to brother. “I want you both.”

      “We should wait a little.”

      She shook her head. “I need you.”

      Physical and emotional desire pouring through him, Daniel stood and toed off his shoes. In seconds all his clothes were in a heap on the floor.

      Then Noah moved behind her. “Kneel up for me.” He whispered the instruction into her ear as he reached around her to push her breasts together.

      She arched her back, spilling her glorious hair everywhere.

      Her hips were jerking, showing how responsive she was to having her breasts fondled.

      Daniel joined them on the bed, facing her on his knees. “I want you to reach back and wrap your hands around Noah’s neck.”

      She complied, then moaned when Noah fondled her nipples.

      Daniel made sure she was wet enough for his penetration, then slowly fed the tip of his cock into her hungry pussy.

      She leaned back more, letting Noah take more and more of her weight. Noah played with her breasts, squeezing them, kneading them.

      “Fill me.” She met his eyes as she begged him.

      He cocked his hips, and Noah adjusted her position so that she was more open for Daniel.

      Her heat surrounded him, and her internal muscles pumped him. It was a shockingly short amount of time before he was ready. Greedy bastard that he was, he’d have taken it too, but he was aware of his brother’s patience.

      By unspoken agreement, Daniel pulled out. Noah, from behind, entered her.

      She gasped but didn’t let go of her grip around his neck. Noah continued to tease her nipples, making her convulse.

      While Noah made love to her, Daniel stroked his own cock. With his other hand, he fingered her clit. She jerked against his hand, silently seeking more, and Noah was barely able to hang on to her. But Daniel saw the expression in his twin’s face. It had to be a mirror of his earlier expression. There was something about her, the way she was so responsive and free, nothing hidden…

      “I need to come,” she said. “Please. Please.” She whispered the word over and over.

      With satisfaction, he watched her draw several deep breaths as she struggled to control her reactions, waiting for permission.

      “Such a valiant effort.” He increased the pressure against her clit. “You may orgasm.”

      She cried out both of their names, along with “thank you.” Her body sagged, and Noah had to readjust his hold to keep her upright. Her orgasm was so intense that Noah slipped from her pussy. Daniel kept her mound cradled in his palm, but without touching the tender bud of her clit.

      While Noah reentered her, Daniel tightened the grip on his penis and stroked hard. Seeing her in the throes of her climax made him respond viscerally. He ejaculated, the warm seed landing on her stomach.

      “That’s so…sexy.”

      “You okay?” Noah asked her. “I am going to come.”

      “I want you to.”

      Noah’s strokes became shorter, jerkier, and he gritted his teeth. Then, with a moan, he kissed her shoulder and shuddered out a climax.

      Her gaze was fastened on Daniel as Noah rode out his orgasm.

      The three of them collapsed in a tangled heap on the bed, Kristin between them, strands of her fiery red hair on the pillow just like one of his fantasies.

      The only thing was, reality was a whole lot better.

      In his imagination, she didn’t smell of lavender. In his dreams, she hadn’t been quite this soft and yielding in his arms. It had taken years for him to claim her, and she’d been worth every agonizing moment of the wait. Now how did they make it last forever?
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      Every part of her body ached, including muscles Kristin hadn’t known existed until this moment. Still half asleep, she rolled to one side. Her upper thighs and buttocks stung.

      Kristin pushed up onto her elbows, opened her eyes, and blinked the world into focus. She wasn’t at home in her small, comfortable apartment. Instead she was in a fantastically luxurious bedroom, nestled in a pile of pillows, buried beneath the duvet and expensive sheets.

      Fragments of memories flooded back. Daniel taking her up against a wall in her apartment. Noah securing her to a bed and pleasuring her with his hand, his mouth, a vibrator. Having a finger up her ass. Then the brothers taking turns making love to her.

      Kristin collapsed back against the pillow and stared at the high ceiling.

      She’d been spanked, bound, and fucked by two of the most gorgeous men on the planet.

      A little disoriented and edging toward being overwhelmed, she listened for sounds but heard none, making her wonder where her two Doms were.

      She turned on a table lamp. A nearby clock said it was after seven p.m. Since the drapes were open and the sky had a dusky quality to it, she assumed it was still Sunday evening. She hadn’t slept all night, just an hour or so.

      A silk robe lay across the bottom of the bed, a shocking splash of red against the white duvet cover. She threw back the covers and realized she was wearing nothing at all. She barely remembered them undressing her. In the past few hours, stoked by Daniel’s and Noah’s insistence that she hide nothing, her confidence had blossomed.

      She slipped into the silken garment they’d provided and fastened the belt at her waist.

      Before leaving the room, she glanced in the antique mirror. The black collar was still around her neck, a symbol of their dominance and her acquiescence.

      Pushing her hand against her stomach in a futile effort to settle the butterflies skipping inside her, she returned to her bedroom to brush her hair and freshen up before going in search of the twins.

      Twins.

      She swallowed hard, still having a difficult time wrapping her mind around the idea of two successful, delicious men intent on fulfilling her fantasies. Tuesday night was soon enough to wake up from this particular dream.

      She followed the sound of voices downstairs. As she neared the kitchen, the scent of cooking filled the air: fresh veggies, and something tangier, more pungent, some sort of herb, she guessed.

      Noah stood in front of the stove with his back to her. He stirred something in a skillet, and he wore jeans and a soft gray T-shirt. Daniel sat at the quartz island, a glass of wine nearby.

      Her breath caught, and she itched to run her fingers through his dark hair.

      Without her saying anything or moving at all, he turned to face her.

      Through narrowed eyes, he took her in. Despite the initial flash of embarrassment, she stood still, luxuriating in his approval.

      “Evening, Kristin.” A slow, welcoming smile sauntered across his face, arousing her. “You look rested.”

      Spatula in hand, Noah turned.

      Being the center of their attention made her squirm.

      “Glad you joined us,” he said. “We were debating whether to wake you or let you sleep all night to rest up for tomorrow.”

      Her pussy moistened at the inherent promise. “I…” She glanced at the bowls on the counter, filled with cheese, salsa, and, she guessed, sour cream. “Anything I can do to help?”

      Noah nodded. “You can carry those into the dining room while Daniel pours you a drink.”

      “Wine? We have red and white,” Daniel offered. “Mind you, no wine if you want to play again tonight.”

      Hungry for every experience, she didn’t hesitate. “How about cranberry juice and soda?”

      Daniel smiled. “That’s the response we were hoping for.”

      Her insides fluttering, Kristin picked up one of the bowls.

      “Please remove your robe.”

      Mouth open in shock, she looked at him.

      “I’ll adjust the temperature if you’re uncomfortable. But we intend to have you naked for most of your visit.”

      With a sigh, she slid the bowl back onto the counter before disrobing. She should have known they wouldn’t let her have the luxury for long.

      “Much better.” Daniel extended his hand for the garment, then hung it from the back of one of the bar stools.

      Her nipples hardened under the focused attention of both brothers.

      “Before you go, I’d like to have a look at your ass.”

      Daniel’s words were uncompromising, and it wasn’t a question, she knew.

      He turned his first finger in a circle, indicating she was to show him her back.

      “When I ask to see you, please present yourself to me. That means I want you to spread your legs as wide as possible and grab your ankles so that everything is on display, your buttocks, pussy and your asshole.”

      His words should no longer have had the power to shock her, but they slammed her pulse into overdrive.

      “And I prefer you also turn your toes in. I may touch you…or not. Finger you…”

      Her pussy slickened.

      “Or not,” he finished.

      The man was equal parts torment, promise, and tease.

      “Present yourself, Kristin.”

      Noah returned to work at the stove. She bent and grasped her ankles, and Daniel ran his fingertips across her thighs. Even as one brother was physically inspecting her, the regular chores of life continued around her, creating a disconnect in her brain…dinner and domination?

      “Sore anywhere?”

      She started to say no before remembering he wanted her to communicate with him. “My asshole is a little tender.” Oh God. Had she really admitted that?

      “Any painful aftereffects from the spankings?”

      I wish. “None.”

      “We may have been remiss,” Daniel said. “Noah, I believe it’s your turn. Put your chest on the counter if you please, Kristin.”

      “What?” Despite her shock, she stood and looked at him. He hadn’t touched her, and she could not be any more turned on if he had.

      He slid aside all of the items on the quartz and pointed to the place he wanted her.

      “It’s my pleasure.” Noah turned off the flame, then moved the skillet from the burner.

      Kristin, wishing she had on taller heels, did as Daniel commanded. The stone slab was cool beneath her skin, and he placed a palm in the middle of her back and forced her more fully against the quartz, chilling her torso, flattening her breasts, and making her nipples contract.

      “Hands in front of you.”

      She turned her head to the side, rested her cheek on the counter, and then stretched out.

      “Don’t move.” Daniel left her long enough to tug the belt from around her robe, then returned to secure her wrists. “You may keep your legs together for this.”

      Her gaze fixated on Noah as he rifled through a round metal caddy that held all sorts of kitchen implements. He selected a plastic spatula then smacked it against his open hand.

      “Too gentle.” He glanced at his brother.

      Too…?

      Then he pulled out a wooden spoon. He tested that, and a crack echoed off the walls. “Much better.”

      Horror raced up her spine, and she might have stood to escape if Daniel hadn’t placed his hand between her shoulders.

      “You have a safe word.” Daniel’s words were soft and, she was certain, meant to be reassuring. “And I’d like you to choose one that means we need to slow down or change something, perhaps a position because you have a cramp. You can use it as a way to let us know you need to reconnect with us.”

      What he’d said matched the things she’d read online. She suspected the fact he’d suggested her selecting one now when he hadn’t earlier meant he intended to push her further than before. “I’ll use yellow.”

      Noah moved in behind her, bumping her lower body so it was flush against the side of the counter. The roughness of his jeans scratched her skin, and his erection jutted against her. “I’ve been looking forward to this,” he murmured into her ear. “I love watching Daniel discipline you, but I have a taste for it myself.”

      She inhaled the scent of his desire. The prospect of the upcoming spanking made her nervous, yet her traitorous body was soft with surrender.

      He stepped back, and the silence of anticipation rang in her ears.

      “I’m going to rub your hot ass.”

      He did just that and so much more: massaging, plumping, pinching. So vigorous and different from Daniel’s touch. Breath whooshed out of her. And as she squirmed, Daniel tightened his grip on her. Even though her legs were pressed together, she couldn’t find the right movement to make herself come.

      “Quit trying.” Daniel’s voice was dry. “You’ll come when we permit it.”

      “What?”

      Then Noah spanked her buttocks with the wooden spoon, and a fury of arousal sliced through her. “Fuck.”

      Where Daniel was precise and methodical, Noah was unpredictable.

      He landed the second and third strikes nowhere near each other, sending her into a perplexed frenzy, unable to figure out what he was going to do next.

      The fourth made her gasp. The fifth made her cry out. And the sixth, placed diagonally, made excitement ripple through her.

      She parted her legs, desperate to change her angle.

      Before she could come, Noah tossed the implement onto the counter. It clattered then skidded across the smooth surface, coming to a stop in her line of vision. Her ass burned. Her clit throbbed in incessant demand. And her breaths were labored little pants.

      In small increments, Daniel loosened his grip, then released his binding. Then Noah helped her to stand.

      “Your ass is so red now.” Daniel turned her to face him, then caught her wrists and rubbed them. “I fucking love how much we turn you on.”

      Unadulterated passion blazed in his eyes.

      Noah grinned. “Go ahead and put your robe back on if you’d like and move those bowls to the dining room before you distract me again.”

      Daniel held the robe for her as she settled into the luxury. Then she carried a couple of items to the table, surprised to find it already set with an elaborate candelabra, silver utensils, and antique knives and forks.

      When she returned to the kitchen, Daniel had prepared her drink, and Noah had plated chicken, onions, and green peppers.

      “Fajitas?” Her mouth watered as she inhaled the savory spice of chili powder.

      “I hope you approve?”

      “It’s my favorite. Tell me you have tortillas?”

      “Corn as well as flour.”

      She sighed. “Bread is life.”

      “I agree.”

      “Who knew heaven could be found at Southgate?”

      His eyebrows drawn together, Noah regarded her. “In that case, why leave?”

      All of a sudden, the atmosphere had gone from light to serious, an unwelcome reminder they’d won her for a couple of days. This visit was a fantasy and nothing more.

      “Because…” Kristin shook her head. She’d allowed her imagination to run off with her, thinking that he meant something by his words. “Life. Jobs. Responsibilities.”

      “Pesky details.”

      Just like that, things were normal again.

      “Grab a spoon from over there.” He pointed toward a drawer in the counter, all business, as if forgetting he’d had her draped across it and spanked her just minutes before.

      He accepted it from her and slid the spoon into the fajita mix.

      “Want me to take it to the dining room?”

      “Yes. I’ll be right behind you.”

      This time she was aware of him watching her every movement.

      She’d just finished arranging all the bowls on the table when Daniel carried in her beverage.

      Four chairs were arranged around the table, and the ones at either end had ornate, high backs. And since the plates were all set together, she’d wondered at the family dynamics. Which brother would be figurative head of the family?

      Daniel pulled back a chair for her. “Please.” He indicated she should have a seat.

      It had never occurred to her that she’d be expected to occupy the place of honor. “I thought you’d sit there.”

      “It’s how much you mean to us.”

      Noah joined them, bearing fajitas.

      All through dinner, they regaled her with more stories about the ranch, and they offered glimpses into their everyday worlds.

      Daniel lived in a downtown Houston high-rise with an office nearby. Noah had sold his home in favor of moving to the ranch.

      His earlier sentence played in her mind. “Why leave?” Everything she told him was true. She’d struggled to make Atria a success after the debacle with Franklin.

      Daniel reached for a second portion of fajitas. “Now tell us about Atria. Beyond the obvious. We know you own a restaurant that gets great reviews.”

      Other than Mary and a couple of girlfriends, she didn’t talk much about her past and the constant struggles to hold onto the restaurant. But since these men had seen all of her secrets—physically, at least—what harm was there in baring her emotions as well?

      Picking up her drink, she sat back in her chair. “I attended school for restaurant management. My parents owned a small homestyle cooking place. I loved it, but I saw how much they always struggled. My idea was to help them out.” She smiled at the memory. “But right as I was graduating, the strip mall where their place was sold to a developer. They lost their lease. Instead of starting over, they decided to retire. I don’t blame them. It’s a hard way to earn money. The industry operates on razor-thin margins.” She met Daniel’s eyes. “Not that I need to tell you that. I’m sure there’s a reason you don’t have restaurants in your investment portfolio.”

      “Still there’s huge potential.”

      “There is.”

      “Why Atria?”

      “For a school project, we had to do a business plan. You know, with market analysis and such.”

      Obviously familiar, Daniel nodded.

      “I found a need for that kind of concept. Sort of an East Coast vibe, with upscale Modern American food.”

      “Fusion.” Noah pushed his plate to the side. “Utilizing spices in innovative ways.”

      “Exactly. And I wanted the right location. So Atria does have a glass-covered patio.” She looked at Daniel. “Lots of greenery and lights.”

      “And a water feature.”

      “I also wanted an upscale wine experience. My idea was to create fine dining but also a destination for happy hour, a place for business meetings, dates, celebrations. Even wedding proposals. In the bar area, we have televisions for the sports crowd.”

      “By all looks, you’ve made a success of it.”

      “Looks is the right word.”

      He raised an eyebrow in silent invitation for her to continue.

      With a sigh, she did. “I met Franklin Howes—”

      “I know him.” A pulse ticked in Daniel’s temple.

      “Yeah. He was part of the group that shut down my parents’ restaurant. But he”—where were the words for this?—“took an interest in my idea for Atria.” He’d pretended to care what happened to her parents and to her.

      “Go on.” Daniel’s voice was edged, and Noah looked on silently.

      “You know him.”

      Daniel nodded tightly.

      “He became my investor.” And lover. “And a controlling bastard. I wanted, needed, to get away. Eventually he let me.”

      “At what cost?”

      It surprised her that he’d read between the lines so well. “Emotionally? Or financially?”

      This time it was Noah who spoke. And his tone was soothing. “Both. If you’re able to share.”

      Unburdening herself was cathartic. She kept so much in, trying to get through each day while looking forward to celebrating the moment she’d be free of his greedy clutches. “Emotionally… He told me I would fail without him. I was no good at the restaurant business or in a relationship as a partner or”—she drew a breath—“in the bedroom.”

      “Fuck that.” Daniel pushed to his feet, and his chair crashed to the floor.

      “You know for a fact that’s not true.” Noah, as always, had the perfect words.

      She smiled halfheartedly. “Being here with you two”—Kristin glanced from one brother to the other—“is really outside my comfort zone.”

      “We wish you’d have told us.”

      “I appreciate what you’re saying. But I really didn’t have the words to tell you I have no bedroom skills.”

      Daniel gently took her shoulders, but his lips were turned up in a snarl. “He’s wrong.”

      “And a fucking asshole.” Noah punctuated his words with a happy smile.

      “I appreciate you two.” Already her confidence was at a high she hadn’t imagined possible. “Thank you.”

      Slowly Daniel released her and took his seat. “And the financial part?”

      “His loan is a little usurious. But since I couldn’t get funding from a bank after he withdrew from the business, I’m stuck. At least until I can get the note down to a more manageable amount.”

      “How much?”

      “That’s…” She shook her head. “I appreciate your concern, but I have no interest in dealing with another investor.” She paused. “Especially one who is a Titan.”

      Daniel narrowed his eyes. “Don’t compare me with that ruthless motherfucker.”

      She leaned forward to put her untouched drink on the table. “And you’re not? You aren’t single-mindedly focused? The fact I’m here says otherwise. You wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

      In frustration he exhaled. “Look—”

      “No.” Kristin held up a hand. “You look. We have an arrangement. It includes great food, luxurious accommodations, twintastic sex. Nothing more.”

      “You’re pissing me off.”

      “So?” She brought her chin up. “After everything I’ve been through, I don’t really care about pissing a man off. Even a Titan. I’m no longer under illusions about how the world works and how far some people”—she stared directly into his deep blue eyes and struggled not to tremble—“are willing to go to in order to have their way.”

      “That’s all this is to you? Me exerting my will?”

      “I’ll be honest.” Kristin swept her hand wide. “This has been fun so far.” As much as she wanted it to continue, if she’d wounded his male ego, she could leave now and still be grateful for the experience. “Look at the facts. That’s exactly what you did.” Her pause was intentional. “I don’t see how that’s different from what Franklin did.”

      “I’ll tell you exactly how it is. We care about you.”

      “So did he. Until I became too difficult.”

      “A woman is only difficult to the wrong man.”

      “When this is over, I’m going back to work to pay off my loan and make Atria a success. That’s my only focus.”

      “This—we—mean nothing to you?”

      She refused to be vulnerable enough to admit the truth…that she’d liked him, maybe too much, from the beginning. “Your hospitality is top-notch.”

      Before the anger flaring in Daniel’s eyes could manifest, Noah stood. “Let’s have drinks on the patio.”
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      “Is that the one that you used on me last night?”

      “What?” Wooden spoon in hand, Noah turned. He had some classic rock cranked in the kitchen, and he hadn’t been aware Kristin had entered the room. Not that she would have made much noise since her feet were bare.

      As she took a step closer, he caught a whiff of something floral, perhaps from the lavender soap he’d placed in her suite.

      She’s still wearing our collar.

      The sight almost brought him to his knees.

      Neither he nor Daniel had instructed her to leave it on, and after what she’d said at the dinner table last night, he’d wondered if she would.

      At his suggestion, they had moved to the patio and had wine, and conversation had been light but somewhat forced. Soon thereafter she’d excused herself to go to bed.

      For the next hours, Daniel had behaved like a caged animal: pacing, snarling. Noah had watched, waiting for his twin to burn off his energy. Then he’d shared his own opinion. She was right.

      Having a long-term relationship with her demanded a less-overbearing strategy. Unfortunately that wasn’t Daniel’s strong suit.

      Daniel had headed to the barn to workout while Noah did some work and wondered whether or not Kristin would ask to go home early. He put down the spatula and slid the bowl of icing to the side. “How are you doing this morning?”

      “I’m okay.”

      “Daniel knows one way to go about getting what he wants.”

      She gave a half-smile. “It may work for some things.”

      He nodded. “You’re still here.”

      “I honor my commitments.”

      “Is that what this is to you? Nothing more?”

      She winced a little. “Do you have any tea?”

      He turned down the music before opening a nearby cupboard that contained an array of boxes. “What’s your choice?”

      “Breakfast tea if you have it. Something that’s bold and has caffeine, please and thank you.”

      “Have a seat. I’ll take care of it.” While she slid onto a bar stool, he filled the electric kettle, then plugged it in.

      She craned her head to look past him toward the stove. “Something smells amazing. What’s for breakfast?”

      “Cinnamon rolls.”

      “They are my absolute favorite.”

      “Your sister told me. I think she was hoping to make amends for her part in the auction.”

      “If I fall into a sugar coma, just put me to bed and let me sleep it off.”

      “I made plenty of bacon and a quiche for protein. And I have a fruit compote to go with it.”

      “Oh, la. Fancy.”

      “It’s the only word I know for throwing berries and honeydew melon in a bowl together.”

      She grinned, and he appreciated how easy she was to be with.

      “Is that orange juice in that carafe?”

      “Fresh squeezed. Figured it works for mimosas if you wanted one.”

      “I thought I wasn’t allowed alcohol if we were…playing.”

      “You’re not, but I also didn’t know where you were emotionally. I wondered if you’d like to rest this morning. Recover a little. We can call in a massage therapist.”

      She laughed lightly. “To be honest, I’ve discovered muscles I’d forgotten I had.”

      “We have a spa, and you’d be the first customer. We’d appreciate your feedback about the amenities.”

      “We could still… I mean, this afternoon…”

      “After lunch and into the evening. Yes. And getting the knots worked out might make that easier for you.”

      “That sounds dreamy.”

      “I’ll arrange it.”

      “As good as it sounds, I think I’ll skip the mimosa. And do you happen to have any pineapple juice?”

      “In the refrigerator. That came from the grocery store, though.”

      “Mind if I mix some of it with OJ? Or is this your kingdom?”

      He waved a hand, inviting Kristin to join him. “I’ve never been challenged for possession of the apron before.”

      “A very nice one it is.”

      He glanced down at the Texas flag covering his torso. “My sister gave it to me.”

      “I didn’t know you had a sister.”

      “Kayleigh. She’s younger than we are. Lives in New York. Manhattan. Wants nothing to do with Southgate. City girl. Hates bugs and the solitude. And humidity.”

      “Has she been here?”

      “Once. She bought the apron as a housewarming gift. I think it was an afterthought when she arrived at the airport.”

      “At least it was a practical gift.”

      “She’s a chef, so, yeah… She promises to help hire the staff and plan the menu when we’re ready to open for business.”

      “Pitcher?” Kristin slid from the bar stool, then deposited the spoon in the sink.

      “You’ll find what you need in there.” He pointed to the butler’s pantry. While he could get it for her, he wanted her comfortable in the house. The more she enjoyed it, the more she’d want to return. Or better…stay. Maybe his approach would work where his brother’s had failed.

      A few seconds later she returned carrying a glass pitcher. “That’s the biggest pantry I’ve ever seen. So well thought out too.”

      “Kayleigh designed the back part of the house, ensuring it was set up for a professional to use. Either a catering service or a chef if we hire one for the B & B. Six-burner stove, double ovens, industrial refrigerator and freezer.”

      “Smart.”

      “The back section of the house was the worst part of the renovation. From receipts we found in the attic, it appears appliances were first brought into the house in the early part of the twentieth century. All of the cabinets were metal, and some were decorated with stickers to identify the contents. It even had a brown refrigerator and avocado-colored stove. Something out of a nightmare. The vinyl floor had holes worn through. And there was a wall right where you’re standing.”

      She glanced around. “There couldn’t have been room for more than one person in here.”

      “There wasn’t. When the house was built, this section was intended for staging food. Because of the risk of fire, the kitchen was located in a separate building out back. Which is a good thing since it burned down twice.”

      “Seriously?”

      “We discovered some of the original footings when we cleared the land.”

      She moved into place near him to slide the pitcher onto the quartz island. He appreciated everything about her: her manner, her sassiness, her sense of adventure, and the way she’d been so responsive to them.

      “Everything okay?”

      She tipped her head to the side to glance at him through her untamed strands of hair.

      “Last night… What you said, and my brother’s reaction.”

      She grabbed the pineapple juice, filled the glass little less than halfway, then topped it with the OJ. Then without tasting it, she turned her back to the counter and looked at him. “I know it made the evening uncomfortable, but isn’t part of this about the honesty?”

      He nodded.

      “So I’ll be honest. I’m enjoying the experience even more than I thought I might.”

      “But?”

      “This…” She inhaled. “This couple of days is something I’ll never forget. But that’s all it is to me. Your brother is the kind of alphahole I’ve promised to avoid. His needs, his wants, come first.”

      “Do you really believe that?”

      The kettle beeped, signaling it was done, and Noah seized the opportunity to lessen the tension in the room. He dumped a teabag into a china cup and then placed it on a saucer.

      “Elegant.”

      “Too delicate to be practical. I can’t even squeeze one of my fingers through that curlicue thing.”

      She grinned at him. “You mean the handle?”

      “There’s a reason mugs were invented.”

      “I like it. It’s feminine.”

      “Kayleigh thinks that hosting tea around the holidays might be a good way to earn money. Decorate the house with trees and lights, maybe encourage people to dress up.”

      “Mother’s Day too.”

      He nodded. “One day the delivery guy showed up with boxes and boxes of china. All sorts of patterns and shapes. Most of them are in storage until we decide on the best approach. We might want to have an afternoon tea here in the ballroom. But we do have another building that can host bigger events, or we could even open a restaurant in that space.”

      “You have a lot of options. Having a formal tea in the house is definitely more intimate. And with a separate building, you can have multiple events at the same time. Weddings and teas. Or a brunch. Breakfast with Santa. Visits from the Easter Bunny.”

      “You definitely think like Kayleigh does.” With a grin, he shuddered. “We’re going to have a full-time operation here if we keep it up.”

      “There’s enough land. The only challenge is whether you’re close enough to Corpus Christi that people are willing to make the drive.”

      “Something we wonder too. We’re aware our family lost the place once.” Noticing that she hadn’t taken a drink, he asked, “Honey? Sugar?”

      “Milk?”

      “That’s un-American.” He grabbed a container from the refrigerator. “Next you’ll tell me you don’t drink sweet tea.”

      “Can’t abide it.”

      Noah folded his arms across his chest. “You couldn’t have been born in the South.”

      “In a Houston suburb, in fact.”

      “I’m going to have to see some proof.”

      After dunking the bag a few times, she moved it to the saucer, then added a splash of milk to the cup while he watched, part fascinated, part horrified. She tasted it, then sighed in appreciation before hopping back onto her bar stool and drawing the cup and saucer toward her.

      At least she hadn’t fled. “Back to the topic of my twin.”

      “Where is he, by the way.”

      “Working out. Running. Something to keep him occupied for a while. So it’s okay for us to talk.”

      She picked up the cup and studied him before answering. “Right now? Out here? Yes, he’s trying to fulfil my fantasies. You both are taking exquisite care of me.”

      “I’m glad to hear you say that.”

      “Even you have to admit his tactics were a bit extreme. Working with my sister to get me to participate in an auction that I didn’t want to be in? Especially after I had turned him down flat. Twice.”

      Noah winced.

      “He didn’t tell you?” She took a drink. “The first time he asked me on a date, I told him I had less than zero interest in any man who was a Titan. And now I find out there are two of you?”

      “We’re not all the same.”

      “Rich?”

      He lifted one shoulder.

      “Part of a secret society that meets to discuss ideas. Maybe part of that plan is world domination?”

      “That’s a little extreme.”

      “A super-secret bonfire?”

      He didn’t respond to that. Couldn’t, actually.

      “Naked sacrifices?”

      Noah laughed. “That’s a little far.”

      “Titans help Titans.”

      That was an unspoken part of the code.

      “And fuck everyone else.”

      From her perspective, she had a point. “Reality is a little more complex.”

      “That’s my reality, Noah. And it comes from harsh experiences. Not just Franklin and his vindictive, usurious ways, but from Daniel’s high-handed tactics.”

      “You can’t find a way to forgive him?”

      She pushed her cup and saucer to the side. “He hasn’t asked, has he? And do you believe he’s ever going to change his behavior?”

      Kristin had a point. Still, Noah knew his brother’s heart and soul. He’d never cared for a woman like he did her. He’d never do anything to hurt her. In fact, he’d destroy anyone who caused her harm. “It’s more complicated than that.”

      “It always is.”

      The oven timer buzzed, and he removed the cinnamon rolls.

      “If you cook like this all the time, it’s a good thing I’m leaving tomorrow.”

      “That’s it. Salads and grilled chicken for every meal from here on out.”

      “Say it isn’t so!” She grinned, then leaned forward a little. “What’s it like, living out here by yourself?”

      Noah appreciated her interest. “I stay busy.”

      “You don’t get lonely?”

      “Sometimes I even look forward to Daniel arriving.”

      Kristin laughed. “That must be bad.”

      “In seriousness, yeah. Sometimes I miss the city.”

      “What about dating?”

      He wiped his hands on a towel. “Not much time for it.”

      Kristin took a couple of sips—fortifying herself?—before asking, “This ménage thing…”

      “No questions are off-limits.”

      “You’ve done this before, right? Is it just a kink? How often do you do this? A weekend of fun every month?”

      “We don’t toy with anyone’s emotions.” Recognizing the razor’s edge in his tone, he took a breath. “There are submissives whose company we enjoy. But we don’t fuck women, then discard them.”

      Her eyes were wide, and she wrapped both hands around her teacup.

      “If you think so, you’ve misunderstood us.”

      “Have I?” Not backing down, she brought her chin up. “I’ve seen Daniel with plenty of women. And a sub at Sanctuary.”

      “Here’s the facts, Kristin. We’ve had two serious relationships. Of them, only one was a heartbreaker.”

      “What happened?”

      “At first she enjoyed it. Gianna was her name. Then the reality of our dynamic became a challenge. Not for us, mind you. It was the judgment of other people that was too much. Most women don’t show up to events with two dates. Her parents had issues with the morality of our relationship. Ignorant friends teased her about the sex, asking all sorts of intimate, bizarre questions, as if sharing a bed is the only thing that unites a triad. We have the same struggles as everyone. She walked away without much of an explanation. ”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “So were we. She blocked our calls and messages and told mutual friends she didn’t want to hear from us again. According to rumor, she’s unhappily married to someone her parents love.”

      “That’s unfortunate.”

      “She could have turned to us. I’m not sure we could have solved it, but we could have tried. We never had the opportunity. The truth is, in retrospect, she never wanted something long-term with us. She never invited us into her life.” He looked at Kristin and the way the morning sunlight filtered through the window to play on her hair, making it look as if the strands were on fire. He finished his explanation. “We wouldn’t have brought you out here just to toy with you. It’s no secret Daniel has wanted you for a long time. He went through a lot to get you out here.”

      Kristin dropped her hands into her lap.

      “Yesterday was demanding for you.”

      For several moments, she didn’t respond. “It was a little overwhelming.”

      “Too much?”

      “I wouldn’t say that…”

      He waited.

      “It was more than I could imagine. But it’s the emotions…”

      “Go on.”

      “I didn’t realize…” She paused. Twin streaks of pink painted her cheekbones. “Of course, I knew—or at least suspected—that I might experience some sexual arousal…” She used her first finger to trace the elegant curve of the cup’s handle.

      “After everything we’ve shared, there’s no need for embarrassment.”

      “That should be true.” Kristin continued to follow the contours up and down as she avoided his gaze. A few seconds later her hand froze. Her stunning green eyes were wide. “I didn’t know that both the physical and mental aspects of submission would sweep up my emotions.”

      He leaned against a counter to regard her. “In what way?”

      “I’m trying to figure that out myself. It’s…” She took another drink, and her hand trembled as she lowered the cup. “Exhilarating. Empowering. And leaves me vulnerable.”

      Her eyes hid secrets that she clearly wasn’t ready to reveal.

      “And what do you want today?” He didn’t want to make the next offer. “You can think about it, let us know what you’re thinking after your massage.”

      “I’ll let you know.”

      “You’ll need to talk to Daniel as well. The only way this can work is if we’re all aware of the same things.”

      “That’s the thing, isn’t it? Since there’s no future here, nothing that needs to work.”

      Fuck.

      Noah sighed. A moment ago she’d admitted to being vulnerable, and the turmoil inside him echoed that sentiment.

      Both he and Daniel were more than a little in love with her.

      Right now, with Kristin pulling back, the stakes were higher than he’d experienced before. Daniel thrived on uncertainty, but Noah didn’t. And for the first time in his life, he didn’t know what the fuck-all to do.
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      Kristin’s insides were a knot of emotion, making it impossible to relax.

      After breakfast, Daniel had cleaned the kitchen while she and Noah had resumed the house tour that had been interrupted yesterday. He’d shown her an upstairs room intended for use by brides before weddings, and he’d opened the door to the bedroom that Daniel had claimed for the times he was at the ranch.

      Then the three of them had toured the rest of the property, including the fitness center and the cottages, most of which were close to completion. After that they’d wandered to the building intended for large gatherings that also had a kitchen designed by Kayleigh. A massive tree dominated the lawn, providing a gorgeous backdrop for pictures. “I can see why you’re tempted to open a restaurant. But my vote would be for an event’s center.”

      Noah regarded her. “Why? Specifically.”

      “The distance from Corpus Christi. It would be more cost-effective to use the space when someone else is paying your bills, meaning they’ve put down a deposit and you have a contract. Unless it was only open periodically—like on Friday and Saturday night. Maybe Sunday brunch.”

      “Go on.”

      “If you do that, the venue may not be available for big events.” Ideas swirled. This was why she’d entered the hospitality business. “On the other hand, there’s nothing to stop you from having special events like prom or homecoming dinners. There are pros and cons to both concepts.”

      “I appreciate your insight.”

      Next they’d showed Kristin the nearby storage area, filled with tables and folding chairs and all manner of arches and pillars, suitable for almost any celebration.

      The tour ended at the spa.

      During her life, Kristin had only treated herself to a few massages, and most of those had been the chair-type, offered at a local upper-end grocery store.

      Before excusing themselves, Daniel had removed her collar. Without thinking, she’d stroked her neck, already missing the snugness and warmth of the leather.

      She hated that reaction but appreciated the heat searing in Daniel’s eyes.

      The two-hour hot-stone massage was pure luxury, leaving her more relaxed than she ever remembered being.

      When she returned to the main house, she discovered Noah had set out a light lunch, and the three of them dined together on the patio.

      It had been…normal. As if it were an ordinary day in an ordinary relationship when it was anything but.

      Noah offered to straighten up and wash the dishes while she enjoyed a couple of hours to herself.

      Then Daniel looked at her pointedly. “If you’d like, we can visit the pleasure cottage later. Or we can watch a movie or go to town for a bit.”

      Since she was on her own until two o’clock, she took a nap then a bath. In the warmth and quiet, her mind drifted. She replayed the time since she’d arrived, marveling at the way her inhibitions had been shed, recalling the separate encounters with each brother as well as the ones they’d shared.

      And it stirred up a mess of emotion and vulnerability.

      Everything she’d shared with the twins last night had reflected her feelings. Yet it wasn’t the entire truth, and here, now, she admitted it to herself. If she didn’t have a physical attraction to Daniel, she would have never come.

      Unfortunately since she’d been here, she’d started to care about both brothers.

      Noah’s earlier conversation replayed in her mind. Was it true that she meant something to Daniel, that she was more than just another woman to him? Or that he was deeper than she imagined?

      And what then? Even if she were to consider a relationship with them, it would be complicated. She understood Gianna’s concerns. All intimate relationships had challenges, but being involved with a triad had to be doubly difficult. Pretending otherwise would be foolish.

      Kristin sighed. The decision about what to do with the rest of their day loomed. It would be safer to go somewhere, maybe visit the nearby small town or take a drive to Corpus Christi.

      On the other hand, the invitation to spend time in the place that they’d designed just for her intrigued her. But joining them there would be dangerous, maybe make her want them more.

      In frustration she sat up and leaned forward to yank the bathtub plug.

      It took more than fifteen minutes to dry her hair. Then she walked into the closet. She could pull on a pair of jeans and a shirt and opt for a casual day.

      But then she’d never have the experience of whatever they had in store for us.

      Decision made, she opted for a sexy two-piece outfit.

      Kristin started down the staircase to see Noah lounging near a doorway, dressed in tight jeans and a charcoal gray T-shirt that made his blue eyes even more startling.

      As she neared the bottom, he moved in, offering his hand as she released her grip on the banister.

      “Every time I see you, you take my breath away.”

      Her heart hammered. “It’s mutual.”

      “You’ve made your decision?”

      “I have.”

      “Daniel’s already there.”

      “He was that sure of me?”

      “Not at all. Hopeful, yes. And just in case, he wanted to be sure everything was perfect.” He grinned, making him appear rakish. “Shall we?”

      Noah opened the front door.

      “Do I need a cover-up?”

      “No one is close by.”

      She nodded. Because of all of her new experiences, when she went home tomorrow, it would be with an increased sense of self-confidence.

      Noah assisted her down the front steps, then walked beside her down the path. Sunlight filtered through the leaves, tossing a shadow on the ground, and the early autumn air warmed her skin.

      Then he led her up the stairs onto the wraparound porch of the cottage.

      “Ready?” With a grin, he threw open the door.

      Arms folded across his chest—ultra-Dominant—Daniel stood in the middle of the room, dressed all in black. With his blue eyes radiating intensity, he devastated her.

      She missed a step, and Noah steadied her.

      He closed the door, sealing her inside with the two men.

      “Welcome to your pleasure cottage.” Daniel’s voice matched his commanding stance. “Have a look around.”

      The first sight of a vast, open room made breath fragment in her lungs.

      The floors were polished hardwood, and the walls were painted a warm cream color. White wooden blinds covered the massive windows. There was a small hallway off to the left, leading to two more doors.

      Surprising her, the room contained a few homey touches. An antique armoire occupied the space between windows on the back wall. The bottom part was made up of several drawers, and on the top half, doors were open to reveal a stunning number of BDSM toys hanging from hooks. She noticed a docking station for a phone, and a set of small speakers nearby.

      An oversize leather couch, complete with throw cushions and a couple of cozy blankets, sat against the wall to the left. Next to it was a small refrigerator with a glass door.

      But the other things in the room made her step falter as she took in the large X structure, a St. Andrew’s cross. It was crafted from thick wood, polished to a gleam. It was both solid and threatening. She also recognized a spanking bench.

      “What do you think?”

      Goose bumps chased up her arms, and she told herself it was from the air-conditioning rather than being at the mercy of the brothers.

      “All of it was for you. Only you,” Noah assured her. “Every detail. Including my brother getting woodworking calluses on his very important hands.”

      She glanced at Daniel.

      “It’s always been you, Kristin. You should know that.”

      Aware of their scrutiny, she wandered to the spanking bench and ran her fingers across the pebbled blue vinyl covering it. An assortment of hooks had been drilled into the wood at various places.

      “I could keep you on there for hours.” Daniel’s voice slid over her in threat and promise, flooding her with arousal.

      She walked to the X and fought the temptation to place herself on it. Who was this emboldened woman who was anxious to be tied up?

      “Which would you like to try first?”

      “Is this a trick?”

      “No.” Daniel shook his head. “What you said last night… And Noah here…”

      He went to stand next to his twin. Shoulder to shoulder, filling her vision, they overwhelmed her.

      With pain in his eyes, Daniel continued. “He set me straight. I’ve been determined to get what I want to the exclusion of everyone around me. I apologize for that.”

      Never in a million years could she imagine Franklin expressing remorse for anything.

      “I’d like to spend the rest of our time together making it up to you.” He raised an eyebrow. “Within reason. I’m still a Dominant.”

      “As if a tiger can change its stripes.”

      He offered a half shrug. “Indeed.”

      Because it truly was her choice, she relaxed more than she had since she’d arrived.

      “In that case I want to try the St. Andrew’s cross.”

      Daniel smiled his approval.

      It emboldened her, melted her a little.

      He reached into his pocket to pull out her collar. Her breath caught. Why did wearing it mean so much to her?

      While Noah lifted her hair, Daniel fastened the leather into place. The fit was exactly right, and having it in place felt perfect, as if she’d come back home.

      “It’s gorgeous.” Daniel kissed her neck. “And when you’re ready, please position yourself facing the cross. And remove your bralette, even though it’s beautiful. Your choice, you may leave on the skirt. I can always lift it out of my way.”

      Her heart racing, she took off the top piece. Then because she wanted to show Daniel she would be accommodating, she dropped the skirt to the floor.

      “Fuck.”

      His soft curse was its own reward.

      Noah, of course, scooped up the material and placed it on the couch.

      In front of the cross, she parted her legs farther than shoulder-width and raised her hands high above her.

      “Lean into it.”

      It was then that she realized the cross tilted at a slight angle, meaning gravity would help keep her in place.

      While Daniel secured her ankles to the structure, Noah took care of her wrists. She was open, splayed for them.

      “My brother was right in making this for you.” Noah kissed her forehead. “Seeing you like this exceeds my expectations.”

      Daniel left them to walk across the room to open one of the closed doors. He wheeled a metal tray to the wardrobe. Even though she craned her head, she couldn’t see what he was doing.

      All too soon, he stood in front of her. Her mouth dried at the sight of a flogger, a paddle, and a scary looking implement she’d never seen before. The toy was about two feet long and wrapped with pale-pink leather. The tip was angled, so that it resembled a diamond. It reminded her of a riding crop, but it didn’t have a separate flapper attached to the end “What is that?”

      “It’s called a dragon tail, though there are many variations of what that means.”

      “Where is it meant to be used?”

      The brothers exchanged glances.

      She shuddered. That shape would fit perfectly only in one place. “No. No. Tell me you’re kidding.”

      “You have a safe word.” Daniel’s tone was firm. “But I’d like you to trust us enough to try it first.”

      “I’m skeptical.”

      Noah laughed. “It shows in the way you narrowed your eyes.”

      Daniel held up a small, green flogger. “The strands are suede. Because they’re thick, they’re more thuddy than stingy.”

      “We’d like this afternoon to be a sensuous exploration.” Noah traced his finger across her chest. “We want to bring your body to life and your brain as well.”

      “Noah’s going to warm up your skin.”

      Daniel offered the flogger to his brother.

      Noah walked behind her to caress her, starting at her shoulders, then moving down to rub her back and buttocks. He squeezed her butt cheeks, kneading them deeply.

      She closed her eyes, but Daniel caught her chin. “Look at me.”

      When she did, he clasped one of her nipples between his thumb and forefinger. Distracted from what Noah was doing, she watched Daniel.

      He tightened his grip, and in surrender, she leaned even farther forward against the structure.

      “That’s it.”

      Noah covered her backside, her thighs, and calves with the flogger heightening awareness everywhere he touched. He retraced his movements, working from bottom to top with more vigor, heating her body. Now she was grateful for the cool whisper of air on her skin.

      Daniel slowly released her nipple to pick up the fierce-looking dragon’s tail. The feminine color should have looked ridiculous in his grip, but it didn’t.

      He flicked each of her nipples. The leather kisses didn’t hurt. Instead, arousal careened through her, arrowing straight to her clit. “Oh.”

      “That’s the response I’d hoped for.”

      He did the same thing again and again, making her pussy ache.

      Noah began to flog, gently at first, then harder, covering her back and her buttocks. All the while, Daniel continued his delicious torment.

      The need to orgasm became a demand.

      Helpless, seeking, she tried to thrust her hips forward, only to have the restraints keep her in place. She whimpered in frustration. Daniel, in a focused motion, caught her clit with the dragon’s tail. Kristin screamed. “Oh my God. I need to come.”

      “Not yet.” Daniel delivered dozens of licks between her legs while Noah ignited every one of her nerve endings.

      “She’s getting red. So gorgeous.”

      “Please let me come.”

      He sat on the floor and reached to hold her labia apart. “Work for it.”

      His tongue touched her clit barely.

      Desperately she struggled to put her whole pussy in his face while Noah continued his sweet, sweet torment.

      Her breaths became a stream of tiny, desperate gasps.

      “Come anytime.” Noah’s voice was graveled with demand, and he continued to light her body on fire.

      Daniel slipped two fingers inside her as he licked her hard.

      “Fuck. Fuck!” An orgasm rocked her. Yanking against the restraints, she cried out their names.

      And they were both there for her, releasing her bonds.

      Then Daniel scooped her from the floor and carried her to the couch.

      She snuggled against his chest, and he wrapped his arms around her.

      A few seconds later Noah carried over an open bottle of water.

      “Thank you.”

      “My pleasure.” He grinned. “That will about do it for round one.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER NINE

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      “Would you like a glass of wine with dinner?” Daniel offered.

      Across the kitchen counter, she met his eyes. “Does that mean no more BDSM for the rest of the night?”

      “That’s correct.”

      “But—”

      “We need to give you time to recover.”

      He might be right, but she wasn’t sure she liked that.

      Noah added dozens of Gulf shrimp to an enormous pan on the stove. Savory scents of garlic, onions, and cracked red pepper filled the air. And pasta bubbled away on another burner.

      Since they were having seafood and a spicy cream sauce, she nodded. “Thank you.”

      Daniel uncorked a bottle of pinot grigio, and she recognized the high-end label that she kept on hand for more discerning customers. “Who made your wine selections?”

      “Kayleigh.” Noah turned each shrimp, making sure they were all coated in the heavy cream sauce.

      From the aroma alone, she had no doubt it would be divine.

      “Neither of us can tell the difference between a seven dollar and a three-hundred-dollar bottle,” Noah added.

      “Few people can. For me, spending a lot is a waste of money. But don’t tell my wholesaler I said that.”

      “If I didn’t keep the beer in the refrigerator, I doubt Daniel would even be able to find the kitchen.”

      “Could be true.” Daniel poured three glasses.

      She accepted the glass that Daniel offered. “Have you considered wine and food pairing dinner events?” she asked.

      “Another potential income generator?” Noah drained the pasta into a large, antique bowl.

      “Especially if you offer special rates on an overnight stay so people don’t have to drive home. Or arrange transportation from Corpus or Houston.”

      Daniel slid her the glass of wine, and she took a sip. “This is really good.”

      “Is it?” Daniel asked.

      “Atria has an extensive wine list, and this is one I’ve never sampled. Turns out it’s better than what I usually drink.”

      “Good to know. Kayleigh insisted it was worth it.”

      “This is unfortunate.” She swirled her finger on the base. “Now I know how good this is, I’m going to want to drink it rather than the cheap stuff.”

      Noah poured the shrimp mixture on top of the pasta. “Should we eat in here?” He looked at his brother. “Or would you prefer to be more formal?”

      “The banquette would be fine.”

      By unspoken accord, she grabbed some plates, napkins, and silverware and carried them to the table tucked near the window.

      Daniel joined her with the wineglasses. “Slide in.”

      She scooted across the bench seat. Noah placed the large bowl of shrimp in the center, then sat next to her. Which meant Daniel was across from them.

      The setting was intimate and cozy, and she enjoyed it more than the meals they’d shared in the dining room.

      Noah discussed plans for hiring staff so they could open the bed-and-breakfast after the first of the year, and he had a list of candidates to interview for an event planner so they could start booking some business.

      “We could host a party out here.” We? Her breath froze, and she couldn’t utter another word. When had she started thinking in terms of her being a part of Southgate?

      “Go on.” Daniel leaned forward encouragingly.

      Stalling, reminding herself she was going back to her regular life soon, she sipped her wine. “I mean…”

      Daniel and Noah watched. Waited.

      “My sister might be interested in hosting a fundraiser here. It would get some of Houston’s power players to the ranch, and it would allow you”—despite her best efforts, she’d almost said us— “to decorate and take pictures so that you have images to use in your marketing. You could set it up for Christmas or, better yet, after the first of the year when there aren’t any competing events, and that will maybe open up the spring season, maybe some last-minute weddings. And if I were you, I’d start giving some behind-the-scenes tours to reporters and event planners. Maybe an open house just for them.”

      “You could be our manager.”

      “I’ll be paying the note on Atria for years.”

      After dinner Noah and Daniel cleaned the kitchen while she finished her glass of wine.

      “I’m ready for dessert,” Noah said. “Daniel?”

      “Most definitely.”

      Both of them looked at her.

      “On the table, Kristin.” Daniel’s grin was wicked.

      “What?” Electricity sizzled up her spine.

      “Did you really think we were finished with you?”

      “You’re kidding me, right? You said we were done playing for the evening.”

      “This is not a BDSM scene.”

      They exchanged glances. Noah shrugged. “Per se.”

      Daniel took her by the waist and lifted her onto the edge of the table. After tugging off her shoes, he dropped them out of the way. “On your back.”

      Her heart roared in her ears.

      “Move to the middle and place your feet flat on the tabletop.”

      “What…?”

      As if it explained everything, Noah answered. “The more we get of you, the more we want.”

      Daniel pulled out the long bench seat and carried it out of the way. “Now drop your knees as far to the sides as possible.”

      Unable to look away, she watched Noah move toward her. When he stroked her clit, she moaned. Then he inserted a finger in her pussy, rocking in and out, turning her on more with each stroke.

      “Offer me your breast.” Daniel leaned over to suck on her left nipple.

      His voice was so tight with command that she was powerless to resist him. Under his expectant gaze, she plumped her left breast and followed his order. He filled her gaze, consuming her.

      Noah continued his sensual assault, adding a second finger then a third, stretching her wide. If she wasn’t so aroused, there was no way she could accommodate him.

      Then, still fingering her, he began to eat her.

      “Not yet,” Daniel told her.

      His denial made her need greater, and it gnawed at her. “But…”

      Rather than responding, he plucked at her right nipple.

      Noah inserted his fourth finger, prying her pussy wider than it had ever been.

      She pushed her feet against the table, lifting her hips.

      “That’s it.” Noah thrust deeper.

      “I can’t, can’t, can’t…”

      Daniel captured her gaze. “Now you can come.”

      With a scream, she orgasmed, tossing her head back and forth, but the brothers were relentless, continuing on, ensuring she continued to ride the high.

      Palms cupping her breasts, Daniel sucked hard on one of her nipples while Noah brushed his finger across her clit.

      As she teetered on the edge of a second climax, Daniel released her breasts and trailed his hands over her ribs, then lower, to her pelvis.

      He used two fingers to part her labia, spreading her open more for his brother.

      Her body was on fire from the dizzying sensations, and she shuddered from the force of Noah’s repeated penetration.

      Wickedly, with most of his brother’s hand inside her, Daniel used his free hand to stroke her. The sensations overwhelmed her.

      Then Daniel moved away and instead leaned over to kiss her. There was passion in his eyes, but also tenderness. Undoing her, care was there as well. This was what she needed from him, from them.

      His kiss was beautiful, full of promise, but sexy as hell.

      Then he deepened the kiss, and her passion flared. She came hard.

      Undeterred, Noah continued until he shoved her over the edge again.

      After four, she lost track, and then she was somewhere else, simultaneously drowning and floating.

      On some level she was aware that they’d stopped and that she was shaking.

      Daniel stroked her hair back from her forehead. “Now we’re done with you for the evening.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “I want to take both of you.”

      “Look at me.” Daniel placed his mug of coffee down on the porch railing, then captured Kristin’s shoulders.

      Noah was inside making breakfast, and he’d insisted he didn’t need help, so Daniel had invited her to grab her cup of tea and join him outside.

      They’d spent ten minutes in quiet solitude. Then, when dawn yielded to the first rays of sun, he’d drawn her in front of him, her bottom snuggled up to his groin, her head tucked beneath his chin while he’d wrapped his arms around her, to welcome the spectacular sight of a new Texas day.

      It was a moment he wanted to hold on to forever.

      Since she seemed no more anxious to break the spell than he was, she finished her drink then slid the empty cup onto a small table before turning to face him and making her bold statement.

      This morning, before they’d ventured outside, he’d offered her one of his long-sleeved shirts. She’d shrugged into it, rolled back the sleeves to leave her hands free, but she’d left the buttons open, meaning he still had a view of her beautiful, mostly naked body.

      As impossible as it seemed, Daniel was more attracted to her every time he saw her. Everything they shared only made him care more.

      And now, her pronouncement tightened his gut harder. Attraction for her was an abyss with no bottom and no escape. “Do you know what you’re asking?”

      “Yes. Yesterday I talked to Noah about how everything is tangled for me, the physical acts affect my emotions, but that I want everything you can give me. He said I needed to tell you, as well. So here I am.” Though her voice faltered, she tipped back her chin and met his gaze. Her eyes reflected the bright sunshine. “And I’d like to do it now, before I have to leave.”

      He damn well despised the reminder that he’d be taking Kristin home in a few hours. Maybe the same urgency drove her decision. As much as her suggestion made his dick hard, he needed to be sure she wanted it rather than just trying to please them.

      When she spoke, her voice held a fierceness she hadn’t been capable of when she’d arrived. “I’d like both of you to make love to me at the same time.”

      He couldn’t help the grin that tugged at his mouth. “That’s clear.”

      “I know what I want, and I’m asking for it.”

      He uncurled one hand to stroke her untamed hair back from her face. He was delighted to have been her first Dom, and he now wanted them to be her last. “It will be tricky. And difficult.”

      “I realize that. And I know you’ll be patient.”

      Though he appreciated her confidence, patience was in short supply when she was this close and he was drinking in the scent of her bold innocence.

      “Please?”

      If she knew her power, how he’d never be able to deny her anything she wished for… “A bed is probably easiest for that.” Since the three of them had spent last night together, wrapped in need and urgency, the sheets were already a tangled mess. “I’ll talk to Noah.”

      She nodded.

      He led the way back inside. “Wait for us in the Presidential Suite.”

      “Yes, Daniel.”

      Her whispered words were so very sweet.

      Kristin made her way to the second floor. And he watched her take every step.

      Then, shaking his head to clear it, he found Noah in the kitchen. Once reassured of her desires, Noah slid the bacon and sausage in the oven to keep warm. Fortunately he hadn’t started the eggs. Breakfast could wait.

      When they joined her, she was on her knees, and she’d removed the shirt. She was breathtaking, the most perfect, innocent sub.

      “Tell me what you want.” Noah’s voice was as stunned as Daniel’s had been earlier.

      She looked at him. “I want both of you inside me at the same time.

      Noah grinned in a way that Daniel hadn’t seen since Gianna had succumbed to the pressure of her family’s horror and walked out of their lives.

      “Let’s get you on the bed.” Daniel offered a hand. Then he lifted her onto the edge of the mattress.

      Her lips were parted, her breath coming in little bursts. She had no idea of her feminine powers or the fact he’d fight off the entire fucking world to keep her happy.

      “I want to prepare you first.” Noah grabbed a tube of lubrication from the bathroom, then opened a drawer to select a butt plug. “Legs on my shoulders.”

      She followed Noah’s instructions. Despite her determination, her jaw was clenched.

      Noah lubed his fingers and began to stretch her out.

      With a whimper, she fisted the covers.

      Daniel climbed on to the bed next to her. “We’ve got you.” Like he had last night he kissed her to distract her from the pain while Noah started to insert the flexible piece of silicone.

      At first she kept her body rigid, but he watched her uncurl her hands and spread her fingers, and he realized she was opening to them.

      Noah rhythmically inserted and extracted the plug, making her hole wider with each slow push.

      With his tongue, Daniel continued to tantalize her. Then he slid a hand between her legs.

      This time, when Noah reached the fattest part, he stopped and held it there. Daniel ended their kiss to eat her sweet pussy.

      “This is—”

      Noah seated the plug, and she exhaled in a huge shudder.

      Daniel looked up to smile his approval. “You did well, little one.”

      She blew a breath out through her pursed lips.

      Her clit was engorged, and Daniel continued to feather his tongue across it. “Are you ready for what comes next?”

      “I think so.” Kristin gave a brave smile. “Yes.”

      Noah began to enter her pussy in short, arousing strokes.

      “This…”

      “Are you okay?” Having both holes full had to be a challenge.

      “It’s more than I could imagine. But yes. I love this.”

      Daniel met his twin’s eyes. They both smiled. This may not ever be enough to convince her to stay with them, but it was a step closer.

      Between them, they drove her to thrashing orgasm, and she screamed both their names.

      When she exhaled, settling again, Noah withdrew his still-hard dick.

      “You sure you’re up for us both to make love to you?” Noah asked.

      “If it’s as good as that…”

      Daniel made her a promise. “We’ll make it even better.”

      “Then I want to try.”

      He took her hand, and their fingers entwined.

      “I’ll arrange for it.”

      Noah eased the plug from her rear, and she sighed.

      “That thing is a monster.”

      “Not quite.” Daniel grinned.

      When Noah lowered her legs from his shoulders, she rolled onto her side.

      “Let’s get you in a different position.” Daniel climbed from the bed.

      “I can’t move.”

      In response Daniel scooped her up.

      She settled against his chest, and he wanted to keep her there forever. “I’ve never had a man who just picks me up and puts me where he wants me.”

      “Get used to it.”

      In the distance, a phone rang. He knew it wasn’t his or Noah’s. Too soon, reality was nipping at the edges of their time together. “Stay with me. With us.”

      She met his gaze and nodded.

      While Noah rolled a condom down his dick, Daniel placed her back on the bed, then nudged her to encourage her to get into position. “We’ll go as slow as you need.” He joined her on the bed, then lifted her again for a moment so that he could get his face beneath her pussy. “And at any time, we can stop.”

      Daniel used his legs to force hers farther apart, unbalancing her, and she landed exactly where he wanted her.

      Her musky, aroused scent turned him on, and he kept her imprisoned while he licked her.

      She moved against him with abandon she hadn’t shown before, making his dick rock hard.

      When she was turned on, gyrating her hips, on the verge of coming on his face, he pushed her up a little.

      Noah seized the opportunity to insert two fingers into her tighter hole, stretching her lubed channel. “When we do this, bear down. My cock is firmer than the plug. You might think it’s impossible, but it’s not.”

      “I’m getting nervous.”

      Daniel caressed her thighs. “I’ll be watching you.” Now that she was more aroused, he scooted lower until his legs hung over the side of the bed. Then, with his hands on her hips, he guided her to his erect cock. “Ready to get on top?”

      Straddling him, she slid down his length, her internal muscles clenching. This was the woman he wanted for all time.

      From behind Noah held one of her shoulders while he slipped his cockhead into her.

      Going rigid she whimpered. “I…can’t!”

      “You’re doing great.” Daniel squeezed her breasts gently, reassuringly.

      After a couple of labored breaths, she nodded. “Okay. I’m ready.”

      With a firm grip on her hips, Noah pulled her back a little. “Bear down now.” He thrust forward.

      She cried out.

      “Damn, Kristin. That’s it.”

      “No.” Her breaths were jagged. “You’re splitting me in two.”

      “You did it, though.” Daniel pulled her down for a kiss. “Our heroine.”

      Seated to the hilt, Noah held her steady and remained still, except to trail his fingertips down her spine.

      “This is totally amazing.”

      Daniel agreed. “Let us know when you’re ready.”

      “I think… Yes.” She braced her hands on the mattress and sucked in two shallow breaths. “Make love to me.”

      Noah used tiny, measured strokes until she moved with him. As she relaxed, tension draining from her shoulders, Noah withdrew farther, then pressed in deeper.

      Her body became more supple. “Ride me, Kristin.”

      Giving herself over to them, she did.

      Noah repeatedly filled her, and she clenched around Daniel, squeezing him. They’d shared women before, but nothing had been this powerful. Or emotional.

      While he’d cared for Gianna, he now recognized she’d always held part of herself back. When they had gone out together as a threesome, it had always been to someplace new, often one of the city’s hotspots, crowded, overheated places where no one paid attention to anyone else. She’d never welcomed them into her intimate circle, refusing to invite them to family gatherings or events with friends.

      She’d refused all their offers to visit Southgate, citing its distance from the city and the fact she hated old, drafty houses. Instead she asked them to visit her. On rare occasions she would join them at Daniel’s place in downtown Houston. As the months had progressed, she’d spent less and less time with them. Only when it was too late had Daniel recognized the fact she’d kept part of her life separate from theirs.

      But Kristin… Kristin had courageously offered something they hadn’t even asked for, and it humbled him.

      “I think I’m going to come.” Her voice was a shocked whisper.

      Noah encouraged her. “Do it.”

      Wanting to drive her harder, Daniel squeezed her breasts together.

      She arched her back, moaning…the sound that of wild surrender, something he’d never forget.

      “That’s it, little one.”

      Her orgasm started deep, and her body shook. Noah tightened his hold on her, and her pussy clenched around Daniel’s dick as a climax ripped through her.

      Daniel gritted his teeth to hold back the incessant demand of his own orgasm.

      Noah groaned, a guttural sound. Then his body went rigid.

      Her internal aftershocks continued. Daniel cursed, unable to hold off any longer. Gaze focused on the gorgeous woman straddling him, his fingers tight enough on her to bruise her smooth skin, he came, savoring his complete possession of her.

      The three of them remained entangled, breathing frantic, connected.

      He wasn’t certain he’d ever experienced anything like this. On a lot of levels, it disconcerted him.

      After long, intimate seconds, Daniel wound a lock of her hair around his hand. “Thank you for this.”

      “It was…” Her voice caught. She drew a breath to steady her thoughts. “I could never have guessed.”

      He couldn’t have either, and he’d spent weeks, months contemplating it, imagining just this.

      Noah eased out of her, and she sucked in a breath with a small whimper. Daniel pulled her on top of him, kissing her, telling her how extraordinary she was while Noah smoothed his hands down her back.

      In the distance her phone rang once more.

      Determined to have her as long as they could, they showered together, Noah soaping the intimate curves of Kristin’s body while Daniel rinsed her.

      They stayed in the oversized, spa-like stall until reasons and excuses ran out.
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      Her phone rang a third time while Daniel was toweling Kristin dry. She sighed, wanting to be in this cocoon just a little longer. But the summons was persistent. “I need to see who it is.” Work, most likely. No way would Mary interrupt the time that Daniel had bought and paid for.

      “Of course.” Noah nodded.

      Still, she hesitated. Her heart was desperate to maintain the connection that had come from both of them possessing her at the same time.

      Physically it had been difficult to have two large cocks inside her. Her thin internal membrane had separated them, but the sensation had been spectacular, harsh, demanding.

      Emotionally it had been devastating, so much more than she could have imagined, as if she’d shattered and been put back together as a different person.

      “I’ll finish breakfast.” Noah brushed back damp hair from his forehead. “Join us when you’re ready.”

      “Thank you.” Her phone rang again. “I…” Words failed her. Wrapped in a towel, she hurried to her room.

      By the time she arrived, the device had fallen silent. The display showed six missed calls, three voice mails, a dozen text messages, all from Amelia, Kristin’s manager.

      The chef walked out.

      Bobby was temperamental, but usually Kristin could calm him down.

      And he took most of the sous chefs with him.

      Her hand trembled as she read and reread the message. In a pinch, she could cover the kitchen until they found someone else, but not without any help at all.

      Sorry to tell you, I think they’re going to Franklin’s new restaurant.

      Everything she’d built collapsed in that moment, and she sank onto the edge of the bed. The vindictive sonofabitch.

      Why? So she’d go crawling back to him for help?

      That would never happen.

      I’ll do my best until you can get here.

      Kristin needed a day at home to sort through the weekend’s events and sort out her tumultuous emotions.

      Instead she needed to be at Atria as soon as possible.

      Quickly she dressed and headed to find the brothers, her Dominants.

      “I made cinnamon rolls again.” Noah brandished his spatula. “And a plate to take with you.”

      “You shouldn’t…”

      “I want you to think of me.”

      “How could I not?” A knot forming in her throat, she crossed the room to kiss his angular, smooth-shaven cheek.

      From where he was standing near the window, Daniel turned to face her.

      She cleared her throat, then plunged ahead before courage deserted her. “I hate to say this, but I can’t stay for breakfast. I need to leave.”

      “The phone calls?”

      “It seems my chef has deserted me in favor of going to Franklin’s new restaurant.”

      “You’re not kidding.”

      “I wish I were.”

      He gave a tight nod. “I’ll see to the details.” Without another word, he exited the room.

      In silence she watched him go. He was distant and cold. “What’s with Daniel?”

      “You’ll have to ask him.”

      “No hints?”

      Always loyal, Noah lifted a shoulder. “My brother is a complicated man.”

      “A frustrating one.”

      The kettle beeped, and Noah poured hot water into a cup she hadn’t noticed before now.

      “I figured you’d need this.”

      She moved closer to him to accept the much-needed beverage. “I’m not ready for reality after this. Being here meant…” Kristin sighed. There weren’t even words to express the tumult inside her. She settled for giving him a half smile. “A lot. I need to take a pain reliever for the soreness, and I could sleep for a week.”

      “Then we’ve done our job.”

      While he filled a plate with cinnamon rolls, she sipped her tea. “If I had any other choice, I wouldn’t rush off.”

      A few minutes later, a vehicle horned blared.

      “That would be Daniel.”

      “He wasted no time.”

      Noah walked her into the grand hallway where she retrieved her belongings. Then she followed him outside onto the porch. Daniel stood near the front fender of the vehicle, arms folded, dark sunglasses hiding his expression. The sun reflected off his hair, highlighting some almost midnight-blue streaks that she’d never noticed before.

      “It will be quiet without you here.” Noah leaned over, and they exchanged cheek-kisses, such a difference from the way they’d devoured each other earlier this morning.

      In looks, he was similar to his brooding brother, but Noah had a softness that counterbalanced Daniel’s harshness.

      “You’re welcome at Southgate anytime, Kristin.”

      The chasm of goodbye threatened to swallow her.

      “I’m glad you came.”

      “And came and came and came again.” She attempted a lightness that was at odds with her inner turmoil. She wondered if he heard the tension rippling through her words. “Thank you for your hospitality.”

      “Having you here has been a pleasure. The house needs a woman. And so do I.”

      “I—” At a loss, she accepted the plate of cinnamon rolls, deciding she’d put them in the freezer and savor them one at a time. And she knew each one would remind her of him.

      Noah returned to the porch and folded his arms. His eyes spoke of loss and longing, making a lump form in her throat.

      Shaking her head, she tried to focus on the trip ahead. She had real problems at Atria, and she needed to be able to think clearly.

      Daniel offered a hand into the SUV. As always, electricity zinged up her arm as they touched, leaving her breathless. It stunned her that she was no more immune to him than she had been when he’d walked into her apartment two short days ago.

      After ensuring her safety belt was fastened and the door closed, he climbed in beside her. The scents of leather and spice competed, overwhelming her.

      Once they had left the grounds, she focused her gaze on the side mirror and watched the ranch house fade from view, swallowed by the line of live oaks and magnolia trees.

      Then, when the wrought iron gates closed behind them, she looked out the front window, hands folded in her lap until she could no longer take the silence. She angled herself to look at him. “Is there something bothering you?

      “I’m not one for long goodbyes.”

      “Long goodbyes?” She scoffed. “You didn’t participate at all.”

      “The truth is, if it were up to me, we wouldn’t be saying goodbye.”

      His words killed her. What else was left but parting ways? Tears filled her eyes. It had to be the emotion and the lack of sleep, and now the stress with the restaurant. It was nothing more. Right?

      She was relieved when they arrived at the airport to board the plane.

      During the short flight, they made small talk. She exchanged messages with Amelia while he responded to work emails.

      In a short amount of time, they were back on the ground in Houston, zipping through the light morning traffic to her home.

      When they reached her home, Daniel pulled over to the curb and slid the gear shift into park.

      Leaving Noah had been difficult, but this was even more wrenching. Before her composure crumbled, she reached for the door handle.

      “Wait.” Daniel’s voice was raw, and he captured her wrist and held it firm.

      She had nothing to say.

      His grip firm, he brushed her hair back and leaned in. She froze, knowing his kiss was coming, knowing it would be lethal.

      Fracturing from the inside out, needing to save herself, she yanked her wrist away, then removed her collar.

      “Damn it to hell, Kristin.”

      Tears swam in her eyes as she dropped the piece of leather on the console. Before she could change her mind, she unfastened her safety belt at the same time as she forced the door open.

      “Don’t do this. We need—”

      Frantically grabbing her belongings, she bolted from the vehicle. Somehow she managed to get inside and throw the deadbolt home before collapsing against the wall, emotion flooding her.

      Daniel knocked on the door. “You left your cinnamon rolls.”

      Heaven help her. There was no way she possessed the strength to face him again.

      When she didn’t respond, he resorted to ringing the bell. “Kristin! Goddamn it, let me in!”

      She forced herself away, ignoring him as well as her confused, shattered heart.
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      “If you don’t go and tell her how you feel, I’ll bang your head against a wall.”

      “She needs to come to us.”

      “You’re a fucking idiot.” Noah shoved a roast in the oven, then slammed the door shut.

      “I’ll take that beer now.” Daniel needed a brew or, barring that, something stronger.

      “Get it yourself.”

      “Jesus, Noah.”

      “Jesus yourself, Daniel Armstrong, architect of this whole fucking mess.”

      Daniel winced, but he didn’t respond. Noah was right. From the moment Mary had invited him to attend the charity auction, Daniel had planned out almost every moment, leaving nothing to chance. But he’d never considered how their time together might end or how to express his desire that Kristin be part of their lives.

      Almost a week ago, she’d hurried away from him before he could exit the vehicle. He’d stood there like a besotted fool, pounding on her door until a neighbor had pulled out a phone and threatened to call the police unless he went away.

      For a few hours he’d driven around as his mind had spun in circles.

      After their time together culminated in a hot threesome, he’d thought something had changed for all of them. It sure as hell had for him. They hadn’t had sex. It was so much more than that: a connection, trust, bond between the three of them.

      But then reality had crashed them all back to Earth.

      “What the hell is really going on with you?” Noah removed his Lone Star apron, hung it on a peg, and then poured himself a glass of wine.

      His brother stayed on the far side of the counter, keeping something solid between them. Maybe so he didn’t succumb to the obvious urge to knock Daniel upside the head?

      “She withdrew. Like Gianna.”

      “Like— Are you fucking kidding me? Kristin isn’t a damn thing like her. You know Gianna was paralyzed by the need for her family’s approval. We were nothing more than a diversion for her. If you’d look through a lens of reality rather than hurt, you’d see it too.”

      Daniel winced, but that didn’t slow Noah down for a moment.

      “I’d say Kristin did pretty well. She took everything you gave her and asked for more.” Noah’s nose flared in aggravation.

      Daniel wondered if he’d pissed his younger brother off this bad since they’d been adults.

      “Kristin is more capable than you might imagine.” Noah picked up his drink. “Did you ask if she wanted to leave? Did you offer to stay with her? Help at the restaurant? Fuck you. Did you talk to her on the way home? Or did you punish her with silence because of your own goddamn fears? Did you invite her to come back to Southgate, maybe on her next day off? Oh wait, or suggest that Kristin have Mary contact us about setting up an event out here like she suggested?” He slammed his glass back onto the quartz countertop.

      Daniel was surprised the force didn’t make the stemware shatter.

      “Knowing you, you didn’t say goodbye or even thank her for the trust she put in us.”

      Fuck.

      “You’re a dick.”

      The cold, hard facts stared Daniel in the face. They were as irrefutable as they were impossible to dodge. “I think I’m in love with her.”

      “Yeah. And?”

      “’Yeah, and?’” Daniel parroted back to his brother. “What do you mean ‘yeah, and’?” The depth of it freaked him out. He’d expected sympathy or, at the least, commiseration. Surprise would have been nice.

      “You’ve been in love with her for a long time.”

      “Obsessed with her.”

      “How many other women have you been obsessed with during your life?”

      “None.”

      “And how many have you been in love with?”

      “None.”

      Noah smacked his forehead. “Do the math, banker man. One love. One obsession.”

      Restless, Daniel stood, then strode to the refrigerator and grabbed a bottle of beer. By way of a peace offering, he imagined, Noah found an opener, then slid it onto the counter.

      After popping the top, Daniel took his seat again, shoulders slumped with dejection. “What about you?”

      “I’m not as stubborn as you are.” His tone wasn’t as harsh. In fact it was somewhat jovial. “Or, it turns out, as stupid. I love her, and I’m not afraid to admit it. I invited her to return anytime she wanted. And I thanked her for her time.”

      “Are you gloating?”

      “No. Gloating would be letting you know I sent a text message asking if she’s okay. And that I sent a bouquet to her at Atria.”

      Daniel took a long draw from the ice-cold brew.

      “Did you sign my name to the card?”

      “Hell no.”

      “What a fine mess.”

      “Fix it.”

      “What if she doesn’t want me?”

      “Who could blame her? But she wants something.” He checked the roast. “Figure it out.”

      Daniel slid his hand into his pocket to touch the collar she’d worn and discarded. Like a talisman, he’d kept it with him.

      “You might start by apologizing for the first time in your miserable life. Or by admitting to the emotions you keep shoving away.”

      He met his brother’s condemning gaze. “You’re an ass, Noah.”

      “Better than being a fucking fool. Figure out your life, Daniel. And do it quick before we lose her forever.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “I want details. All of them.”

      Kristin wiped Atria’s marble bar top, trying to ignore her sister.

      But Mary was relentless. She’d phoned every day since Kristin had arrived home. Instead of answering, she’d replied via text, saying the time at Southgate had gone well and that she was swamped with work since the chef quit. All of which was true.

      Kristin should have figured Mary would eventually show up at the restaurant.

      “That bouquet is gorgeous.” Mary moved aside her untouched glass of wine and leaned forward. “Are the flowers yours?”

      Even though they’d been on the back of the bar for days, most of the blossoms were bright and gorgeous, their colors hopeful. And because the back wall was made of mirrors with glass shelves stocked with liquor, everywhere she looked, she saw a reminder of her time with the twins. “Traitors don’t deserve answers.”

      “You know I’m persistent.”

      The truth was, she needed someone to talk to.

      Since it was after nine on a Monday night, things were slow.

      Kristin poured herself a glass of the pinot grigio she’d had at Southgate, then came out from behind the bar. “Let’s move to that booth.” She pointed to the back of the restaurant.

      A minute later, she admitted the truth. “They’re from Noah.”

      “Noah?” Mary drew her eyebrows together. “I figured they were from Daniel.”

      “No. He dropped me off at home, and I haven’t heard from him since.”

      “What?”

      “I’m serious.” Kristin began to shred her cocktail napkin.

      “That doesn’t make sense. Daniel paid nine thousand dollars for two days with you. What went wrong?”

      “I don’t know what to say.”

      “Okay, I’ll pry.” Maybe needing the fortification, Mary took a small sip of her wine. “Last week Daniel picked you up and drove you to Southgate.”

      “Not exactly.”

      Mary waited.

      “He picked me up, and then we took his jet to Corpus Christi.”

      “What?” Mary blinked.

      “Then we drove to Southgate.”

      “That’s… Wow.”

      That had been Kristin’s reaction as well.

      “Okay, so then what? Did you go out to dinner somewhere?”

      “No. Noah cooked.” After he spanked me.

      “Noah? Why was he there?”

      Oh God. She hadn’t told her sister. “I, erm, spent the weekend with both of them.”

      “Like…” Red streaks dashed onto Mary’s cheeks. “Both of them, both of them?”

      “Yes.”

      “You mean—”

      “I do.”

      “Both of them? You slept with both Armstrong brothers? How was it?”

      Since words were inadequate, Kristin settled for, “Nice.”

      “Seriously? You did the nasty with two gorgeous men, and it was nice?” She sighed. “I want to know the details.”

      How would she react to knowing that Kristin had been cuffed, collared, tied up, spanked, and made love to until she’d screamed her ecstasy? Or that she’d been pampered with baths, a sensual shower, fantastic meals, expensive wine, an amazing massage, all the cinnamon rolls she could eat, and a view of the sunrise while she leaned back against a handsome man with his strong arms around her? That she’d slept in the Presidential Suite, nestled between her Doms? Or that she was in love with two men—brothers.

      One of them, she had no doubt, cared for her. The other? She had no idea.

      For all the work Daniel had done to get her, he’d turned into ice when she said she needed to leave.

      Mary snapped her fingers in front of Kristin’s face, forcing her to look up.

      “Hey, are you okay?” Curiosity had vanished under an onslaught of sisterly concern.

      “You want the truth?”

      “It was a disaster, wasn’t it?” Mary’s face drained of color. “Oh, Kristin. I’m sorry. So sorry. I had no idea you wouldn’t enjoy yourself.” She lifted one hand and pressed her knuckles to her mouth. “You have to believe that I’d never hurt you on purpose, no matter what. No one matters more to me than you do.”

      “It’s worse than that.”

      “How?”

      “I fell in love.” Finally Kristin was admitting it to herself. She’d been tucking the truth away in a corner of heart where she kept it walled off.

      But now, here, with her sister, it became impossible to deny.

      “You…” Mary frowned. “What? With Noah? When Daniel’s been after you for years?”

      “No.”

      “Okay, so then it is Daniel.” Mary grabbed her wine and took a second drink. “If you’re in love with him, why did Noah send you a bunch of flowers two feet tall? I’m confused.”

      No more than Kristin was. “I’m in love with both of them.”

      Mary stared. Then blinked. Then blinked again. “The music’s a little loud in here. I think I misheard you.”

      After a breath to fortify herself, she repeated, “I’m in love with both of them.”

      “So, you mean…”

      Like Gianna, Kristin was tempted to hide the true nature of the relationship, or at least not mention it. The fact the three of them had had sex together was one thing, but factoring in the BDSM part…? How many people would understand, let alone support it? It would be a constant battle.

      Yet the pain she was enduring right now was worse than any judgment she might face.

      “Talk to me.”

      Her palms slick from nerves, Kristin met her sister’s gaze. “Whatever you’re thinking or imagining, that’s what happened.”

      “You slept with both of them?”

      “I did.”

      “Together? I mean, like all three of you?” She blushed. “Or each of them at separate times?”

      “Both.” She wished she’d poured herself a glass of wine.

      “Oh Lord.” Mary blinked. “Lord.”

      That about summed it up.

      “So what’s next?”

      “I wish I knew.” For the last few days, she’d replayed Daniel’s silence on the way home and the shocking contrast of the passion they’d shared.

      “Okay. Now that I’ve had some time to get over the shock, let’s try again.”

      “Don’t ask anything you don’t want the answer to.”

      “Fair enough.” Mary was silent for a minute. Then they each took a drink. “You’re in love with two men?”

      “That’s correct.”

      “Twins. Who are both hot.”

      “They are.” She tipped her head to one side.

      “And they’re good in bed?”

      Kristin leveled a hard look at her sister. “I told you not to ask anything you don’t want the answer to.”

      “I didn’t.” Devilment twinkled in her eyes.

      A smile pulled at Kristin’s lips. “Yeah.”

      “So how is this a problem?”

      “What?” It was Kristin’s turn for the confusion.

      “You love two gorgeous, successful men. And at least one of them sort of likes you. Oh!” She took a drink. “That’s awkward. I get it.”

      “Get what?”

      “You love them both and only one likes you back. That could be strange at Christmas and family functions.”

      “That’s not really the problem. I think Daniel likes me also.”

      “So which one would you choose?”

      “Both.”

      Mary frowned. Then, as the seconds ticked on, Kristin watched understanding dawn. Mary’s shoulders slumped, and she scooted back. “You’re talking about a…”

      “Ménage?” she supplied. “Threesome. Polyamorous relationship. Triad?” If they wanted that. But that was a big leap from spending some time together.

      “Mom and Dad will have kittens.”

      “Yeah.”

      Mary grinned. “That’s awesome.”

      “Awesome?”

      “They’ve been wanting us to get married. Maybe you can get on with it. They will be so freaked out, it will totally take the pressure off me.”

      “Wait a minute…”

      Mary picked up her glass of wine and lifted it in a mock toast.

      “Wait. You’re okay with this?”

      “It’s different. I’m not going to pretend it isn’t. It may take me some time to adjust, so please be patient. The only thing I want is for you to be happy. I don’t want you dodging my calls and suffering over this.”

      The sister who’d brought home stuffed animals with missing legs and ears. Of course her heart would be sympathetic.

      “I might have some weird questions.”

      “Don’t ask—”

      “Unless I want the answers.” She took a glance around, then leaned forward again. “I heard Daniel’s into some kinky stuff.”

      “Sharing a woman counts as kinky.”

      “More than that. Like tie-me-up, tie-me-down.”

      “I can’t say.”

      “So he is! I don’t know how jealous to be.”

      “That’s more information than I knew about you.”

      “We all have secrets, sister dear.”

      “Do we?” Intrigued, she leaned forward.

      Mary waved off Kristin’s interest. “Back to you. What are you going to do about the situation?”

      “I have no idea.”

      “Have you told them?”

      Kristin shook her head. “What do I do? Pick up the phone and call them? Tell them I love them? And then what? I work sixty hours a week.” Or more. “Noah lives at Southgate. Daniel lives somewhere in the city.” She pressed her hands together. “How would it even work.”

      Saying nothing, Mary allowed the silence to grow.

      “I have no idea if they would even want me.”

      “Because men who don’t want women spend hundreds of dollars on flowers.” Mary slid a glance toward the bouquet behind the bar. “Or spend nine thousand dollars to pamper her for a few days.”

      From the outside, her sister had a point. But this was Kristin’s life. It didn’t matter that she was in love with the twins. Pursuing a relationship would be futile.

      “Look…” Mary placed her hand on top of Kristin’s. “Only you know what’s best for you. But you’ve put your life into Atria and making it a success.”

      “And still owe Franklin over seventy-thousand dollars.”

      Mary winced. “I didn’t realize it was that much.”

      And harder to repay when he stole her best people away from her.

      “All I’m saying is I want you to be happy. That may mean taking a risk and opening yourself up.”

      Unfortunately that was the only thing Kristin wasn’t capable of doing.
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        * * *

      

      Sinking onto the couch, Kristin kicked off her heels.

      The day had been hellaciously long. On a typical Wednesday, Atria was all-but dead by ten, and she headed home before eleven. Tonight, though, a group of businesspeople had arrived at seven. They’d enjoyed drinks, then a three-course meal, followed by coffee and cognac.

      It was almost one a.m., and she wasn’t sure she’d ever been more exhausted.

      Every part of her body hurt. She needed a hot bath, a massage, and twelve hours of uninterrupted sleep. Not that any of that would happen for at least another week.

      The only saving grace was that she had hired an experienced chef and a couple of assistants for her, and she’d done an amazing job this evening.

      At least one thing was looking up.

      Kristin thought about collapsing against the back of the couch, but she was afraid she might fall asleep and wake up with a crick in her neck sometime tomorrow afternoon.

      Deciding a shower would invigorate her, she pushed herself off the couch.

      In the small bathroom, she turned on the lights then froze in shock when she saw a colorful pink paper cocktail umbrella on the counter.

      Her pulse roared as she stood there, considering the implications. Someone had been in her apartment. Or was still in it.

      And the cocktail umbrella had special meaning to her and Daniel. Unable to help herself, she crossed the room to pick it up. After holding it for a second, she twirled the toothpick-like stem between her thumb and forefinger. Then sensing him, breathing in the fresh scent of leather and musk, she glanced over her shoulder. But she didn’t see him. “Daniel?”

      She walked back out into the hallway and turned on the light switch, and he was there, a shoulder braced against her bedroom doorjamb, legs crossed at the ankles.

      He wore a business suit, with his tie loosened and top button on his shirt undone. “I called you earlier.”

      Her heart hammered. “You didn’t leave a message.” Even though she hoped he would.

      “It was important we talked in person.”

      So why had he waited this long?

      As if reading her mind, he replied. “I’ve been in New York for most of the last week.”

      “How did you get in?” Then she held up a hand as she scowled. “Wait. Let me guess. Mary told you where I hide the extra key. She really is a traitor.”

      “She’s got your best interests at heart.”

      With him standing here, muddling her brain, she wondered whether or not that was true.

      “I suck at this stuff, and Noah has told me so.”

      She frowned. “At…?”

      Daniel uncrossed his ankles and pushed to a fully standing position with his legs spread.

      His eyes were darker than she remembered, with a layer of something unreadable in the blue depths. Pain? Torment?

      “I’m in love with you.”

      Stunned, she gasped.

      “It took me a long time to admit that to myself.”

      Her heart missed a beat, then a second, as she forgot to breathe. “You…?”

      “I love you.” His dark blue eyes were unreadable. “I’ve missed you; we’ve missed you. Everything you said to me at the ranch is accurate, and I deserved it. I was…heavy-handed in trying to woo you.”

      “Setting up an auction to win me was your idea of wooing?”

      He gave a rueful grin. “I didn’t know what else to do. It was a last-resort measure.”

      On purpose she kept some distance between them. Had to, for her own sanity.

      “Would you have come to Southgate otherwise?”

      She exhaled. No.

      “I didn’t know what else to do.” He shrugged. “But I now know that if you want to be with me—with us—it has to be your choice. On the other hand, Noah said that I have to let you know how I feel.” He dragged a hand through his hair. “And that’s not easy for me. I’ve spent years tamping that down, focusing on the family business, restoring what we lost over the years. Maybe I lost track of other stuff that’s more important.”

      “Like other people’s feelings?”

      “Yeah. That.”

      As much as she wanted to run to him—bury herself against him, letting his strong arms envelop her—she didn’t dare.

      “You’re not going to make this easy.”

      “Make what easy?”

      “Everything I need to say.” He exhaled. “Would you like to go into the living room to talk?”

      “No.” She had to keep as much distance between them as possible. “This is fine.”

      “It’s uncomfortable.”

      “I don’t want you to get comfortable.” The truth was she didn’t trust herself. Until she knew what he wanted, she had to hold herself back. No matter how much she wanted wild, wanton domination from them, she couldn’t show up at Southgate on occasion for a romp in the pleasure cottage or Presidential Suite.

      She cared too damn much for both of them, and each time she left, it would hurt worse.

      “Fair enough.” He gave a tight nod. “When you left, right after we had sex, I wondered if it had meant anything to you.”

      “That’s a fucking joke, right?” Though there was real pain in his words, she was astounded. “I have a job, responsibilities.” She wrapped her arms around her. “I didn’t want to leave, would have done anything to stay. But Atria is mine. It’s taken every penny I had; I’ve poured in my sweat, my time, my heart, my life.”

      “I allowed a previous experience—”

      “Don’t.” She held up a hand. “I’m not her.”

      “I want to spend the rest of my life making it up to you. I’m sure you’ve thought things through. You know it won’t be an easy path.”

      The ache eased as the first tendrils of new hope unfurled. “It’s not made easier when the people involved don’t talk to one another.”

      For moments he was silent. “You’re right. And for you, I will do anything it takes.” He clenched and unclenched his fist as if the physical act could help harness his reaction. “Kristin… This is why I was in New York.” He reached into his jacket and pulled out an envelope.

      With a small frown, she accepted it. “What’s this?”

      “Open it.”

      She extracted a sheaf of papers, and her hands shook so bad the envelope fluttered to the floor.

      Unable to believe her eyes, she reread the words. Paid in full. “This…?”

      “Yeah. Atria is yours.”

      “I…” Words failed her. “How…?”

      “Neither Noah nor I like usurious bastards.”

      “So I now owe you?”

      “Absolutely not.” He shook his head. “As you said, you’ve dedicated your life to it. Now you can fulfil all of your dreams for it.”

      “Daniel, you can’t—”

      “We did.”

      Was this part of the reason she’d now found a chef? Was Franklin out of her life for good? Then the reality sunk in, and she shook her head. “I can’t accept this. It’s too generous.”

      “After all the business ideas you gave us?”

      “That’s different.” Mary had already called Noah to set up a fundraiser. “I’ll ensure you get back every nickel. That’s the right thing to do.”

      He shook his head. “The note was voided.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Franklin understands that you’ve already more than repaid his investment.” Daniel’s smile was as feral as it was quick.

      “Do I want to know how he came to that understanding?”

      “It’s immaterial.”

      “Then…” Words failed her. “Thank you.”

      “You need to understand this has nothing to do with us. Noah and I decided to talk to Franklin because it was the right thing to do. You’re beholden to no one. I’ll leave now if you want.”

      “No. Stay.”

      “I love you, Kristin.” He pushed away from the wall and walked toward her.

      Because of the rawness in his honesty, she remained in place, helpless to resist him.

      Daniel slid his palm up the side of her face to cup it.

      Craving his touch, needing him on a level so deep it was beyond comprehension, she leaned into him.

      Then, the big, fierce, Dominant man slowly lowered his hand before dropping to one knee.

      Gasping, she pressed a hand to her mouth. This couldn’t be happening.

      “Kristin, tell me you love me.”

      Oh, God. Oh, God. “Yes.”

      “I need the words.”

      “I love you, Daniel.”

      “Will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

      “But…” Her knees were unable to support her. Needing balance, she placed her arms on his broad shoulders. “I’m confused… What about Noah?”

      “Only one of us can legally marry you. I hog-tied him and shoved him down one of Southgate’s secret passageways so I could get here first.”

      “You didn’t.”

      Daniel pulled out a stunning ring. The center stone was a large, princess-cut diamond. Two smaller diamonds flanked it, one on each side. “It’s our wish that you’ll have both of us.”

      “He’s okay with this?”

      “After you left, he went to the jeweler. The big diamond represents our love for you. But he had it designed with three stones to represent our triad.”

      Noah was incredibly thoughtful.

      “He was going to do propose without me if I didn’t get my head out of my ass.”

      This had to be the most unconventional proposal ever. And it was the one of her dreams. It might have started with her being auctioned, but it turned out she’d been the winner.

      “Say yes.” He took her hand. “I’m begging you. Put me out of my misery. Marry us.”

      “I need to talk to Noah first.”

      “Ask him.”

      Noah stepped into the hallway.

      She moved her mouth, but no words emerged. His smile captivated her. “You’re here?”

      “Yeah. I wanted to give this asshole here a chance to make everything right with you.”

      “I need you to be part of this.”

      “Thank you.”

      He walked over, then took her hand from Daniel.

      “How will this work?”

      “I’ll be the best man.” Noah slid a pointed glance toward his brother. “In more ways than one.”

      She stifled a smile.

      “It won’t always be easy. In addition to normal relationship issues, there will be pressures from society. How we’ll work out schedules and time together, where we’ll live, who to tell, what to say…”

      “Mary already knows.”

      “And she told Daniel where to find the key instead of chasing us down with a pitchfork?”

      “She’s supportive. I wouldn’t say she understands. I’m not sure I do yet, to be honest.”

      “We’ll work it through.” Noah nodded. “As long as we communicate, we’ll get through it.”

      That would be a challenge at times, she knew.

      “Anything else?” Daniel asked. “Or will you show some mercy on me? My knees are getting tired.”

      “I think I know all about your suffering. I’ve been in that position a number of times.”

      “I’ll be honest. It’s emotional misery I’m talking about. I’ll stay here as long as you want.”

      “I need a few things to be clear.”

      “Go on.”

      “About the BDSM?”

      “What are you asking?” Daniel asked, hedging. “It’s possible there may be room for negotiation.”

      “I want it to be part of what we do.”

      He exhaled, and she realized he’d thought she might not want to participate in scenes.

      “It’s part of who we are,” Noah spoke for both of them. “It would be impossible for us not to want to dominate you.”

      “Now can we get on with it?” Daniel asked.

      She rocked forward onto her tippy toes, trying to rein in her excitement.

      Together, their voices gruff, one sharper than the other, they asked, “Will you marry us?”

      “Yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!”

      Noah held her shaking hand steady, while Daniel slid the stunning ring onto her finger.

      “It’s perfect.” Daniel grinned.

      “Of course it is.” Noah rolled his eyes.

      While Daniel stood, Noah swooped in for a kiss that left her unsteady.

      Before she could figure out what he was about, Daniel picked her up, carried her into the bedroom, and tossed her on the bed. He and Noah both joined her.

      Good thing she’d started undressing already, because the two of them didn’t seem to want to waste any time.

      “I can’t wait to see you walking down the stairs at Southgate in a white gown with nothing underneath it,” Daniel said as he released his belt buckle.

      Her breaths seared her lungs.

      “And I’m looking forward to the honeymoon.” Noah pulled his shirt over his head. “And watching you suck Daniel while I take you doggy style.”

      She was mostly dressed, and they’d made her hot and wet.

      “Shall we fuck for the first time as an engaged couple—get it over with?” Daniel suggested.

      “Will I ever live that down?” Smiling, Kristin shimmied out of her slacks. She was ready for them now and would be for the rest of her life.
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      “Please present yourself.”

      Despite the fact she was moments away from getting married, Kristin knew she didn’t dare disobey her future husbands. Regardless the unexpected command made her freeze.

      With trepidation she glanced at the door.

      Noah strode to it, his cowboy boots echoing off the floor of the bridal-preparation room.

      With a decisive flick of his wrist, he turned the lock.

      When they’d entered, they’d sent Mary away, promising she could return in a few minutes.

      Kristin met Daniel’s steely eyes.

      “This one time, I’ll give you a second chance.”

      Adrenaline making her hands shake, she turned away, then bent and struggled to grab her ankles with the tons of fabric in the way.

      Daniel flipped her gown up over her ass. “You’re already wearing a plug?”

      “I figured that you’d expect it.”

      “You’re the most perfect bride ever.”

      Someone knocked on the door, and Kristin started to panic.

      “Okay, you three, the minister is here, and people are waiting!” Mary called. Then she jiggled the knob.

      Kristin whimpered. “Oh God.”

      While Noah helped her to stand upright, Daniel smoothed the dress back into place. “Coming.”

      When Kristin was decent, Noah unlocked the door.

      Mary charged in. And with hands on her waist, she demanded, “Can’t you two keep your hands off her for two minutes?”

      “No.” Daniel’s reply was as instantaneous.

      “Damn it. There’s a roomful of people down there, and you made a mess of her hair.”

      Among other things.

      “Out.” Mary hurried over to repair the damage to Kristin’s hair.

      Before leaving, Daniel took Kristin’s hand and looked at her hard, seeing into her soul. “You’ve made me the happiest man on the planet today.”

      “Us,” Noah corrected. “After all, I am the best man.”

      Daniel leaned in for a kiss, but Mary moved with stealth speed and inserted herself between them all.

      “Out. In a few hours, she’ll be all yours.”

      Not chastened, they left.

      Mary fussed for a few minutes until Kristin’s hair was perfect and her gown was smoothed. “I had no idea what I was getting you into with that auction.”

      “I’m glad you did.”

      “You forgive me for being a traitor?”

      “I did that the moment I stepped out of the car in front of Southgate.”

      “It’s…spectacular.”

      “Isn’t it?”

      Within two weeks, Mary would be hosting a bachelorette shower here. She’d also helped Noah hire an events coordinator.

      Because she was no longer beholden to Franklin, Kristin was able to hire a second manager, allowing her to spend a couple of days a week at the ranch.

      She’d gotten rid of her apartment and moved into Daniel’s downtown Houston home. Occasionally he worked from one of the booths at Atria.

      And when possible, Noah spent time with them in Houston. It took a lot of juggling, but the three were connected, making it worth the effort.

      Mary picked up Kristin’s bouquet from a side table. “No regrets?”

      “Only happiness.” Kristin accepted the flowers and inhaled the fragrance.

      “I love you.”

      “Thank you for everything.” She was getting teary-eyed.

      Just as Mary had gathered up her own bouquet and they were preparing to leave the room, their mother slipped through the door.

      “I know I’m supposed to be downstairs, but you know I can’t stand being left out if there’s any good gossip going on.”

      If her mother only knew.

      “Your man is so handsome.”

      She and Mary exchanged smiles.

      “I’m not sure how you tell them apart. If I were you, I’d want both of them.”

      “Mother!” Mary clutched her flowers to her chest.

      “How would you notice if there was a mix-up?”

      “I can’t have this conversation,” Mary said. “I’m getting a headache. We need to go.” She grabbed her mother’s arm and dragged her downstairs.

      Now that Kristin was alone, nerves made her check her dress and her flowers and her hair again. Then the music she’d selected for the wedding began to play.

      Sucking in a shallow breath, she exited the room.

      Daniel stood at the bottom of the sweeping staircase. Both men were supposed to meet her in the ballroom, but once again, he’d flouted convention.

      His presence steadied her, and she gripped the banister with confidence as she made her way down.

      Their photographer took a constant stream of pictures, but her focus was on her future husband.

      He assisted her down the last step. “I’ve had this image of you in my mind for months.” He kissed her hand. “The reality is so much more stunning.” Then he leaned in closer and brushed his lips against hers.

      Mary rushed over. “Behave yourself!”

      With an endearing shrug, he risked her wrath by giving Kristin one last kiss before sauntering off in his usual, sexy, devil-doesn’t-give-a-fuck manner.

      “You have your hands full.”

      “I do.” Kristin couldn’t help but smile.

      She gave him a minute to go in the other doors so that he could wait for her next to Noah and the minister.

      The first musical selection ended.

      “Here we go.” Mary gave Kristin a reassuring smile. “Ready?”

      Kristin drew a small breath, then nodded and followed her sister.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, please stand for the bride!”

      The wedding march began, and she made her way to her men, both devastating in black tuxedos that showed off their broad shoulders and powerful thighs and made their hair even more raven.

      Both of them, eyes as blue as a deep, stormy ocean, had their gazes fixed on her. For a moment, her step faltered.

      But Noah smiled in a way that was supportive and demanding, and she recovered.

      Through the entire ceremony, Daniel held her, his strong hand cupping her elbow, and she doubted anyone noticed when he slid two thin bands, instead of one, onto her ring finger. The three of them knew. And that was all that mattered.

      After the certificate was signed, they joined the party.

      Kayleigh—Daniel and Noah’s competent and in-charge sister—was running the catering company ragged.

      And Kristin’s father kept looking from Noah to Daniel, then back again. “I’m not sure which of them to congratulate,” he confessed after two glasses of bourbon.

      “I’m sure they understand.”

      Outside, near a gazebo, a band had set up, and she shared dances with each of her husbands. She wondered if she’d ever get accustomed to that word.

      “Wife is my new favorite.” Noah pulled her in tighter.

      After dark, as she was walking to the bar for a sparkling water, Daniel clamped his hand around her wrist and drew her around the side of the house.

      In silence, he spun her, and she braced her hands on the wall, breath rushing out of her.

      “That’s it. I’m sending everyone home.” He traced tiny circles on her clit.

      That was enough to convince her to consummate her marriage.

      Since the reception showed no signs of slowing, Noah left Kayleigh and Mary in charge so the newlyweds could escape to the pleasure cottage.

      She hadn’t known that they’d moved a bed in.

      “I figured we wouldn’t get any privacy in the big house,” Noah explained.

      Daniel swore as he fumbled through the dozens of pearl buttons up the back of her gown. “No more clothes for you.”

      When she was naked, the gown draped over the cross as delicately as possible, the brothers stood in front of her.

      “You made our dreams come true.” Emotion made Daniel’s voice rougher than normal. “Our family asked us to get the house back. And now that you’re our wife, it’s a home. We can’t express our appreciation. Will you kneel for us?” Daniel nodded, and Noah crossed to the armoire and returned with a box so thin it was almost flat.

      Noah opened it and pulled out a stunning choker, with a waterfall of small diamonds down the front. “This is our collar.”

      “Of course it’s unconventional,” Daniel said.

      “But the meaning is the same.” Noah turned it a bit, and the overhead light bounced fire from the stones and reflected off the ceiling. “You are our treasured wife.”

      “And we want you to be our sub.”

      “I…” She cleared her throat.

      “Don’t torture me the way you did when I proposed.”

      “Told you I should have been the one to do it,” Noah teased his brother good-naturedly.

      “Put me out of my misery.”

      Her heart soared. “Yes. I want to be your sub.” She enjoyed them collaring her while they had scenes, but Daniel always removed it before they left Southgate. And now it was forever, like their relationship.

      She knelt, and Noah lifted her hair and held it out of the way while Daniel fastened the clasp.

      “You could not look more perfect.” Noah’s voice was hoarse with approval.

      Her heart soaring, Kristin toyed with it, tracing the diamonds, memorizing the lines, recognizing its symbolism. “I’ve been having a fantasy.”

      “Have you?” Daniel asked.

      “I need…”

      “Go on.”

      “Will you please spank me for the first time as your wife? Get it over with?”

      “It would be my pleasure.”

      Despite her teasing words at the end, she knew her heartfelt request had pleased him.

      Both brothers shucked their tuxedo jackets, then removed cufflinks to roll back the sleeves of their shirts. Then Daniel dragged over a chair and turned her over his lap, the wool of his trousers scratchy on her bare belly.

      Her breaths were frantic, and the need to be claimed as their wife and sub rocked her.

      “Five or ten?”

      “Ten.”

      “Ask.”

      “Will you spank me ten times, please, Daniel?”

      He gave them to her, much, much harder than she had anticipated, leaving her crying, surrendered, destroyed.

      Afterward, on the couch, he held her, cradled her, whispered words of affection. And she turned to him as she always would.

      When she was composed, her Doms finished undressing, and she joined them on the bed.

      “Now let’s get to work on my fantasy,” Noah told her. “I want to take you while you suck Daniel’s dick.”

      She nodded as images danced through her mind.

      Noah lay prone, and she stroked his cock before crawling on top of him and riding him to full erection.

      Taking him with a plug already inserted was every bit as difficult as when they’d both penetrated her.

      “Go as slow as you need, wife.” He held her waist, and she supported herself with her knees so she could control his depth.

      It took a minute of pure patience before they found a rhythm that worked, and Daniel knelt in front of her to feed his cock into her mouth.

      She licked and sucked, taking him as his brother filled her pussy.

      Impossibly another orgasm gnawed at her. “I need to come.”

      “You’ve earned it.” Noah approved.

      It started as a ripple then crested into a wave. Daniel held her face captive, fucking her in time with Noah. The climax left her devastated, but Noah continued to move inside her as she sucked Daniel’s dick.

      She was lost, floating, changed.

      Moments later Noah ejaculated deep inside her, his cock throbbing. Or maybe that was her. She no longer knew.

      Later Daniel removed her plug. Then they showered together before lovingly drying her off and taking her to bed.

      She snuggled into the cradle between their bodies. With a smile, she stroked their new collar, luxuriating in it, and she knew, in her soul, there was no place she’d rather be.

      “I think this leaves me with another fantasy for tomorrow.” Daniel traced an infinity knot on her belly.

      “Just one?” Noah asked.

      She fought off a yawn. “I was sure you were up to a dozen by now.”

      Noah smoothed back strands of her hair that had escaped during her spanking, their lovemaking, and then the shower. “You are an endless inspiration.”

      “Endless,” Daniel agreed. “And with a future to explore them all.”

      She turned onto her side, and wriggled her bottom backward into Noah’s pelvis.

      “Careful there.” His warning was gruff. “I’ve had a fantasy or two of my own.” His cock started to harden between her tormented butt cheeks.

      “Are you kidding me?”

      “Not at all.”

      In the darkened space, she couldn’t see his expression to know whether he was teasing or not, but she suspected he wasn’t.

      Seconds later when he rolled her onto her back, she found out he wasn’t. “Endless?” she asked.

      “Endless,” he confirmed.

      Kristin knew she would never tire of them, their lives, her submission, their fantasies.

      With a devilish glance at Kristin and Noah, Daniel said, “Let’s get started.”
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      Rafe Sterling strode through the door of his downtown Houston office and into a Monday morning predawn ambush.

      To make matters worse, his shoulder hurt from where he’d landed on it during a bicycle race the previous day, he’d slept badly, and he hadn’t had a single cup of coffee.

      Three women stood with their backs to the window, a terrifying army in silk and stilettos.

      His mother, Rebecca, had her arms folded across her chest, wearing resolve like armor. His sister, Arianna, was in the middle, and she squirmed under his scrutiny. Good. At best, she was a reluctant accomplice.

      The third woman, all the way on the right, he’d never met.

      Her well-defined cheekbones were striking, and her lips were painted a wicked shade of fuck-me red. She wore her long brunette hair loose, the locks flowing around her shoulders. But it was the way she studied him, with total focus, that riveted his attention. Her eyes were a startling shade, not hazel but deeper, like gold. For a moment—a fascinating, unwanted, and mercifully brief flash of time—he imagined them swimming with tears of submission.

      He cleared his throat, and she broke their connection by glancing toward the floor.

      Fuck. Her gesture arrowed through his gut. For the first time in years—since Emma—he was captivated.

      Rafe shook his head. He had no patience for relationships, not even with a woman who wore a skirt that hugged her enticing curves.

      “Rafe, darling!” His mother broke ranks and took a couple of steps toward him.

      Galvanized, he closed his office door behind him. Better to meet the battle head-on so he could get on with his day. “Morning, ladies.”

      He crossed the room to drop an obligatory kiss on his mother’s cheek, then he noticed a pile of folders on his desk. Something to do with the visit from the unnamed woman, no doubt.

      With distrust, he flicked another glance in her direction. Who the hell was she? “To what do I owe the pleasure of your company?” Rafe eased into his leather executive chair.

      His mother took a seat across from him and skipped any further pretense of pleasantries. “You need a wife.”

      “Ah.” He slid the manila menaces to the edge of the desk and resisted—barely—the urge to knock them into the waiting trash can. “Understood. Now this is the part of the confrontation where I tell you I will find a bride when I’m damn well ready. Thank you for your time and concern.” He attempted a smile. Judging by his mother’s wince, the curl of his lips was closer to a snarl. “I’m sure you can show yourselves out.”

      “Don’t be rude, Rafael Barron Sterling.”

      He quirked an eyebrow. His mother hadn’t used his full name since he was in college.

      “Your father is planning to marry Elizabeth.”

      Rafe opened his mouth, then closed it without speaking. He didn’t need to state the obvious. His parents were still married.

      “It’s imperative we make you the CEO of Sterling Worldwide. This madness must stop at once,” Rebecca finished.

      “Mother—”

      “He bought her a forty-thousand-dollar ring. I saw a picture of it in his email. Gaudy. He has terrible judgment and even worse taste.” She shoved the manila folders back to the center of the desk.

      Because of Theodore’s unstable behavior, his mother suspected her husband had the early stages of dementia. His physician disagreed, saying that Theodore was at an age where he’d acquired vast wealth and wanted to enjoy it. The motorcycles he couldn’t ride and the yacht that needed a crew were proof of that, as were the classic Rolls Royce, a chauffeur, a château in France, and a twenty-three-year-old mistress to enjoy it with.

      Rafe suspected that both his mother and the doctor were partially correct. Theodore had never wanted any part in Sterling Worldwide. He’d been the unexpected and much pampered late-in-life and third-born child of Barron and Penelope Sterling. His parents had believed Theodore to be nothing less than a gift from God, and they’d treated him as such, indulging his every whim, allowing him to travel the world from a young age, buying him gifts that had been denied to his siblings. He’d also bypassed the boarding schools that the other Sterling children had attended. But his parents had insisted on a college education. They’d made a sizable donation to the university’s foundation to ensure he received passing grades. Surprising everyone, including himself, he’d excelled in business school.

      When his older brother, Barron Sterling, Jr., had been killed in a hunting accident, Theodore had been thrust into the unwelcome role as heir and CEO of a worldwide hotel empire. He hadn’t known that his much more qualified sister couldn’t inherit the business. He’d hired attorneys, but in the end, the terms were absolute. Theodore had lost his freedom and his jet-setting lifestyle. Within weeks of his brother’s burial, he was married to the formidable Rebecca, a woman his mother had selected.

      Now that Rafe had proven himself competent as the conglomerate’s Chief Financial Officer, Theodore had run away from his day-to-day responsibilities in favor of living the life he’d imagined.

      Unaware or uncaring that her son hadn’t responded, Rebecca continued. “Ms. Malloy”—she pointed to the brunette—“has compiled a list of suitable candidates for your consideration.”

      “Candidates?”

      “To become your wife,” Ms. Malloy clarified, taking over the meeting. She crossed the room toward him, her hips swaying and her peep-toe shoes sounding a tattoo that did evil things to his libido.

      When she stopped near his desk, her scent reached him, lilacs and summer, a contrast to the darkness that hovered over his life.

      “The list has been narrowed to five finalists for your consideration.” Obviously she had no clue she was rearranging his brain cells. “Each of the ladies is qualified to be your wife. Of course, for your privacy, they only know certain things about you. A general description, the fact that you’re an executive, that you live in Houston. The women have been interviewed and prescreened. We have nondisclosures on record, so any exchange of information will be confidential. Because time is of the essence, a mixer on Thursday or Friday would be most expeditious. If you prefer, we can arrange casual meetings, coffee or breakfast, perhaps lunch as you narrow your selection to three. From there we will be happy to set up dinners. That way you can get to know her before actual social events. We can make it appear like a whirlwind romance and—”

      “Stop.” He held up a hand and trapped her gaze. “Who the fuck are you?”

      “I didn’t realize that you weren’t aware…” She glanced toward his mother, but Rebecca looked down to pluck a piece of lint from her skirt

      Recovering, the brunette smiled. The gesture was quick, practiced, and polished—meant to impart confidence without being too familiar.

      Irrationally, it—she—irritated the hell out of him.

      “I beg your pardon. I’m Hope Malloy.” She extended her hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Sterling.”

      He ignored her gesture. “I asked you a question.”

      As she dropped her arm, her smile vanished. When she spoke, her tone was more formal. “I own The Prestige Group. Celeste Fallon recommended my team to your mother.”

      “Team of…what?”

      “We are an elite matchmaking service for the world’s wealthiest, most discerning individuals. We understand that it’s difficult for men such as yourself to meet appropriate—”

      “You’re a matchmaker? You stick your nose in other people’s business for a living?” Stunned, Rafe swung his gaze toward his mother. “What the hell are you thinking?”

      “Watch your tone.”

      “You’ve got thirty seconds before I throw all of you out.”

      “I know this is a shock, so I’ll forgive your bad manners. Prestige will be discreet on this search. No one needs to know it’s happening.”

      He stood and slammed his palms flat on the desk surface. “You hired them to find me a wife?” The killer-heeled woman was here to marry him off to some nameless woman to safeguard the Sterling empire?

      “Celeste has assured me that Ms. Malloy is the best.”

      Of that, he had no doubt. Fallon and Associates was one of the world’s most exclusive crisis management firms. For more than a hundred and fifty years, they’d specialized in high-profile cases, restoring reputations, saving careers, ensuring people never talked. Like Sterling Worldwide, the Fallons had also kept the business private, and all owners had been related to the founder, Walter Fallon—who’d been part of a secret society at the University of Virginia with Rafe’s great-great-great-great-grandfather, John.

      Along with five other young men who’d been in the same organization, John and Walter had become lifelong friends. Over the years, the Sterlings and Fallons had helped each other numerous times, including earlier in the year when Theodore and Lillibet had been caught in the first-class toilet of a commercial aircraft.

      Thanks to Fallon and Associates, the investigation had gone away, and Celeste had managed to kill the story before a prominent East Coast newspaper could get anyone to verify the distasteful rumors.

      As it was, only one blog had run the story, under the headline, Little Girl and her Teddy Join the Mile High Club! The teaser, as vile as it was provocative, had been a clever play on his father’s name and the ridiculous age difference between the lovers.

      A week later, the website had vanished.

      “Ms. Malloy has done a fine job. At this rate, we can announce your engagement within a few weeks.”

      “Goodbye.”

      Undaunted, his mother went on. “It’s a matter of time before your father causes a disaster we can’t recover from.” Even though anger strung her words together, she didn’t raise her voice. As always, Rebecca was the picture of calm, focused resolve. “You’re over thirty. If you had done your duty years ago, we wouldn’t be facing this situation now.”

      He winced at the truth of the accusation. Ever since Rafe was a child, his mother had been clear about his obligations. But to him, love equaled drama, and he despised both.

      “You need to be sensible.” She brought her index fingers together and studied him.

      Arianna joined them. “I know you don’t like people meddling in your life, but—”

      “Meddling?” He’d had enough. “You call this meddling?”

      “Things are going to get worse, not better, with Dad and his—” Arianna caught her bottom lip with her teeth. “With Elizabeth.”

      Every day, Rafe hoped his father would return to Houston and his office, but since his dad and Lillibet, as he called her, had been ensconced in their St. Pete’s Beach love nest for two weeks, that didn’t seem imminent.

      Rafe sighed. “I know you’re concerned, and I understand it.” More than ready to get out of this mess, he said, “I’ll talk to him again.”

      “You’ve done so numerous times,” Rebecca pointed out.

      Dozens. Maybe more. “If necessary, I’ll fly out there.”

      “What if it doesn’t work?” Rebecca asked in a chilled tone. “This cannot continue. You’re a smart man, Rafe. You know how delicate this situation is. Let’s not make it any more complicated than it needs to be.”

      Possible scenarios lined up in his mind and fired across his brain in a burst of nightmares, each worse than the last. Theodore asking for a divorce. His mother being awarded half of the company and the courts being involved in the painstaking divisions. It could drag on for years while his father played with his mistress. In a worst-case situation, Theodore might, indeed, commit bigamy, which would create a public relations quagmire that Sterling Worldwide might not recover from.

      Rafe pinched the bridge of his nose.

      “Noah stopped by the house Friday evening,” Rebecca said. “Your father isn’t returning calls. I understand from his assistant that Noah’s been dropping by the executive office every day. She’s been making excuses, but she isn’t convinced he believes her.”

      Rafe struggled to hold his temper in check. His cousin, Noah Richardson, son of Rafe’s aunt, Victoria Sterling-Richardson, believed he had grounds to challenge Rafe’s position as heir apparent. According to the archaic terms of the trust, succession went to male descendants in birth order. Even then, the heir was required to be married.

      Noah ran one of the divisions, was a multimillionaire in his own right, and he believed he was the rightful heir since Rebecca and Theodore hadn’t been married when Barron, Jr., had been killed. Noah itched to break up the corporation and sell it off, a philosophy Rafe was against. Noah had threatened to see Rafe in court numerous times. Rafe had responded that any challenge should have come a generation ago. But because Noah was married with children, there was a chance, however slight, that he might prevail in a court case. Even if the decision was in Rafe’s favor, the litigation could drag on for months, even years. The financial cost could be devastating.

      “I’m sorry.” Arianna wrung her hands. “I hate this, and I didn’t want to be part of it. It’s awful that we have to coerce you into doing something you’re not ready to do.”

      He believed her. Unlike him, she was a romantic, a dreamer shattered by her second divorce.

      “Arianna and I will leave you to it.” Rebecca stood.

      “I haven’t agreed to anything.” He refused to be railroaded.

      “You’ll do what you need to.” His mother wasn’t backing down.

      She closed the door with a decisive click, sealing him in with the enemy. Hope was a beautiful, seductive temptress, but the enemy, nonetheless.

      “You’re a matchmaker.”

      “It’s an honorable profession.”

      “Is it? Much like operating an escort service. I hire you. I will end up paying to fuck a woman, one who’s interchangeable with any number of other candidates.”

      “That’s as insulting as it is crass.” She set her chin and didn’t sever the connection of their gazes, meeting the heat of his anger with cool, aloof professionalism.

      He wanted to shake it from her, strip her bare, discover what lay beneath the surface to leave nothing but aching, pulsing honesty between them.

      Either not noticing the tension or ignoring it, she continued. “Throughout history, families arranged marriages all the time. In parts of the world, it still goes on. Today, there’s a bigger need for my services than ever before. I have clients all over the world, from all sorts of backgrounds and of all ages. Often, men in your position don’t have time to meet women in the traditional way. You’re far too busy, important, insulated.”

      “Spare me the sales pitch.”

      “It makes sense to select someone I’ve interviewed, a woman who suits the needs of a man such as you. A woman of the right temperament, with the same interests, goals, morals, outlook, political leanings, religious preferences. A woman who understands what is expected of her and is willing to assume those responsibilities.”

      “A business arrangement.”

      “If you like.”

      Rafe took his seat and left her standing. It was undoubtedly rude, but justified. His mother had hired Prestige, but Hope had been part of the early-morning intervention. She could have refused, but she hadn’t. That made her complicit. “So that’s what’s in here?” He flicked a glance at the folders. “A money-hungry bride-to-be—I beg your pardon, candidate—who understands what she’s getting herself into?”

      “These women all deserve your respect.”

      “And an expensive engagement ring?” He leaned back. “Why should I trust you?”

      “Five years of success. Thirty-seven marriages.”

      “Divorces?”

      “Two.”

      “Much better than the national average. Yet five years in business means your experiment hasn’t made it to the seven-year itch yet.”

      “Whether that exists or not is a matter of debate. There’s a study that suggests there’s a four-year itch as well as a seven-year one. Oh, and a three-year one. And most couples who divorce tend to do so after a decade. So that means there’s a twelve-year flameout as well.” She lifted one delicate shoulder in a half shrug. “Whatever your bias, you can find a study to support it. The truth is, each individual is unique, and so are their relationships. People divorce for a lot of reasons and after any length of time.”

      “Fair enough.”

      “There are, however, a number of factors that enhance chances for success. I call them the Three C’s—compatibility, chemistry, and commitment.”

      “Define success.”

      She tipped her head to one side. “I suppose that’s in the eye of the beholder.”

      “Take my parents. They’ve been victims of wedded bliss for thirty-three years.”

      “There are financial and legal benefits for people who are married.”

      She’d sidestepped his point neatly.

      “Couples who are wed, versus those who cohabitate, tend to live longer.”

      “Or perhaps it only seems that way.”

      She smiled, and it transformed her features, making her no longer standoffish and professional, but warm and inviting. No wonder lemmings turned to her for matrimonial advice. “Have you always been a cynic, Mr. Sterling?”

      “About marriage?” Not always. But the few illusions he’d held had been shattered. “Can you blame me?”

      “You can’t think of any positive examples?”

      “Like my sister? She’s twenty-seven and going through her second divorce, and this one is more gruesome and costly than the first. My best friend and college roommate, Griffin Lahey? His wife of three years just walked out, dumped him, ripped apart their future, and took away their son. For the final knife in his heart, she’s suing for half of his estate because she met an artist who she fancies and wants to move to Paris with him. Noah’s parents live on separate continents. My grandmother had to be coaxed into attending my grandfather’s funeral. I’m told she was drunk at the time, and not from grief. On the morning he was to be buried, legend has it that she knocked back an entire bottle of champagne…from the private reserve he had saved for special occasions. So, no, I’m not anxious to stick my neck in the matrimonial noose.”

      “You asked why you should trust me. You shouldn’t. You have no reason to, yet. I could give you references from satisfied customers. I could reassure you that I’ve signed a nondisclosure. Or that Celeste Fallon believes in me. But none of that means anything. You need results. If the potential women I’ve matched you with don’t suit your needs, I’ll give you another five. Or fire me and I’ll refund your mother’s fee.”

      “Fee?” He narrowed his eyes. “How much do you charge?”

      “I’m expensive, Mr. Sterling.”

      “Ten thousand dollars? Twenty?” When she didn’t react, he tried again. “More than that?”

      “A hundred thousand.”

      “Shit.” People were willing to pay a hundred grand to meet someone? If it worked out, he’d have the honor of shelling out thousands more for baubles to go along with it? Then, when the shine wore off, she’d keep them and half his fortune?

      “I’m worth every penny.”

      “That’s pretty confident.”

      “I am.” She folded her arms across her chest. “I work hard to ensure I satisfy my clients.”

      He glanced at the top folder as if it were rabid. “How did you choose these particular women?”

      “In normal circumstances, I meet with a gentleman so I can get a sense about him. Then he fills in a questionnaire. It’s rather detailed. Fourteen pages of likes, dislikes, things that worked in previous relationships. Things that didn’t.”

      “Go on.”

      “Expectations around traditions are important as are roles in the relationship. To some, religion is important. I find out if he wants children. If so, how many? Will he want them raised in a particular religion? Where does he plan to live? In the US or abroad? Will the children attend private school? Boarding school? Will a nanny be hired? A housekeeper? After I’ve reviewed that, I have a second meeting with him for further clarification.”

      “And they need you for this?”

      “Most of the men I work with don’t have the opportunity to meet women they might be serious about marrying. They’ve often focused their attention on their careers or education. Some of them are famous, but they don’t want to settle down with a woman they’ve met on the road or someone who’s been part of their fan club.”

      “And where do you find the women who are anxious to throw themselves at the feet of these rich men?”

      “I belong to a number of organizations, and I’m active in Houston’s art and business communities. It may surprise you, but I’m often invited to high-society events. I’ve seen you at a few.”

      Rafe regarded her again. “We haven’t met.” He would have remembered. Her eyes, her voice, the sweet curve of her hips, the way her legs went on forever in those shoes. Yeah. He would have remembered.

      “No. I spend most of my time talking with women. Part of my value is that I’ve met all the candidates, interviewed them, watched them interact at social events.” She nudged a folder toward him. “Try me.”

      “Have a seat.” Rafe wondered at his sudden offer of hospitality. He didn’t need Hope and her lilac-and-silk scent in his office while he looked through the files.

      She sat opposite him, her movements delicate. Her skirt rode up her bare thighs, just a bit. He imagined skimming his fingers across her smooth skin while she gasped, then yanking down her panties, curving his fingers into the hot flesh of her ass cheeks.

      Christ. He’d spent all Saturday working on next quarter’s business plan. In the previous day’s bike race against some of his friends, he’d pushed too fast, too hard, on a grueling part of the course and crashed. He’d had a shot of Crown before going to bed but skipped taking anything else for the pain. He’d slept like hell, and he’d spent too long working out cramps in the shower to even think about masturbating.

      Now, he wished he had taken the edge off.

      It had been over a month since he’d visited the Retreat, a BDSM club in a historic warehouse on Buffalo Bayou in downtown Houston, and even longer since he’d enjoyed the singular pleasure of playing with a sub at the discreet second-story Quarter in New Orleans. Of course being this close to an attractive female after such an intense drought would give him an erection. Shit. He couldn’t force himself to believe his own fucking lie. Every day, he was surrounded by beautiful women. He wanted Hope. With her ass upturned, listening to her frantic breaths as she waited for his belt…waited for his touch. It was more than the sound of her voice or the innocent-yet-provocative shoes, it was carnal desire. Lust. The last time he was gripped by its power, he’d been in college and far more helpless than he was now.

      He imprisoned his thoughts and focused on the task in front of him.

      Picking up the first file, he flipped it open.

      The top page had a name, a picture, and the vital statistics of a beautiful twenty-four-year-old blonde. She was a UT Austin graduate, a pageant winner who flashed a tiara-worthy smile and worked as a fundraiser for underprivileged schools.

      In every way, on paper, she should interest him. She was attractive, knew how to handle herself in public, and she had philanthropic inclinations.

      Naturally his mother would approve. And yet… He felt nothing—less than nothing. He was uninspired and disinterested. The hard-on he’d been sporting vanished. He glanced up at Hope Malloy. “You said chemistry matters?”

      “She doesn’t appeal to you?”

      “Not in the least.”

      “Perhaps you’ll have better luck with another choice?”

      He didn’t.

      After perusing the second picture, he glanced back at Hope.

      “Nothing?”

      “No.”

      “It’s possible the attraction would develop after you meet someone. Her choice of conversation, the way she moves or looks at you.” She shifted. “Pheromones.”

      Those, he was starting to believe in. Keeping his mind on the folders, he said, “I see. My mother hopes I will select a bride, whether I want to fuck her or not?”

      Hot pink scorched Hope’s cheekbones before she recovered. “So, you would rather have a spine-tingling attraction to someone who consumes you?”

      “No.” He’d had that. Once. With Emma, in college. He’d been crazy enough about her that he’d bought her a stunning ring.

      He had been invited to join her family for Christmas brunch, and he’d intended to propose then. Unbeknownst to him, Emma had been so intent on getting married that she’d been juggling dates with three different men. One of them had popped the question on Christmas Eve in front of the tree’s twinkling lights.

      When she’d called to let him know, she wasn’t apologetic. She reminded him she wanted a wedding as a college graduation present, and Aaron had offered her just that. It was nothing personal. She would have been happy marrying any of them.

      Rafe had hit the local bar near a shopping center. When he left, there’d been a red kettle set up outside. A man nearby was ringing a bell and asking for charitable donations. Rafe stuffed her ring through the slot and accepted the candy the bell ringer offered as thanks.

      A sucker. If there’d ever been a more appropriate gesture, he didn’t recall it.

      Rafe had spent every day until the new year in an alcohol-induced stupor, calling her at all hours, sending desperate text messages, even driving to her home in a stupid and embarrassing attempt to get her to change her mind.

      “Mr. Sterling?” Hope’s questioning voice cut through the morose memories.

      He flipped the folder closed without reading any of the pages. He refused to be out of control over a woman ever again. But if he was expected to marry and produce an heir or two, he should at least want to go to bed with her.

      “Perhaps of the three C’s, compatibility and commitment are more important than chemistry?”

      How much longer until he could dismiss her?

      When he didn’t answer, she filled the silence. “Can you tell me what it was about the first two candidates that didn’t suit your needs? It will help me refine the search.”

      “Ms. Malloy…” He struggled to leash his raging impatience. “Show some fucking mercy, will you? Until ten minutes ago, I didn’t know I needed a candidate.”

      She edged the third folder toward him.

      With great reluctance but with a sudden urge to get through this, he thumbed it open. Another blonde. Another perfect smile. Another impeccable pedigree. “Since I didn’t fill in your forms, I assume it was my mother who decided what college degrees and background were important?”

      “Your sister rounded it out as far as activities you enjoy.”

      “Yet I don’t see any of them who like to ride a mountain bike.”

      “Not a huge demand in this part of Texas.”

      “Kayaking?”

      “I’ll add that to the next search.”

      He gave in to curiosity. “Was Celeste consulted?”

      “I invited her to be part of process. She declined.”

      If Celeste had been involved, perhaps there would have been a redhead or a brunette. Even someone with pink toenails in peekaboo shoes.

      For the second time, he resisted the impulse to hurl the files in the trash. Instead, he opened his top drawer and swept the offensive lot inside, then slammed it shut.

      Hope uncrossed her legs and leaned toward him. Then, evidently thinking better of it, she sat back and recrossed them.

      He swore her skin whispered like the promise of sin.

      “Perhaps you should consider the options at a more convenient time,” she suggested.

      “I’ll see you receive full payment.” He stood.

      “I’ve already received it.”

      His mother had written this woman a check for a hundred grand? “Thank you for your efforts.”

      “Mr. Sterling—”

      He walked past her to the door and opened it.

      She sighed but stood. After gathering her purse—a small pink thing shaped like a cat, complete with ears and whiskers—she joined him. Instead of leaving, as he’d ordered, she stood in front of him, chin tipped at a defiant angle.

      Hope projected competence, but the heels and fanciful handbag gave her a feminine air. A sane man would think of her as a vendor or business associate, so he could slot her into the off-limits part of his conscience. She wasn’t a potential date or wife. Or submissive.

      He wanted her.

      She isn’t mine.

      Fuck his conscience.
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